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TO THE READER. 



It is the Publisher's object in issuing the present vol- 
ume of Schiller's poems, complete in German and English, 
including his early suppressed pieces, and others, both 
with the alterations, and also as they originally appeared 
in the **Horen," ** Musen-Almanach,'' "Thalia" and 
elsewhere, to familiarize the American public with the 
products of a mind, pure as the purest, good as the best, 
und great as the greatest, hoping that they will become 
as popular in America, as they are in Germany. He 
I>roposes to do this, by presenting an edition, which, in 
elegance and correctness, shall vie with that of a Cotta 
or a Pickering, and yet be within the reach of all. What 
he has already done in this beautiful field of literature, 
deserves the appreciation and recognition of every judge 
and lover of Poetry, — Poetry as distinguished from Poet- 
aslry, as Schiller, the Century-plant, is from *'the thou- 
sand jingling dilettanti," the first scentlegs Violets of 
Spring, — for the world were the worse without them. The 
living monument the Publisher has thus roared to the 
pure and honest Swabian, we hope to see soon succeeded 
IjV the marble block, modeled by an American, who, 
though not a Phidias, may ho be another Thorwuldscn, 
Canova, or Rauch, destined to adorn our beautiful Park, 
the pride of every Philadelphian, thus enriching, with 
works of Art, the picturesque scene, so exquisitely drawn 
by Nature. 

Our pleasant Editorial task, is to cull and collate the 
bi^ot translations of Schiller's poems, known to us, in the 
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English language ; to consult all the accessihle authorities 
in Europe and America; and, after careful comparison 
with the original and with each other, to present those 
which are nearest the spirit of the great German poet, in 
the purest English. We would impress upon the reader, 
however, that it is not demanded for this collection, 
that it contains, throughout, the best translations of 
Schiller our language will admit, nor those, which, in 
every instance, reach the standard we would establish for 
a poetical translation. Yet, they are among the best, in 
our opinion, at present existing, and we do not hesitate 
to affirm that many of them are as near perfection as the 
idioms of the two languages will allow, especially some of 
the third period. If any German scholar expects to find 
in the English language, or in any other, a translation 
of Schiller's " Hymn to Joy,'' " The Artists," ** The Ideal 
and Life," or " The Song of the Bell,^* wherein the won- 
derful beauties of the imagination, the depths of Philoso- 
phy, and the sublimity of conception, in their various 
shadings, are reproduced equal to the originals, we frankly 
tell him ho will be doomed to bitter disappointment ; for 
any one to make an almost perfect rendition of such 
master-pieces, is simply — impossible. It were, therefore, 
as unjust for a person to judge of the merits of a produc- 
tion of the above class, with a view of rating the author, 
by means of a translation, as it would be to judge the 
genius of a Raphael, by a cbromo of the Madonna di San 
Sisto. The few able and successful translators of *'The 
Artists," and kindred poetical compositions, were, them- 
selves, deeply impressed with the impossibility of present- 
ing English versions satisfactory in every respect; and 
they confess, with a conscientiousness and modesty, which 
always accompany and gracatrue learning, that they could 
only hope to reproduce aonuf of the warmth and sweetness 
of the originals ; they can paint the Rose, but not as we 
see it blushing at early morn in all its beauteous fresh* 

(«) 



ncss, with the dewdrops clingiDg to its folds, which give 
its true beauty. 

If a translator from the German Classics be so fortu- 
nate as to attract but a single reader by his labors, who 
will follow him with ever growing interest, who will 
learn to appreciate an Author interpreted by him, so as 
to induce such a study of the language as will furnish a 
free perusal of Schiller as Schiller wrote it; then is the 
translator well repaid for his arduous, and somewhat un- 
thankful task ; then is his mission, in a great measure, ful- 
filled. A metaphrase, if at all poetical, has generally been 
preferred to a paraphrase. So we consider Schiller a 
model approaching too near perfection, to be improved 
by any translator, however great as an Author. Although 
wc admire grace and brilliancy of diction not less than 
the most fastidious, yet, when it becomes absolutely nec- 
essary to make a sacrifice, either of the poetry or the sense^ 
in a poetical translation, we would far rather see the senti- 
ment correctly rendered, though not breathing the high- 
e.^t poetry, than something the Author never said or meant, 
m«>?t exquisitely expressed — a homely truth being prefer- 
able to a gilded falsehood. 

The struggles of the imagination of youthful Genius, 
an imagination in the highest degree feverish and iinpas- 
bioned, yet pure and Platonic, with sentimentalism and 
melancholy, as vented in Schiller's love-songs and elegies, 
so interesting as illustrating the formation of his character 
a-s a great Poet, appear to have been overlooked or neg- 
lected by the great majority of translators. Schiller 
was only seized upon b}^ the myriads of trans fusers, many 
of whom are little better than con fusers, when he no 
longer sang Laura's praises, Laura, who merely sup- 
planted, in whom the youthful genius thought to realize, 
for the time, the vogue Ideal ; when 

" Die schoene Zeit der jungen Liebe" 
was only another sweet dream of the past ; when Time had 
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Bubdued youth, the poetic flights no longer soaring to tha 
extravagant, and had brought manhood and strength. 
Though Schiller had at this time emerged from one state 
of thraldom, we now find him contending with Kantism 
nnd transcendentalism, yearning and striving to attain 
that something which the humblest feels, that to which 
few can give expression, none explain, which the Philoso- 
]>her might call Perfection, the Poet, Life's Ideal. To all 
it is, at best, an ignis fatuus; the deepest theorists and 
thinkers the world has ever produced, when past the 
meridian of life, tell us so ; thus, at times, refuting the 
whole argument of their lives. Man may derive much 
enjoyment in its pursuit, it has been a lethean draught to 
numy for bodily ills and worldly torments; but, as man 
grows older, it too, like the other dreams of life, fades 
and disappears, and, when standing on the brink of Death, 
he still finds Life's problem unsolved. 

What a glorious theme is Schiller for the bards and 
essayists of every clime, for ages to come! Schiller, the 
idol of the German people, whom they fondly, aye, jeal- 
ously call, *• our Schiller " (" unser Schiller ") ; who strove 
by noble precepts and pure esthetics to elevate them to a 
level with himself, not, like one of his brilliant contem- 
poraries, nor like many able writers of the present day 
would do to become popular, by lowering himself to a 
level with the multitude, or beneath them. He has done 
more to educate the German mind than all the Gymnasia 
(Classical schools), Universities, and rigorous school laws 
of the Fatherland combined. 

To the Germans' plea, however, that Schiller belongs 
to them alone, we respectfully demur: every country 
where learning is at home,— England through Coleridge, 
Carlyle, Bulwer, Merivale, Bowring, Dulcken, and 
others; Ireland, — through Mangan ; France,— through 
Constant, Barante, and Madame de Stael ; the United 
States, — through Frothingham, D wight. Brooks, Ban« 
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eroft, Baskerville, Ghannin^, Oranch, Clarke, Hedg^ 
Eliot, Furness, and others — has contributed laurels and 
imniortelles to the chaplet wherewith the world within 
the world, the little world of education and culture has 
crowned him, all the inhabitants whereof have an equal 
and just claim upon him, as they have upon Shakespeare, 
Goethe, Dante, Voltaire, Irving, or Longfellow. 

It were idle for us to speak at any very great length of 
Schiller or his poems. They who would become inti- 
mately acquainted with him, should read his works, more 
especially his Lyrics^ for in them he has written his auto- 
biography, or, as Madame de Stael pithily expresses it, 
'* Ses^rits sont lui." Schiller's biographies are numerous 
and well written ; one of the shortest and best we have 
translated and prepared for this work. A criticism of his 
poetical productions, whether he whs both Philosopher 
and Poet, whether Philosophy can be made to harmonize 
with Poetry, or, whether his predilections for the psycho- 
logical '^esthetic theorists, and his own philosophical med- 
itations and speculations, throw a mist-like veil over his 
Poetry — were a task as unthankful for us, as it would be 
uninteresting to most readers. Yet, this wo will say, he 
never adopted the rule the ultra-philosophical-poetical 
school would seem to lay down, that '• Poetry should be 
a riddle," a rule we are compelled to denounce as unnatu- 
ral, though evidently supported by a Humboldt, being 
antagonistic to every principle of Poesy, us we under- 
stand it. 

Psychological and metaphysical aBSthetics, or, as many 
of our countrymen would be inclined to express it, " Ger- 
man Philosophy," are, to the majority, but mystical and 
perplexing studies. Moreover, we consider true criticism, 
not the mere playing with words, not the glorification of 
self, an Art so profound — especially in a critical essay in- 
volving not only the relations of Philosophy to Poetry 
but an examination and comparison of the theories of 
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Rant, Schelling, and Spinoza — and Schiller's position in 
Germany pre-eminent by acclamation, and this although 
»* a prophet is not without honor save in his own country/* 
that we approach our " Immortal Bard " with a certain 
degree of awe and veneration. And yet, shall we confess 
it, our approach is not unmingled with a thrill of selfish 
delight, that it should have devolved upon us, however 
incompetent, to edit and translate the poems of our favor- 
ite Poet, and this in our own, a sister language. 

What we would say further upon this subject, has been 
previously and more gracefully written than we could 
express it, by three savants of as many nationalities. The 
first, Menzel, is high authority as a critic of German 
literature. Perhaps, as an anti-Goethean, he is unneces- 
sarily sarcastic, and often unreasonable, as a critic is 
apt to be, when diverging from what should be his golden 
rule — never to allow extraneous considerations to affect 
what should be his impartial judgment, after a thorough 
investigation of his subject. 

Menzel's diction fiows with an ease, grace, and bril- 
liancy to bo met with in few writers; in speaking of 
Schiller, among other things, he says: 

** There is no principle, no feeling of honor and right, 
which might not be supported by a beautiful passage or a 
pregnant sentence from Schiller's poems ; and these ex- 
pressions live on the people's lips. Schiller has concen- 
trated his whole poetical power upon the representation 
of man ; and, in fact, of the ideal greatness and beauty 
of the human soul — the highest and most mysterious of 
all miracles. The external world he looked upon only as 
a foil, — as a contrast or comparison for man. 

** Every great genius is a rare flower, existing only in 
a single specimen, wholly peculiar as to form, fragrance, 
and color. The inward impelling and living power of 
such an intellectual flower is a mystery, self- produced, to 
be unriddled by no one. Who haa ever explained the 
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spirit of the flowers, or the fragraDce of the blossoms, 
which is one thing in this, another in that? Who has 
explained to us the charm which exdtes an interest in 
Baphael's pictures, so entirely peculiar? And who the 
intellectual breath, and fragrance, and the inner charm 
of soul in Schiller's characters 7 Definitions of the under- 
standing are to no purpose here ; it is only by comparison 
that we can define the feeling more exactly. 

»* Kaphael's name has forced itself involuntarily upon 
me ; and it is undeniable that the spirit of moral beauty 
hovers over Schiller's poetical creations, as the spirit of 
visible beauty hovers over Raphael's pictures. The moral 
element appears in the changes and the life of history ; 
and action, struggle, is the sphere in which it moves : 
visible beauty, like all nature together, is confined to 
quiet existence. 

*' Thus Schiller's ideals must show themselves in con- 
flict; those of Raphael, in gentle and sublime repose. 
Schiller's genius could not shun the oflice of the warlike 
angel Michael ; Raphael's genius was only the gentle an- 
gel who bears his name. That original and inexplicable 
charm, however, the heavenly magic, the reflected splen- 
dor of a higher world, which belongs to the faces of 
Raphael, belongs also to the characters of Schiller. No 
painter has been able to represent the human face, no 
poet the human soul, with this loveliness and majesty of 
beauty. 

•* Schiller's heroes are distinguished by a nobleness of 
nature which produces at once the efiect of pure and per- 
fect beauty, like the nobleness expressed by the pictures 
of Raphael. There is about them something kingly, that 
at once excites a holy reverence. But this beam of a 
higher light, falling upon the dark shadows of earthly 
corruption, can but shine the brighter: among the spectres 
of hell, an angel becomes the lovelier. 

<^ The first secret of this beauty is the angelic innocence 
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which dwells eternally in the noblest natures. This noble- 
ness of innocence recurs with the same celestial features 
of a pure young angel, in all the great poetic creations of 
Schiller. In the clearest transfiguration, like the purity 
of childhood, perfectly unarmed, and yet unassailable, 
like the royal infant, who, according to the legend, played 
unharmed and smiling among the wild beasts of the for- 
ests, — this innocence stands forth in the noble picture of 
Fridolin. 

**If it becomes conscious of its own happiness, it then 
excites the envy of the celestial powers. With this new 
and touching charm, we see it in *Hero and Leandcr.' 
Adorned with the warrior's helm, its blooming cheeks 
blushing with the fire of noble passion, youthful innocence 
comes forth against all the dark powers of hell. Thus has 
Schiller delineated it in * The Diver,' and ' The Surety,' 
and in those unhappy lovers, Charles Moor and Amalie, 
Ferdinand and Louisa, and, above all, in Max Picco- 
lomini and Thckla. Over these moving pictures a magic 
of poetry hovers, which is nowhere equalled. It is the 
flute-tone amidst wild and shrieking music, a blue glimpse 
of heaven in a storm, a paradise within the abyss of a 
crater. ^ 

"If Shakspeare's pictures seemed to be charmed into a 
still purer lily tint, yet Schiller's maidens claim the pre- 
rogative of that soul of the lily, of its powerful and living 
fragrance ; and here they bear a closer resemblance to the 
poems of Sophocles. They are not feeble, like the saints 
of Carlo Dolce, or Correggio, but they bear about them 
A sacred flre of strength, like the Madonnas of Raphael. 
They not only move us, — they inspire us." 

The second, Carlyle, who understands the Germans 
and their literature better than any author of the present 
day not himself a German, thus writes of Schiller: 

"To a considerable extent, Schiller may be said to ex- 
pound himself. His greatness is of a simple kind; hii 
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manner of displaying it is, for the most part, apprehensi- 
ble to every one. Besides, of all German writers, rank- 
ing in any such class as his, Klopstock scarcely excepted, 
he has the least nationality : bis character indeed is Ger- 
man, if German mean true, earnest, nobly-humane ; but 
his mode of thought, and mode of utterance, all but the 
mere vocables of it, are European. Accordingly, it is to 
be observed, no German writer has had such acceptance 
with foreigners; has been so instantaneously admitted 
into favor, at least any favor which proved permanent. 

** Schiller has no hatred ; no anger, save against False- 
hood and Baseness, where it may be called a holy anger. 
Presumptuous triviality stood bared in his keen glance ; 
but his look is the noble scowl that curls the lip of an 
Apollo, when, pierced with sun-arrows, the serpent ex- 
pires before him. In a word, we can say of Schiller, 
what can be said only of few in any country or time : Ho 
was a high ministering servant at Truth's altar ; and bore 
him worthily of the office he held." 

The third and last, our distinguished countryman, John 
S. Dwighl, to whom Americans unacquainted with Ger- 
man, owe much of their knowledge of Schiller's and 
Goethe's minor poems, thus eloquently discourses upon 
Schiller: 

*• A poet's life is in his works; especially in lighter 
lyric pieces. They are the most genuine things the poet 
does; into them goes most of the character and nature of 
the man; in them you have him under all his moods and 
aspects; and if they win you to their mood, and haunt 
you long, you feel that you know him. Could Schiller 
be brought near us in some such living way, it would give 
a new impulse to our literature, and inspire worthier aims 
and methods of culture, than prevail. The student of 
this writer looks up to him as a benefactor to his whole 
nature. From Schiller he learns lofty aspirations, he 
ipeaks to him amid the hackneyed forms of life of a better 
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ideal world, and warns him, inspires him, to trust all in« 
ward intimations of the True, the Beautiful, the Perfect^ 
however contradicted hy the Actual. 

"The living movement, which commenced with Schiller 
and Qoethe, has heen for some time making itself felt 
through other conventional and lifeless literature. It has 
reached us here, and it is welcomed. Its influences can- 
not but be fruitful. It speaks always to the young life 
of a people. It tells the reader that he too is something ; 
it salutes with quickening emphasis what original force 
and fire there may be in him. It is philanthropic in its 
spirit; it is earnest, natural, true, and truth-loving. It 
hallows, while it fertilizes and adorns the common walks 
of life. To the common interests of all as men it speaks; 
it explores that great common field, and tells us, with the 
glow of ever fresh discovery, how boundless are its riches ; 
how life, and thought, and poetry, and beauty, are the 
inheritance of Man, and not of any class, or age, or nation ; 
and how each, however humble, by fidelity to himself, 
shall find the natural current of his own being leading 
back into the very bosom of that ocean. More especially 
is this the poet's mission ; and the great poets of Germany 
in these days [thirty years ago — Ed.] have been the fore- 
most to have faith to try and prove its efficacy. From 
the poems and the lives of Schiller and Goethe, many a 
young mind has caught the watchword of self-culture ; 
let him speed it onwards.'' 

In the above panegyric, so exquisitely framed, Dwight 
has struck the key-note to a refrain that should bo taken 
up and wafted onward, until its vibrations have touched 
every heart in the land. How much better it would be 
for us in America, where so many pride themselves upon 
their intense realism or practicality, were we only to 
hearken more to our inward intimations of the Gk>od, the 
True, the Beautiful, and the Perfect, and not, like the 
multitude, deliberately stifling, instead of fostering, our 
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natural love for attributes so noble, for fear of falling under 
the ban of sentimentalism or transcendentalism, favorite 
terms with the exclusively practical, and which they in- 
variably use as synonymous with some human but foolish 
weakness. The American youth has instilled into his 
mind, at an early age, mainly through the example of 
his elders, an aversion for anything unpractical ; by un- 
practical we mean anything that will not be, at some 
period of his life, of advantage to him in a pecuniary sense. 
When he enters the world to battle for himself, generally 
at an age when his transatlantic brother is all intent upon 
his toys, he will proudly tell you, fired with youthful en- 
thusiasm and wild ambition which are almost equivalent 
to success: " I am a man, every spark of sentiment and 
susceptibility is extinguished, and henceforth I dedicate 
my life to business and thoughts of business only." He 
has no time to waste (?) in dreaming of a better Ideal- 
world, to compose sonnets, to devote to Music, or to 
clog his mind with abstruse philosophical speculations. 
The earth-god, Mammon, rules his destinies; his are not 
poetical, but tinancial reveries; his aerial castles he builds 
of gold, and when one, almost completed, crumbles to 
pieces, producing financial ruin, another, Phoenix-like, 
rises from the debris, the realization of his dream of 
wealth. Would it not be better, in this as in most things, 
to teach the youth of our land to seek a " happy medium?" 
What is man without education and culture? And what 
were life to a man of education and culture, without the 
Fine Arts? We think if the American would impart 
to the German some of his Realism, in return for some 
of the German's Idealism, it would tend to make them 
both happier, better contented with themselves and the 
world. We, therefore, raise our feeble voice in an earnest 
and sincere appeal to all, especially to those who would 
explore the fairy realms of Ideal Beauty, with a guide 
who has penetrated where none other can lead, to read 
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Schiller, in the original, if possible, ** that they may be 
warned, inspired by bim, that they may" learn to heed and 
" trust all inward intimations of the True, the Beautiful, 
the Perfect, however contradicted by the Actual." These 
intimations we all have ; the thoughts of few, it is true, 
soar to the apex of the Ideal Beautiful and Perfect, and 
even to the gifted few who have gained by application the 
summit of Mount Parnassus, the prospect is often obscure. 

Not unlike this is the experience of the enthusiastic 
traveler and lover of the Beautiful in Nature, who makes 
the pilgrimage from his cis-atlantic homo and toils up 
the Rigi, to view Nature's world-renowned panorama, 
illuminated by the rising sun, only to peer into— chaos, 
and to find, on every side, the cloudy, misty curtains 
down. In this world a glorious sunrise or sunset^ much less 
bothf is vouchsafed to few. 

Yet the humblest one among us, at some period of his 
life, more especially in youth, feels these intimations, the 
language of the finer feelings, in what may be called the 
naive or innate sentimental, sontimentalism as natural as 
life itself. He who would call hackneyed the themes it sug- 
gests to the Artist's or Poet's mind, might as illogical ly, 
not to say foolishly, call Nature and the Aflcctions hack- 
neyed. How often Sophistry is mistaken for Philosophy. 

Who is there of us, if we would but confess it, that does 
not love Nature — Nature, the Poet's favorite and most 
fruitful theme? To this day, if our memory bo faithful, 
there exists a school following the doctrine of the ancients, 
laid down by Aristotle, that, ** Art must imitate Nature.*' 
Whose heart does not beat quicker and cheek glow brighter 
at the advent of Spring, with its cheering sunbeams, per- 
fumed zephyrs ; its flowers, so exquisite in colors, so rich 
in fragrance; its merry warblers, and many delightful 
associations ? Who does not venerate the * * home-circle ' ' 
presided over by man's best friend, his mother, or by the 
mother of his children 7 Who does not love to romp with 
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prattling innocence? Who does not value friendship as 
something more ihan mere convenience? And loving 
thus, is it not natural, aye, beautiful, that we should de- 
light to see such sentiments, sentiments noble and in- 
spiring, portrayed upon canvas, embodied in Poetry, or 
set to Music ? And does not the Master who can do this, 
deserve the praise of all ? 

To us, a man who would deliberately extinguish every 
spark of sentiment and susceptibility, who ridicules all 
Ideal, is as bad as he who would revel in an Ideal-world, 
by neglecting the sacred duties imposed upon him as a 
member of society. They are duties involving reciprocal 
rights, rights due by him to the members of the com- 
munity, and rights those members owe to him. If he 
would retain his manhood, he is bound to see these rights 
enforced, not always 8o much for himself, as for those 
dependent upon him. They are frequently far removed 
from the Beautiful or the Perfect, but we should cheer- 
fully perform them. When they are over, we can return 
to our haunts, and enjoy with greater zest our favorite 
studies, which then, and only then, become recreations. 

The most outre Idealist and Dreamer (Schwaermer), 
whatever his trade or profession, can find consolation in 
the following aphorism, translated from the German of 
Julie Burow : 

" Who never knew misfortune, lived but half ; 
Who never wept, ne'er heartily did laugh ; 
Who never failed, could scarce have striv'n and wrought; 
Who never doubted, hardly could have thought." 

With these desultory remarks, ye wondrous songs, 
children of a Giant-mind, we send you into the thinking 
world. Fly to old and young, alight at the mansion of 
the rich and at the cottage of the poor, upon every one 
that welcomes you with kindly smile or fervent tear, be- 
stow a heart}' greeting, from 

H. D. W. 
Philadelphia, May, 1871. 
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Cfflt bfe 3u»crldff!afrit blefrr !Ra*rt*tcn bfirgt brr Stpptllatlon^ 
rat^ itSrncr in Drtdbtn oW i^r Scrfafftr. ©eit bcm 3a^re 
1785 gel^orte tr }u ©d^iacrd vertrautcflen i^reunbrn unb tourbe von 
mcbrcrn 9)crfonfn, bic mit bcm Sfrfwi^ten in genaufflcT SBcrbin* 
bung gemefcn roaxtn, burd) fcbd^bare Scttrdge untrrflu^t. 92i(bt 
ber f (tin fie Umjlanb ifl in btcfc Sebendbefcbreibung aufdtnommen 
toorben, ber nicbt auf ScbiQerd eiflene Sle^erungen ober auf glaub* 
tDurbige deugniffe fid) grunbeU Qvl brmerfen ifl, bap fie im 3a^re 
1812 ttt\ait n>orben finb. 



MEMOIR 



or 



SCHILLER'S LIFE. 



KoKRMER, the Appellatioiisrath (Counsellor of the 
Court of Appeals), the compiler of the following sketch, 
vouches for its authenticity. He was one of Schiller's 
oldest and dearest friends. Their intimacy began in 1786, 
and continued until death. In the preparation of this 
Memoir, which was indeed a labor of love, ho was gener- 
ously assisted by valuable contributions from a number 
of persons, who had been on terms of the greatest inti- 
macy with the immortal Bard. Not the slightest circum- 
stance has been embodied in this biography, which was 
not founded either on Schiller's own declarations, or on 
the testimony of credible witnesses. It is worthy of notice 
that this Memoir was written in 1812. 
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D{e (Bint unb Denfart be« ^dUxH^tn t)aufe«, in toelc^cm 
©c^iflcr bit 3a(^re feincr ^inb^itit tocriebte, tear ntc^t bec^unfti- 
gcnb fiir bie friibgeitige Ccnttoicfclung »or^anbcntr gabigfeiten, 
abcr fiir bit ©cfunbbcit ber (geele »on toobli^ah'gcm (Jinflufft. 
(Jinfat^ unb obne fticlfettigc Sludbilbung, abtr fxa^tooU, getoanbt 
unb tb^Hg fiir bad jjraftifc^c Scbcn, bieber unb fromm toor ber 
S?atcr. 5ll« 2Bunbargt gtng tr im 3fll^rc 1745 mil fincm bape- 
rifc^^en $>ufarfn'9lfgimtnte noc^^ ben 9?icberlanbfn, unb ber 
9J?nngfI on (^inlanglicber Scfcbd'ftigung vcranlagte i\)n, bet bcm 
bamaltgen ^riege ftc^ aid Unterofficter gebrauc^en gu laifen, 
toenn fietne dommanbo'd auf Untrrnebmungen audgefc^tcft 
tourben. Slid na^ ^bfc^tug bed Slac^ner grtebend ein !X^et( 
bed fRt^imtnti, hti bem er biente, entlajfen tourbe, febrte er in 
fein SBaterlanb, bad ©ergogt^um SBiirttemberg, guriicf, er^telt 
bort Slnf^eUung unb »ar im 3a^re 1757 ia^nxi6) unb Slbjutant 
bet bem bamatigen 9?egimente $rtng S o u i d. Died ^Regiment 
^t\)'6xtt gu einem noiirttembcrgifcben $itft^corpd, bad in einigen 
gclbgiigen bed jiebenj'a^rigen Sieged einen 2:beil ber ojlerreic^i- 
\6}tn ^rmee audmat^te. 3n 93ii()men er^ielt biefed (Jorpd einen 
bebeutcnben S3erlu|l burc^^ eine b^f^ge anftecfenbe ^anfbei^ 
aber ©c^illerd 23ater erbielt fic^ burc^ ?Wagigfeit unb ^piele 33e- 
toegung gefunb, unb iiberna^m in biefem gatte ber ^oti) Jebed 
erforberlicbe ®ef(^aft, topju er gebraucbt noerben fonnte. (Sr 
beforgte bie Jlrnnfen, aid ed an SBunbargten fe^lte, unb »ertrat 
bie 'Stefle bed ©ci^Iic^en bei bem ©ottedbienfle bed 9legimentd 
burcl^ S3orlefung eintger ®ebete unb Seitung bed ®efangd. 

<Eeit bem ^a\)xt 1759 flanb er bei einem anbern toiirttem-- 
bergif^ien (Jorpd in $>effen unb I^iiringen unb benu^te jebe 
€tunbe ber !Wuge, urn bur(^ eigened ©tubium, o^ine frcmbe 
S3eibiilfe, nacbgu^iolen, toai ibm in frii^jeren 3abren, noegen 
ungiinjliger Umflanbe, nicj^t gele^rt tioorben war. SJlat^ematif 

(XI) 



*Tb^ social cuBtoms and the modes of thinking 
in the house of Schiller's father, where the poet '- -' 
spent the days of his childhood, were unfavorable to the 
early development of his mind, which already bore the 
stamp of Genius ; they exerted, however, a beneficial in- 
fluence in the formation of his character as a man. His 
father's manners were plain and unassuming, his acquire- 
ments in knowledge limited; in practical life, he was 
full of vigor, apt and active, and, in all respects, an 
honest and pious man. In 1745, he went to the Ni'ther- 
lands, as surgeon in a Bavarian regiment of Hussars, and 
lack of sufficient occupation induced him to become a 
subordinate officer in the war, when small detachments 
were sent out upon any expedition. After the Peace 
of Aix-la-Chapelle, when a part of the regiment, with 
which he had served, was disbanded, he returned to his 
native state, the Duchy of Wiirtemberg. He received 
an appointment there, and held, in 1767, a commission of 
ensign and adjutant in the regiment Prince Louis. This 
regiment belonged to one of the WOrtemberg Reserve 
Corps, and formed part of the Austrian army during a few 
campaigns of the Seven Years' War. This Corps met 
with a heavy loss in Bohemia, in consequence of a severe 
contagious disease, but Schiller's father, by temperance 
and a great amount of exercise, succeeded in maintain- 
ing good health. In these times of danger and need, he 
performed his duty nobly, offering himself in any capacity 
where his services might be of use. When there was a 
lack of surgeons, he attended the sick, officiating also as 
chaplain of the regiment, by reading prayers and leading 
in song. 

(XI) (27) 



XII 

unb iJ^ttofopMe Betrtcb cr mtt diftx, unb lanbtotrtbfcbflfrtii^e 
Sefcf^afttgungrn fatten babtt fitr t^n ctncn ^^orjiiglit^en S^ei). 
(&int ^anm(^\x\t, bie er in l!ubn>^dburg aniegte, too er nad^ 
beenbtgtem ^ege aid ^auptmann tm Quartter roar, \)attt ben 
glu(fli(b|lfn (Jrfolg. 'Citd ofranIa§te ben bomali^cn ^ergog 
oon fBvLxtttmhtxQ, t^nt bte ^ufftc^t iiber eine grogere ^nf^aU 
biefer Slrt gu iibcrtragen, bie auf ber (Solihtbe, einem ^erjog- 
li'c^^en ?u|lWIofFe, »ar em'cbtet worben. 3n biefer (gteflung 
befrtebigte er ooOfommen bie oon ii^m gebegten Ctoartungen, 
toar gefc^a^t oon feinem Surflen unb geac^tet oon ^Qen, bie i^n 
fannten, erreic^te ein \)o\fti ^Utx, unb ^atte no(( bie Sreube, 
ben !Ru^m fetned ©obned gu erieben, Ueber biefen (Sobn ftnbel 
ft(^ foigenbe (SteOe in einem ncc^ oorf^anbenen eigen^anbigen 
Sluffa^e bed Saterd : 

„Unb bu, SBefen aOer SBefcn! Ti6f i^aV icj nocj bet 
,,®eburt mcined einjigen Oobned gebeten, bag bu bemfelben 
,,an ®eiRedflarfe gulegen moc^^tejl, toai id) aud tWangel an 
^^Unterric^^t nidjt erreicben fonnte, unb bu ^a(l ntic^ er^ort. 
,,Danf bir, giih'gfled ©efen, bog bu auf bie S3itten ber 
,,(5teTbri4ien at^teil!— " 

^(^iCerd Wlnlltx toirb »cn guoerlaffigen 9Jerfonen aid eine 
anfpru^idlofe^ aber ocrflanbige unb gutmiit^ige t)audfrau be- 
fc^ricbcn. ®atten unb 5tinbcr liebtc (le jartlicj), unb bie 3nnigfeit 
ibred ©cfiibld mncbte jie if^rem ©o^ne fe^r »ert^>. 3^m Sefen 
^atte fie»cnig3cit «t>cr U^ wnb ©ellert toaren i\)x lieb, 
befonberd aid geifWic^je Xic^^ter. — 93on foldjen (Sltern tturbe 
3oHnn (J<^rt|lo|>b Sriebrit^^ ©(^jiller am 10. «Wo- 
oember 1759 ju ^axha^, einem toUrttembergifc^en (Bta\>t6)tn 
am ^tdax, geboren. ^ingelne ^ncit, beren man ftt^ and feinen 
frii^eflen 3a?iren erinnert, toaren S3e»eife oon SGBeit^^^eit bed 
t>txitni, 9?eIigioritat unb jhenger ®e»iifenbaftigfeit. X)en 
erflen Unterri(<)t er^ielt er oon bem ?)farrer t0?o f er in 8orcJ, 
einem toiirttembergift^jen ®rengborfe, too ®(^)itlerd (JItem oon 
1765 an brei 3<t^re lang |icb auf^^ielten. Ttx Oo^n biefed 
®eifHi(^)en, ein nat^^eriger 95tebiger, toar ©c^^iflerd erfler 3u- 
genbfreunb, unb bied enoecfte bei i^m toa^rfdjjeinlitjer SBeife 
bie nact^f^erige 9{eigung gum geiflltct^en ©tanbe* 



XII 

Prom 1769 ho was attached to another corps from 
Wiirtemberg, stationed in Hesse and Thuringia. We 
now find him taking advantage of every leisure mo- 
ment to remedy the neglect of his education, which had 
followed as the result of unfavorable circumstances. He 
devoted himself atisiduously to study, relying entirely 
upon his own exertions. *He was a diligent stu- 
^ ^ dent of mathematics and philosophy, and had a 
special fondness for rural pursuits. His efforts in laying 
oat a nursery in Ludwigsburg, where he was quartered 
after the termination of the war, with the advanced rank 
of captain, were rewarded with great success. This cir- 
cumstance induced the Duke of Wiirtemberg to intrust 
a larger ^tablishment of this kind to his care, which had 
been erected at Solitude, the Duke's pleasure-grounds. 
He filled this position to the entire satisfaction of a master, 
who well knew how to appreciate his services, had the 
unbounded respect of all who knew him, reached a good 
old age, and was granted the pleasure of seeing the laurel 
wreath rest upon the brow of his son. The following 
prayer relating to this son, in the father's own hand- 
writing, is still preserved : 

"Great Lord of the universe I I fervently prayed to 
Thee at the birth of my only son, that Thou wouldst 
grant to him, in strength of mind, what, from want of 
instruction, 1 was unable to supply, and Thou hast heard 
my prayer ! Thanks to Thee, Oh Lord, for hearkening 
to the prayer of a mortal !" — 

Schiller's mother is described, by competent persons, as 
having been an unpretending, but sensible and good-na- 
tured woman, possessing many household virtues. She 
loved her husband and children tenderly, and her kindness 
and tenderness of feeling peculiarly endeared her to her son. 
She had little time to devote to reading, but was an admirer 
of Utz and Gellert, especially as religious poets. Such were 
the parents ofjohami Chrisioph Friedrich Schiller , born on 
the 10th of November, 1759. in Marbach, a small town 

(29) 
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Tit (S((itIIcr*fc^e gamilic jog (m Sa^rt 1768 toicber nacj 
Cubtoig^burg. X ort fa^ ber ncunia^n'gt 5htabe jum crflcnmal 
etn Z^tattx, unb jtvar ein fo gld'ngcnbed, mte ti bte ^rat^t bed 
?)ofc« untcr bed $)erjogd ^axl dtt^itxunq erforterte. T)\t 
2Birfung»ar wac^Hg; ed eroffnete fic^j i^m eine neue l©elt, 
auf bte [id) a\it feine jugenbltc^en <Epte(e bejogen, unb $lanf 
ju irauerfpiclen bcWafrigtcn i^n f(<)on bamald, ober feine 
9{etgung gum geiflltc^en iBtanbe i^ermmberte ftc^ mc^L 

SBid gum 3atjr 1773 erfjicit er feinen Untcrnct>t in einet 
Bffcntltt^cn griigern (S4>ule gu i!ubtt>igdburg, unb auf biefe ^tit 
erinnert M ftn bnmaligcr ^it](ifVi[tx feincr 9J?untcrfcit, feinet 
oft mut^)wi(Iigfn Saune unb ^td\)t\t, ahtx and) feincr ebeln 
Xenfart unb feined glcigcd. Tit gutcn 3f"gni|K Kinw Set^rer 
mac^ten ben regiercnben ^crgog auf i\)n aufmerffam, ber ba- 
mald etne neue Crrgtel)ungdan|lalt mit grogcm (Etfer erric^tete, 
unb untcr ben ©ii^nen feincr Ofjiciere 3DgHnge bafiir au^fu(Jte. 

!Dic 3lufnal)mc in biefed Sni^itut, bie militarifc^c 3)ilangfc(>ule 
auf bcm Suflf^Ioife (Solitube unb nac^l^erige jlarl^fc^ule gu 
(Stuttgart, toar cine ®nabe bed JUrflen, bercn Slblc^nung fiir 
(Sc^itlerd $ater aUerbingd bcbcnflit^ fein mugtc. ©IctcbmodI 
eroffnete tiefcr bcm |>ergogc freimiit^ig bie Slbfidjt, fitucn (So^n 
einem <Stanbe gu totbmen, gu toclt^icm er bci ber neuen 33il- 
bungdanjlalt nid^t »orbereitet werben fonnte. Ttx $>crgog tt>ar 
ni^t belcibigt, aber »erlangte bie ®al)l eincd anbern ©tu* 
biumd. Die 23erlegenbcit tt>ar grog in (S^itlerd gamtlic; ibm 
felbfl foflete ed mel Uebcrwinbung, feine 9ictgung ben 25crt)dlt- 
niifen feincd 93aterd aufguopfern, aber enblicft cntfc^icb er fic^ 
fiir bad jurijlifc^jc gac^j unb »urbe im ^a^xt 1773 in bad neue 
3nflitut aufgcnommen. ^o^ im folgenbcn ^ahxt, aid jebet 
36gling feine eigene dbarafter'^Sc^ilberung auffc^en mugte, 
n>agte (Sc^iUer bad ®cflanbnig : 

,,bag er [i^ totit gliicflicber fcja^en toiirbc, toenn er bem 
,,SaterIanbe aid ®ottedgeletirtcr bicnen fonnte." 
5luc^^ ergriff er im 3a^>r 1775 eine ®elegenl^eit, toenigflend bad 
juriilifcj^c ©tubium, bad fiir ibn nic^^td 3lngicbenbed batte, auf- 
jugeben. (Sd »ar bci bem 3nftitute eine neue ^ebranjlalt fiir 
fiinf tige 2lcrgte errict>tct »orbcn ; ber $)crgog licg jctcm 3^g- 
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of Wnrtembcrg, situated on the banks of the Neckar. 
Certain features of Schiller's character, remembered from 
bis earliest childhood, give evidence of tenderness of 
heart, deep pious feeling, and conscientiousness. He re- 
ceived his first instructions from Pastor Moscr, in Lorch, 
a village on the borders of Wiirtemberg, where his 
parents resided for three years from 1765. The son of 
this divine, himself afterwards a preacher, was the first 
friend of Schiller's youth, and it is supposed that it was 
he who suggested to him the idea of consecrating himself 
to the clerical profession. 

*In 1768 Schiller's family returned to Lud- j.^ . 
wigsburg. It was here, in his ninth year, that ^ 
he saw a theatre for the first time, and the spectacle was 
M gorgeous as the luxury and grandeur of the Court, 
under Duke Karl, could make it. It made a powerful 
impression upon him ; thenceforward a new world was 
opened to him, it gave tone to all his youthful plays. 
Already he began to meditate the scheme of some elabo- 
rate tragedy, yet his inclinations for the ministry in no 
wi.se diminished. 

Until 1773 ho attended a higher public school at Lud- 
wigjiburg, and a schoolmate of his at the time, now recol- 
lects his gayety, mischievous freaks, and daring, but also 
his noble and generous way of thinking, as well as his in- 
du.^try. The recommendations of his teachers drew to 
him the attention of the reigning Duke, then busily en- 
gaged in founding a Free Seminary, and looking around 
among the sons of his military oflBcers for scholars, in- 
tending to give them a preferable claim to its benefits. 

To be received into this institution, the Military Semi- 
nary first Hi Sol itude y one of the Duke's country residences, 
afterwards transferred to Sluttgard, under the name of 
KarlS'Schulej was a royal favor, which must certainly 
have been a delicate matter for Schiller's father to refuse. 
He nevertheless frankly represented to bis prince, that 
he had determined, iu obedience to the wi&hos of his son, 

(3i; 
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Kn^e hit fBa% toon bte fcr Slnflalt ©cbraucj gu madden, unb 
©cttflcr benu^te bicft Slujforbcrung. 

Sluf bcr 5larl«f(^ult roar c«, too fctne frii^icilfn ®ebidjte nit- 
ftanbcn. din Strfutb, bad (Stgentbumlic^e btefer ^'roburte and 
bamali'gcn augern Urfac^cn »oU[^anbtg gu crflaren, toi'rt em 
toergf bitched Sfmii^en. $on brm, toad bie 9?tdihing eined fol^ 
ci^en ©ciflcd bcflimmtt, blicb natiirlitbcr SGBeife JCicled toer- 
bor^jen, unb nur folgenbe befannt gctoorbene Um|lanbe oerbtenett 
in bitfer S^iirfMt bcmcrft ju toerben. 

Df utft^ie T)i(Jtcr gu If fen, ^ah cd ouf btr 5tarldfdjule, fo toic 
auf bfn mcijlcn bamaligtn UntcrricbWanflaltcn tn Deutftblonb, 
tocnig ®clegcnljcit. ©(JiUtr blifb ba^fr noc^^ unbcfannt mit 
etnem grogen Sf^fil ber oattrlanbtfc^en Stteratur; aber be|lo 
ocrhrautcr tourbc tx mft ben SBerfen ciniqti StcbUngc. St lop' 
flocf, U^, ?tffing, ®oet<^t unb oon ©erjlcnbcrg tea- 
rtn bic grcunbc fcincr ^ugcnb. 

$luf bent brutfc^en ^arnag begann bantatd ein neued Seben. 
Die bcilcn ^opfe emporten |i(^) gegen ben DedpoKdmud ber 
!Wobe unb gegcn bad ©hreben nacj falter (Jlegang. 5trafttge 
DarfleUung ber ?etbenft^aft unb bed GTbarafterd, tiefe ©lirfe tti 
bad 3nnere ber <Bttlt, Slett^tbum ber yj^antafie unb ber (Spracje 
foUten adetn ben fBtxi\} bed Dtcbterd begriinben. Unab^angtg 
oon alien augern Umgebungen, foQte er aid ein SDefen aud 
einer bo^tm SDelt erft^etnen, unbefiimmert, 0b er friiber ober 
fpater hti feinen 3"*^9fn«>(f^n fi"« toiirbige 2lufna(ime finben 
toerbe. ^i6)t burc^ fremben (Stnflug, fonbern aHein burc^ ft(^ 
felbfl foUte bte beutft^je Dicbtfunfl [lA aud t^rent 3nnem ent- 
toicfeln. Seifpiele einer folc^^en Denfart ntu§ten einen 3itng- 
ling oon (Sc^illerd Slnlogen mac^tig ergreifen. Da^er befonberd 
fctne 93egeiilcrung fiir ®oet^^)ed ®6^ »on 93erli(bingen unb 
®er|lenbergdU0olino. (Bpd'tertourbeerouf ©t^afefpeare 
oufmerffant gentacjt, unb bted gefc^a^^ burt^) feinen bantaligen 
ge^rer, ben ie^igen yrolaten Sib el in (Scjontbal, ber iiber- 
^aupt |i(^) urn i^n nte^rere S5erbtenfte ertoarb. ?Wtt bent Di(J- 
ter ©cjubart toar ^^{{Itx in f einer toeitern 93erbinbung, aid 
ba§ er i^n einmal auf ber gfi^ung ^o^cnafperg, aud SHeilne(f- 
mung an feinem ^(^ttffale, befuc^te. 



XIV 

in favor of the church, a project with which this now one 
was inconsistent. The Dulce was not offended, but still 
demanded that he should devote himself to another pro- 
fession. Great was the embarrassment in Schiller's family ; 
ind it was only the fear of royal disfavor, that, with 
great reluctance, he at last sacrificed his own wishes to the 
interests of those dearest to him, who were, in a certain 
lense, dependent upon the Duke, whose word, in reality, 
wa- law. Ho entered the Academy in 1778, and turned, 
with H heavy heart, to the study of law. 

Schiller made no secret of his feelings ; in the following 
year, when according to the rules prescribed by the school, 
each pupil was obliged to write an analysis of his own 
character, he ventured to make the following acknowledg- 
ment in public: 

'• I would feel much happier if I could serve my God 
and my country as a preacher." 

In 1775 he took advantage of the opportunity that pre- 
sented itself, to relinquish the study of law, which had 
no attraction for him whatever. A new department, for 
the study of medicine, was added to the academi- 
*- ■' cal studies; each *pupil was allowed by the Duke 
to make use of this new institution, and Schiller imtne- 
diately accepted the only alternative which had yot pre- 
sented itself. 

His earliest poems were composed at the Karls- Schule. 
An attempt to explain fully the peculiarities of these pro- 
duction*!, by surrounding circumstances, would be a fruit- 
less task. Of the motives which determined the course 
of puch a mind, many remained hidden ; and only the 
following well-authenticated circumstances deserve to be 
n<»ticed in this connection. 

The opportunity oflcred in the Karls-Schule to read the 
German Poets was slight indeed, as was also the case in 
mo-t of the institutions of learning, of the period, through- 
out Germany. Schiller, therefore, remained for some time 
unacquainted with a great part of his country's literature ; 
3 (32) 
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(Era nv6t^ ^ftiit, 5? e f e ^, gf"'5rt ;ii 36tt!fi« frabfflni 
9?fnu(bni ?em 3^br 177^, unt ntc^r lange na6bfr enttanb 
tctn rm^ Xraumrtff: dcemn^ 9 en ^ eb t ci ^, tm 3lofr 
obnltci mit SrifrtDt^en^ o-i'^u^ vcn XATtnt. (iin^ebie 
3trllni birfr? 3ra(f« nab fratrr in bit 9idnbcr anfgnteniflint 
»CTtat; abfr aupcTbcm batndi »en e<btarr« yrebnctcn and 
ban 3«rrauinf «cr ITS) niAt^ rrbaltnu aU "sniqt ®tti6ttt, 
bit fi(^ tm fcbtrabticbni !D?ja:i;tn intcn. S^tQfr befc^fngte 
M bantat^ an^ narnrm ^ntn'rbe nifbt blef mtt 8fiung bcr 
Xicfcttr; ouA ?>'.ntanb^ ^iisjratbifn, ^bfrt nnb <9ancn« 
2<bzifttn twrni fur ibn bffenbn* an^irbtnb, nnb c« 9frbtenl 
bf mrrft ^n ttntni, bi§ ct ^cnujiiiA m ^ n t ^ r r ^ 9tbelubcr« 
ff^ung Ht btnrfd^e 3t?ra(bt ^bimc. 

97rbinn trirb rr mit (£ntft, nnb, nm fbr $t»n Sabre nn^ 
fcb!if§fnb ju teibmfn, tntiagte cr trabrtnb bicfrr 3«* «tt"* 
rcftiicbfn 9rbfirrn. (^ ((brirb bamal^ ttnr 9bbanblnng nnttr 
bnn litfl: JbiUfopble btr ))b9fte to 9 it. ^irfr 
36nft tcurbe nad^brr latrtnifci ^en tbm au^farbtttrt nnb frt« 
ntn ^OTtifff^tnt tnt ^{anufcnett verarlrat rrfcbten abcr ntc^l 
tm rmdr. ^Mb httnH^ttm (Snrfud Krtbrtbtiitr rr tm Sa^r 
1780 fine antrrc yrobcfcbrift: Ucbrr ben 3vtAinin^B« 
bang ber tbtertfc^en 9atur bed 9{cnf(brn mit 
frtnrr grtf^tgen. Xrr (hfeig baven ivar tine balbtgr 
9(nirf(lung aU 9{fg{mfnt^'9{cbtcttd bet bem Strgimfnte 9ttg6, 
nnb iftne 3t<^rai>Hm bebau)?tfn, bag rr {icb aU i>rafnf(brT 9qt 
burcb Q^titi nnb Mbnbctt, aber ntc^t m glrtc^rm ®rabe bitrd^ 
^lucf au^qctcbnct l^abe. 

9?a(b Slblauf ber ^tit, in ber t*bn ctn ^engc« ®elubbe »on 
ber yenlf en tf emte, ftbrte rr mit rmfufrter ?iebe jn t*br jnrncf. 
T)it fftauhtx nnb mebrere rtnjf Ine ©ebic^te, bte er fnq 
nacbber, nrbfl ben ^obncten rtntgrr greunbe, nnter btm ^ttel 
einer Sntbologie brraudgab, entilanben in ben ^abrrn 1780 
nnb 1781, mldft gn ben entfcbeibenbfkn feined Sebend geborten. 

gur bte Slauber fanb SAifler Frinen 5?rTlfaer, nnb muf te 
ben rmcf ouf etaene Ste^n teranftalttn. ^Tcfb erfreulicber 
toar i^m ber erfh Seiceid einer flnerfcnnung tm Su^Ianbe, aU 
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bat became, for this very reason, the more familiar with 
the works of certain favorites. 

Klopatockf Utz, Leasing^ Ooeihe^ and von Qerstenberg^ 
were the friends of his youth. 

A new life now began upon the German Parnassus. 
The greatest mind& revolted against the fashion of the 
times, and against striving after cold elegance — the Gal- 
lomania which had taken so strong a hold upon the Ger- 
mans. Forcible representations of the passions and of 
character, deep glances into the inmost recesses of the 
loul, richness of phantasy and of language should alone 
found the poet's worth. Independent of all that surrounds 
him, he should appear as a being from a higher sphere, 
unconcerned if ho find, sooner or later, a worthy recop- 
tion at the hands of his contemporaries. Not through 
foreign influence, but alone through itself, should German 
PoPtry develop itself from within iti^clf. The examples 
of fciuch a way of thinking, must have exerted a power- 
ful eff<x.'t upon a youth of Schiller's distinguished talents. 
This accounts for his especial enthusiasm for Goethe's Goiz 
von Berlichingen and von Gorsten berg's Ugolino. Lator, his 
aiiention was directed to Shakspearc by his teacher, the 
pre.-ont prelutu Abel, in Schoenthal, who seems to have 
taken a deep interest in his welfare. The only connection 
Schiller hud with Schubert, the poet, was, that, out of 
pynipathy for his great misfortunes, ho once paid him a 
visit in the Fortress Hohenasperg, where Schubert was 
confined. 

♦An epic poem, Moses^ was one of Sehiller's 
earliest efforts in 1773, and shortly after he pro- '■ 
duced his first tragedy, Cosmo von Medicis, the subject of 
which is similar to the Julius von Tarent^ of Leisewitz. 
Some fragments of this piece he afterwards inserted in his 
Robbers; but besides these (if we except a few pnems to bo 
found in the Suabuin Magazine), none ol Schiller's produc- 
tions, of the period before 1780, have survived. At this 
time, Schiller, stimulated by his own inclinations, applied 
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iffn Won Im %\hr 1781 bnr .t^of-^ainmerratb nnb 53tt4banblfT 
© ct> » a n in ?)?annbf :m ^u finer Untarbcitiing tie ft^ fBtrH 
fiir bit bortige S?ubnf flufrcrbtrtf. (Sintn abnli(bcn ^Introg, 
bCT ^uf^lei'd) auf fiinftige bramatifcbe ^ebuctc t^cxid^ttt wix, 
erbielt cr furj barauf 9 on bem rircctor bf« 2??annbftmrr ^a* 
tcrt fdbjl, bcm Jrrfibfrni ton Dalberg. ©n« ^(bittft 
^iernuf eraicrrtr, til no(b oorbanben, unb f^ trgibt |i(^ barau^, 
iDie jlrtng rr ficfa fclbjl bcurtbeiltf, unb »(e leiibt tx in febe Hb- 
onbfrung toiflti^tf, *>cn bfrcii 9?ctbrofnb^feit man tbn ubtrgfugte, 
obfr toif mnioi autb bicff SBiUfabri^jfeit in (^cblaifbeit au«- 
ortctf, iinb tcir nacbbrurflicb fr in ©cfentliAfn ^unften, felbft 
gegrn einen ^ann, ben rr (^oc^f(ba^te, bie d^ec^te fetned ®erf0 
orrtbrtbiptc. 

!Cic f(briftli(bcn 2>fr{)anblungfn cnbifjttn (i(b |u beibfrfcittger 
3ufriebcrtbfit, unb bit Slauber tourbcn im 3flnuai^ 1782 in 
!Wanubfim aufcjcfiibrt. 8ci bicfcr unb bcr jwrttcn 3lup^- 
rung im '^ai cbcn biffed 3abrfd »ar (gcbiCer gegentoartig, 
aber bte dit\\t na(b ^ann^^eim (atte beimlic^ gefcbeben mufffn, 
unb bltfb nt(^t t>frborgen. (Sin oterif^ntagiger Slnt^ toat bte 
(Straff. 

3u f bfn bif fer ^tit t»urbe (St^^iflem burets einen anbern Urn- 
flanb ffin 3luffntbalt in Stuttgart noc^j mfbr ©erbittert. (Jtne 
<5teflf in ben ^laubern, tooburcb jicj bie ®raubunbtner belfibtgt 
fanbfn, »franla§te eine ©efcbwcrbe, unb bet -^ergog terbot 
^cbiQern, auper bem mebinnifcben gacbf trgenb ehoad bntcfen 
gu laifen. Xifd tear fiir i^^n eine beflo briirfenbere 5?ef(bran- 
^tng, it giinfttgere tJludjicbten ficb t'bm burcb ben gliicflic^en Ccr« 
folg ffineiJ fr:icn XrauerfpicW ereffnften. %n^ bntte er [id^ mil 
bem yroffiTor Slbel unb bem 5?ibltotbffar Jeterfen in 
(Stuttgart tereinigt, um fine Sf^^'^'^^ft ""*" ^^™ Jitel: 
©iirttembf rgif(^f« JRfpfrtorium ber Jiteratur 
bfrau^gugebcn, |u berf n f rflf n (Stucffn fr f intge fluffa^e, aW : 
iiber bad gegentoartige beutfc^e ^^eater; ber 
®pa}{ergang unter ben Sinben; eine gro§mut(ige 
^anblung au« brr neueflen d^cftbic^te, unb terfcbte- 
bene S^fccnftonm, !>cr;u9licb eine fcbr fhenge unb audfiibrlic^ 
iiber bie ^{auber, liefcrtc. 3itbe)7en gab ed no^^ einen tludtofg, 
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himself not alone to reading the pools, but to Plutarch's 
Biographies. Herder's and Garve's writings seemed also 
to have had an especial attraction for him. It is deserv- 
ing of notice, that he studied the German language prin- 
cipally from Luther's translation of the Bible. 

He devoted himself to his medical studies with rigid 
fidelity, and abstained, for the space of two years, from 
all poetical labor, that he might give his entire attention 
to medicine. He wrote a dissertation, entitled The Phi- 
losophy of Physiology. This pamphlet afterwards appeared 
in Latin, and was submitted by him to his superiors in 
manuscript, but never published. In 1780, after the ex- 
piration of the term, he fdcfended another essay, entitled, 
The Connection between the Animal and the Spiritual Na- 
ture of Man. His success was such, that he was shortly 
after appointed surgeon to the regiment Aug4, and his 
contemporaries assert -that, as a practical ph^'sician, ho 
was distinguished for his spirit and boldness, but was not 
in the same degree successful. 

After the expiration of the allotted time, during which 
ft strict vow had separated him from his idol, poetry, ho 
now returned to it, with a love that had much increased 
in intensity. The Robbers^ with many lyrics and minor 
poems, which he published a short time after, together 
with the contributions of several friends, in a miscellany 
entitled The Antfiology^ were all composed during 1780 and 
1781, the most eventful years of his life. 

Schiller was unable to find a publisher for his Robbers^ 
and was, therefore, obliged to bring it out at his own 
co&t. The more satisfactory to him, therefore, was the 
first proof of genuine recognition received from abroad, 
when ^already, in 1781, the Hof-Kammerrath 
»■ -• (Counsellor of the Exchequer), and book pub- 

lisher, Schwiin, in Mannheim, authorized him to remodel 
the work for the stage. A similar proposition, also hav- 
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urn {cnc* 5?crbot riicfpangi'g ju ma0)tn, tt)oju oBcr ©(fillet ft4 
ntc^t entfcbltr§en fonnte. 

3n fpatern 3abrcn er^d'Wte ft felbft, to(e tin (^fowb»firbiijer 
!Wann besrui^t, ba§ c« nttbt fe inc 5^tfcl)nfttf;wn<? mtt yof |tf tiber- 
^aupt, fonfcern feiitf bcfonbcrc 9lrt ju bic^ten toar, »ad bamaW 
bie Ungufrifbcnbeit bed ©erjec^^ errff^tf. 91I« em »if IfdHg ge- 
bilbctcr Siirjl acbtftc bcr ^^crjog jcbe ©attwng tton 5hin|l tinb 
^a'ttf flfrn gcfcbcn, bag fludi> cin toorjiiglic^er T'icttcr awi ber 
5tart«fcbulc ^tworaeganj^fn todxt. ^ber in >2cbiC[cr« 9^obuc- 
ten fanb er baufiflc IBcrjlegc pegtn ben bclTfrn ®fWmarf. 
®lfict»obl <iab cr tbn nic^t anf, Iic§ ibn toiclme^r gu ficj font- 
men, toarnte t^n auf cine toatfrlicbe 5lrt, toobti ©(filler nicjt 
unflcriibrt blciben Icmtt, unb vrrlangte bto§, bag er i^m aUt 
feine poettfcbcn ^rcbuctc jeigcn foQtc. 'Cic^ einjwgeben, tear 
^cbiUern unnti>i)Ii(b, unb frine lIBeic^erung tourbe naHtrlic^er 
® dfe nic^t tt)obI aufiicnommen. iS« ftbeint ifbo(S, bag bci brm 
{)fr50(;e auc| natbbcr noc{i fin gctoiffc^ 3ntere(fc fiir ©ctitttnt 
iibrig blicb. 2Bcnigflen0 ttjurbcn fcine ihcncicn ?D^a§rcgeln 
gcgtn i^n gcbrauc^t, aid fr f^jatcr (i^i tfimlicib t)on (Stuttgart 
entferntf, unb bicfcr (gcjritt ^atte fiir fcinen SSater feint nacj- 
tf^ciligcn golgtn. flu(b burftc OctiHer nacj^jer im 3a^rf 1793, 
al0 ber ©erjog no(f> Icbte, cine S'^ciff in fcin SSaterlanb unb gu 
fcinen (SItern tt>agen, o^ne bag bicfe 3ufantntenfunft auf trgcnb 
tint 9lrt flcflort tourbc. 

jDie flupfjrung bcr Glauber In SWann^cim, t»o bie <S(Jiau- 
fpiflfunit bamald auf eincr bobcn (Stufc ftanb, unb bcfonber* 
3fflanb« rarftcttunij bed grang «D?oor, batte auf^cbiOem 
bcgcijicrnb gc»irft. (Seine borttge 2lufnat)me tocrfpra^i i^)m 
tin fc^oned poctifcbed Scben, beffcn fRti^ er nidj^t toiberjicben 
fonnte. ^ber gIfid»»o^^l toiinfcbtc er (Stuttgart nur mit (&r- 
laubnig bed ^erjogd gu uerlaffcn. ^iefc (Jrlaubnig boffte er 
burcb ben Srcibcrm von Xialberg audjutoirfcn, unb feine 
©riefe an ibn cntbalten metjrmaligc bringcnbc G3f fuc^c urn tint 
folAc SScnofubung. Slbcr ed moc^ten (Sdj»ierigfeiten eintre- 
ten, feine ^itte gu erfiidcn; feine Ungcbulb touc^d, er entfAfog 
(icb nur 5(ud)t unb toablte bagu ben 3f itpunft im Dftober 1782, 
ba in (Stuttgart ailed mit ben gcierlicj>fcitcn befc^aftigt war, bie 

(£(btaer« fdmmtl. SBcrfe. I. II 
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ing relation to future dramatic productions, he received 
shortly after from Freiherr von Dal berg, the superin- 
tendent of the theatre at Mannheim. Schiller's answer 
is still preserved, and from it we glean how sharply he 
judged himself; how readily he acquiesced in any al- 
teration, when convinced of its necessity; how little this 
willing spirit to oblige degenerated into laxity; and how 
forcibly and persistently he defended the rights of his 
works, in what he considered their essential parts, even 
against a man whom he esteemed so highly. 

The written negotiations were concluded to their mutual 
satisfaction, and, on the 13Lh of January, 1782, The Rob- 
hers appeared on the stage at Mannheim. Schiller was 
present at this representation, and also at the second one 
jjivon in the following May, but the journey to Mannheim 
had to be made by Btculth, and was soon detected. He 
was placed for fourteen days under arrest as a punishment. 

Just at this time, another circumstance helped to make 
Schiller's sojourn in Stuttgard almost insufferable. Some 
expressions in The Robbers^ at which the Orisons felt 
highly offended, caused a complaint to be entered against 
him, whereupon the Duke forbade him to publi}«h any- 
thing not relating to the medical profession. This re- 
striction was indeed a sad blow to Schiller, the more severe. 
?ince the happy results of his first tragedy had so bright- 
en<d his future prospects. He had united himself with 
Prof. Abel and the Librarian Peterson, in Stuttgard, with 
a view of publishing a periodical entitled The Reperiot-y 
vf Liter nture for Wurtemberg. Among the first contribu- 
tions, he furnished several articles like: On the Present 
German Theatre; The Walk under the Liiidcns ; A Gencr- 
ous Act taken from Recent Events^ besides many reviews, 
especially a very severe and detailed criticism on the 
Robbers. 

There was yet one way open to Schiller, *whereby he 
might evade the edict issued against him, but he 
could not decide to take it. '• -' 

(35) 
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burd) Mf 5lnfunft M bamaltgcn ®ro§furflfn9Jaitl ceranlaft 
tourbcn. 

Unter fremtcm 9?amtn (jtng fr nacj S^nnfcn, unb Ifbte bort 
bfiua^c tin 3abr tn bcr 9?al?e »on iD^finmgen ju 93aucrba(f>, 
ftncm ®\itt bcr Jrau ®c^cimtn-9?atbin »on ®o(jogen, 
bfren ttJo^ItooUcnbc Slufnabme er fciner 93crbinbung mtt i^ren 
(Sb't^nen, bie mit i^m tn Stuttgart ftuticrt fatten, tterbanftc. 
@orgIo« unb ungejlort njibmete ft (ic^ Mfr gnn| feiuen pocti- 
f(^cn Slrbcitcn. Die gr'icbtc fciner J^atigfeit toaren: bie 
S5erf(5»orung bf« gicdco, cin fc^on tn (Stuttgart toab- 
rcnb Ui Slm|i« angcfangrnf^ ©erf, SabaU unb Siebe 
unb bie crften 3bcfn jum X)on Carlos, 3ni ©cpttmbcr 
1783 tterlieg er cnbli(f> biefen 5lufcntbalt, urn fi^i nad^ «Wann- 
^etm )u begrben, too cr mit bem borttgen Z\)tattx in genauere 
SScrbinbung trat. 

(Jd toar tn (Sc^iKcr^ (Jbaraftcr, M fcbcm (Jintrittc In neue 
S5f r^jd'ttniffc ficj foglcic^ mit 35Iancn ciner oif lumfa(fcnbcn ©irN 
famfeit ^u bcfd^afttgcn. ?Wit toe Icbem (5rn(lc cr bie bramattfc^e 
5tun|l bctrtcb, crgibt flc^ au« fciner 3?orrebe jur erflcn SluiSgabc 
bcr SRaubcr, au« bcm 3luffn0c iibcr bad gegento.utige bcutft^e 
I^^eater in bem njiirttcmb. Stcpcrtorium unb au« ciner im erflen 
C>cfte bcr Italia cingcriicften 95orlfjung iibcr bie ^xaQti ©a« 
fann eine gute flel^cnbe ©d^aubii^ne toirfen? 3n 
^ann\)tim ^ojftc er oicl fiir bad tjb'bcrc 3ntcrcf[c bcr 5hin|t 
(Sr roar ^itglicb bcr bamaligcn (burpfaljifd^cn bcutftjen ®e* 
fellfc^aft gcioorbcn, fab jic^ oon !Wanncrn umgeben, oon bcnen 
er eine frd'ftige !Wittoirfung ertoartf te, unb enttoarf einen yian, 
bcm 3:t^eater in SWann^eim bur^i eine bramaturgifc{ie ®cfcU- 
f^iaft eine grbpcre SSoQfommcn^cit )u gcbcn. X^icfcr ©cbanfe 
fara ni4it jur Sludfiit^rung ; aber ©cbiUer ocrfuc^jtc »cnig|lcn« 
aClein fiir biefen 3^td ettoad gu leijlcn, unb bcflimmte baju 
einen Xbeil bcr periobif(<>cn (B6fxi% bie er im 3fl^re 1784 
unter bem litel: Sf^^^cinifc^e Alalia, untcrna^m. 3n 
bet 3lnfiinbigung biefer 3«itft<>rift toirft cr (i^i mit jugcnblitjcm 
Sertrauen bem 9)ub(ifum in bie ^rme. ^mt fQoxtt ftnb 
folgenbe: 

„%\it meine S3erbinbungen ftnb nunmef^r aufgcliifl. iDatf 
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He related in later years, and we have this upon the 
authority of a trustworthy and reliable person, that it 
was not so much his occupation with poetry, as the pecu- 
liar nature of his compositions, which caused the Duke's 
dissatisfaction. Being a prince of versatile attainments, 
he well understood how to appreciate Art in all its differ- 
ent branches, and it would, no doubt, have been a source 
of pleasure to him to have seen the Karh-Schule produce 
a really great poet. But the want of sufficient refinement, 
in taste, was a fault in Schiller's productions that the Duke 
could not forgi ve. He did not give up all hopes, however ; 
but invited Schiller to visit him frequently; warned him 
in a fatherly manner, whereby Schiller could not remain 
unmoved, and it was only demanded of him that he should 
submit all his poetical productions to the Duke's censorship. 
It was utterly impossible for Schiller to accede to this, and 
his refusal was naturally received with ill favor. Notwith- 
standing all this, it appears that the Duke, in later years, 
still retained a certain interest in Schiller's welfare. For 
when, at a subsequent date, he secretly left Stuttgard, no 
stringent measures were brought to bear against him, nor 
was the step productive of any consequences prejudicial to 
his father's interests. Schiller was also unmolested when, 
in 1793, during the Duke's lifetime, he made a journey to 
his native state, in order to see his beloved parents. 

The representation of The Robbers at Mannheim, where 
the dramatic art stood very high at the time, and espe- 
cially Iffland's impersonation of Franz Moor, filled Schil- 
ler with unbounded enthusiasm and ambition. The re- 
ception awarded him in Mannheim, gave promise of a 
happy poetical life, the attractions of which were too groat 
for him to resist. But he wished, nevertheless, only to 
quit Stuttgard with the Duke's consent, and he hoped to 
obtain it through the intervention of Freiherr von Dal- 
berg. In his letters to the latter gentleman, he repeatedly 
and pressingly requested such an intercession in his be- 
half. But no doubt insurmountable difficulties were pre- 
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,,9ubIiFunt ifl mtr ir$t aUt^, mctn ^tubtum, mdn ®ott« 
tf'otrain, mein ^rrtrauter. 3^ni aQrm gcbore ic^ je^t an. 
,,$or btefem unb Fetnrm anbem S^nbunal toerbe td^ mt4 
„^tVitn. X)tefed nur fitrt^t' tc^ unb )>erf^r' t(b. (Sttoad 
/,®ro§e0 toanbelt mtc^ an bet ber Sorf^eQun^, fttne anbere 
„SfffcI ju tragcn, al« ben 5lu^fpru(^ ber ©elt — an fetnen 
^.anbern ^^ron mrbr gu appclltren, aid an bie menfcftltcbe 
„(SefIc. - Den Sc^nftfteUcr iibfrbiipfe bie 9?acb»flt, ber 
,,ni(^t me^r n>ar, aid feine SBerfe - unb gerne geftebe i^, 
,Mi bet ^eraudgabe btefer Ibalta meine t>er;iuglicbe Sib* 
,,fld)t war, i»ifcbcn brm ^ublifum unb mtr ein 33anb ber 
,,8reunbf4aft jw fniipfen." 

Unter bie bramatifcben 'Btofjt, mtt benen flc^ <S(ibtCIer toa^« 
renb feined Slufent^alted in granfen unb 3)?annbeim ab»e(f>- 
felnb befc^aftigte, gebbrte bie ©efd^ic^te ilonrabind »on 
(Scbwaben unb ein gn>etter Xbeil ber ^Rauber, ber eine ^luflijfung 
ber DilTonanjen biefcd Irauerfpield entbalten foUte. Slud^ ent- 
(lanb bamald bti t'bm bie 3bee, <Sb<iFfpcared Wacbet^> 
unb limon fiir bie beut^e Siibne ju bearbeiten. tlbipr X) o n 
(S a r 1 d tt>ar ed enblit^, »ofiir er (ict> befHmmte, unb eintge 
Scenen ba»on erfcbicnen im erflen $eft ber Jbalia. 

Tie 35orIefun(j biefer ^Scenen an bent lanbgraflic^ teffen- 
barmjldbtifcbcn .^ofe gab (Delegenbeit, ba§ (Scbiller bent babci 
gegenwartigen regierenben ^crjoge »on (Sa^jfen-'JBeimar be- 
faniit unb von ibm jum SRatb ernannt tourbe. 'Diefe Sludjeic^- 
nung »on einem /liirjlen, ber mit ben ?Wuien »ertraut unb nur 
an bad iSortrejflic^e get»i)^)n^ »ar, mu§te Sc^iUern |ur gro§en 
^ufmuntcrung gereid^en, unb t^atte fpd'ter^in fiir i^n bie toid)' 
Hgfien golgen. 

3m ^iiri bed 3abred 1785 fam er nacb 2eipjig. ?>ier ft- 
toarteten ibn greunbe, bie er burc^ feine friiberen 9>robucte ge- 
wonnen batte, unb bie er in einer gliicflicben <Stimmung fanb. 
Unter biefen Srcunben t»ar aucb ber ju friit^ »er|lorbene $ u b e r. 
^ dj t U e r felbfJ tourbe aufgebeitert, unb verlebte einige ^O' 
nate bed ©ommerd ^u fiJoblid, einem X^orfe bei ?eipi\ig, in 
einem froblicben 3^^^^ ^« ^^^ ^^^^ ^" ^<^ greube tourbe 
bamald gebic^tet. 
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Mfited which prevented his request from heing granted, 
flis impRtience grew day by day, until at last ho formed 
the reaolation to escape, and selected the time, in October, 
1782, when every one in Stuttgard was busily engaged in 
the festivities incident upon the arrival of the Grand Duk« 
Paul, of Bussia. 

*He went to Franconia under an assumed 
name, and lived nearly a year at Bauerbach, '- ^ 

kbout two miles from Meiningen, upon the estate of 
Hadam von Wolzogen, whose kind reception was due to 
his intimacy with her sons, who had studied with him at 
Stattgard. Free from care, and undisturbed, he now up- 
plied himself exclusively and diligently to his poetical la- 
bors. The fruits of his perseverance were : The Conspiracy 
ofFiesco, a work he had begun during his arrest at Stutt- 
gard ; Cab€U and Love^ and tho first ideas of Don Carlos. 
At length, in 1783, he quitted his asylum, and went to 
Mannheim, where he had received the appointment of 
poet to the theatre. 

It was characteristic of Schiller whenever he entered 
upon a new field of labor, immediately to work out 
plans for a comprehensive efficiency. With what ear- 
nestness ho devoted himself to the dramatic art, wo see 
in his preface to tho first edition of Tfie Robbers; also in 
un article On the Present Oemian Theatre, published, in 
the Repertory of Wuriemberg; and in a lecture, inserted 
in the first volume of the Thalia, entitled : What can a 
good permanent Theatre accomplish? In Mannheim ho 
anticipated much for the higher interests of Art. Ue 
was made a member of the German Society j established for 
literary objects at Mannheim ; saw himself 8urruund«*d b\- 
men from whom ho expected to meet with a hearty co- 
operation ; and projected a plan to improve still further 
Ibo theatre ^t Mannheim, by means of a society devoted 
to dramuturgy. This project never came to any issue; 
but Schiller, notwithitunding, endeavored to do something 
for the object in view unaided, and devoted a portion of 
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9th Hm &^ Vc« Btmmn^ 1785 Woon eifttllerf 
HnfrntKilt hi Trtittn mnt tavcnt K« lum 3mitii# 1787. 
Ten C[arie« »itTtf birr iii6i Me$ dirnit^t, fnitcni nttrlt an^ 
ctnr gan) nnie ©cftalt ecbtllrr kmtftt eft rtsietaf Scrneii 
ra bcr Xbalta brfoimi grma^t tn bahra* rbr hi# ®aB)f v^nrn- 
bft »ar. dt felbt battr toabrmt Hcfrr 9rMt ktraAHtc^ 
§9it|(^nttt gf ina(bt, feint ^titciuooai toaTrn ilmdtfr ^tvortcn, 
nub bcr anfandilt(be ^an Mrirti^ tbn rbm it tocnut, aU bit 
IKantrr bcr Hn^fnbning tn ben rrtrn ^cbnicftrn ^ctncn. 

rcrdntvnrf )nnnrm 3dKtnt>iri: brr 9)?enfcbenff tnb, 
nnb rinige ba^en 9orKinbnie 3crnrn %irbcrni ancb in btcK fV* 
rictt. $en fldnrrn (^ttcbttn md»ifnni bamaU nnr ttcntgr. 
^(biflcr wax tbtili ^n febr mtt brr ^rtfr^nng frinrr 3nticbTift 
bffcbafrigt tbdl? »ar in ibm bn S^nt'ib rrgt gcverbtn, burcb 
irgrnb rtne Ibarigfcit anttrbalb U^ Qkbtrtr^ brr Ttcbrhtnt t^ 
tint nnabbangi^e (hi|bn) )n grnnben. (it ((bvanftt rintgc 
3ttt |»tf(btn IKebi^tn nnb ®ffcbt<btr, nnb irabltr rnbltc^ bit 
lt$tt. Tit bi^nf(btn f^erarbeitni §uni Ten (^arlp^ ^titn 
tbn auf etnrn retAbalHgrn ^tcjf anfmnrffam «|tnia6t bm fl b« 
fall ber f^ieberlanbe nnter ybtlibb bem ^wti' 
ten. 3"^ ^fbanblung btrfc« 3toJN fing cr KibfT an, 9{a- 
trrialirn )n fammeln. 9u(b bfi6Ic§ rr bamal^, (9ff(btcbtni 
brr mrrfiDurbigfhn 9{rvoIntionrn unb ^rrfcbitontngrn brran^ 
ingebcn, »c9on abrr nur rtn X^eil ti)dfitn, bn wn ^<(tSrr 
frfbf^ ttmai mtt rntbalt 

(lagltof^ro fpirltr bantal^ nnr fReUt in SJranfmcb, bte 
*ifl 9uffe^fn frregtf ; untrr bem, xoa^ ven btrfem fcnberbarfn 
Vlann tr^alfU tonrbe, fanb edx'Srr 9)?an(br^ brantbbar fur 
einen Etonian, unb r^ tnt^anb bte 3bee )um (9etf^erfe(er. 
dd lag bunbaud fetne toa^re (^efcbicbte babet ^nm ®rnnbe, 
fenbern ^Bd^idti, ber nie etner gebetmen ^feQfcbaft ange^orte, 
toellte bIo§ in btefer ^ttung fetne 5tTafte i>eTfn(^en. X^ad 
fSktf tourbe t(m t»erletbet nnb blteb unbeenbtgt, a\^ and ben 
Snfragen, bie er oen ntebrem Seiten erbielt, ^ervcrjudieben 
fd^ten, ba§ er b(e§ bte 9?eucttrrbe bed ^bltfumd auf bte Se« 
gebenbett deretjt l^atte. ^etn ^wtd max tint ^c^ere ^trfung 
geioefen. 



XX 

the Rheniah Thalia to it, a periodical undertaken by him 
in 1784. In bis announcement of tbe Thalia, be tbrows 
bitiiself, with youthful confldence, into tbe arms of the 
public. These are his words: 

'* Ail my former connections are dissolved. The ♦public 
has become my all, my study, my sovereign, and 
•• -' my confidant. To the public alone henceforth I 
belong. Before this tribunal, and this tribunal only, I 
take my stand. Something of greatness hovers over me, 
as I resolve to know no restraint but tbe sentence of the 
world— appeal to no throne but the soul of man I The 
writer who is no more than his works, will be left by 
posterity in the dark distance of obscurity — and I gladly 
confess, that my main object in publishing the TAa/ta, is, 
to draw closely, betw«en the public and myself, the ties 
of friendship." 

Among tho dramatic subjects which engaged Schiller's 
attention, during his sojourn at Franconia and Mannheim, 
were his Conradin von Schwaben, and a second part of The 
Jiobbersy which he intended should remedy whatever ap- 
peared discordant in that tragedy. About this time, he 
also formed tho project of translating and arranging 
Shakspeare's Macbeth^ and Timon of Athens^ for tho Ger- 
man stage. But it was Don Carlos to which he eventu- 
ally gave his undivided attention, and several scenes from 
it appeared in the first number of the Tfialia. 

The perusal of these scenes of Don Carlos, at the Court 
of Hesse-Darmstadt, while the reigning Duke of Sachsen- 
Weimar happened to be present, was the opportunity of 
introducing the author to the notice of that enlightened 
prince, who expressed his satisfaction and respect, by con- 
ferring upon him the title of Counsellor. This distinction, 
from a prince so intimate with tho Muses, and who wus 
only accustomed to what was really excellent in Art, must 
certainly have encouraged Schiller to renewed efforts, as 
it also was, at a later date, productive of the most ioppor- 

tant results. 
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Z ri ?'.''": 1*^" *jr:*f *:r zzi 5}rr:rr. '^rf tbf Str 
:rr: ■ -:: ":: rr. ::-fr ::t: £?:r lir r =rr Ccrrer ??=Ttf 
?2 -.T rr:: ^:: r:-r= ;::*:r::Tr::rr. f'lr^er r^r *nr 
■^1 ziii-zx zzi-jZ'Czz. zbiz ^.t zirrf.z^ ^Trzinz^ sit tcr 
:i3t f^it. zzi ;r!rrrf ;=. rirfX ir\^ is fiic— ^^^cml <^are 

^ «T* ^:Mrrf az'zzz.itinL ci »ir:c* tac^:^ as nsm 
?mT: : 

[ ,.Sfr =^:r= ''*:rf 3t=rrcs i«lc=. SfrUat tjl 

J •:::fr: r-:::f. Ttf ^-rrc. lira ^rs^^r.^ r=ri^ iia rme 
h.'Zrzi =-: :-::frr::ifr: rci;.: is cf^r:, r;r rh S tc!ast 
•fir: rrrf-.:i. 2:^:-fr lift rt c:i: £= I>ir^!tii vblra sat 
lirrrrt : if *? = ::£! *?*rifie3:aar*, tie jluntlrr, 
tiz^zzzLiz: rrr r:fCfrlir.t:ii«: ^rriiirc, tic ^cff ibcr 
Xtr 5;:.; 5 -nT rl=:;c crtxit rrr»i:»Cf i-*^iH *"ir ^^c ^br- 
fl£rif :cc ricrr-r rrs 17sk aat 17s9. tic utcriuiirt \n tea 
Trin.ni^r: zc^rnfr art ;i:j:ld6 tuitb ^?curi« sea (Beetle, 
kzz% ctzitz arr ^ei2^elt id Js^;eidBe:ex 

firl ir. 3-^^e 1"^7 lartc Bctiaer rca ter Taaie ia 5W- 
cisjfs, tie ir=, niii^ inner ^rrmsca^ ?cn ^tsnaaiTr atti 10 
rielcT '^uie iu»i;cr.cs:=ea ^aIIe, ;a eiaem :^'a6e eisjieletea. 
fLjt tteier Seii'e, tie er avi$ izziici ranfMrfeti unt tt^ 
i^^uTiZ unierajba!, senrcilte er auiS aitt rider 9rjiebmli4»- 
feii in Satclujtf, m^:(^:e ten irrereiiantf :?ff JRari^JfICB, an^ 
icb izczn leinr iud>b;nae <3M:;ia, rirjuleia ?cn ^eagefeib. 
^ afae Sc:ten itarea naib triner 3"^^^^^^ ^^B tiefer 
3?eife ?erc:anaen, al* er an einea wunt I'drieb: 

,,3A betarf eine* iSetium^, tar* ta# id tie onbera 
,,/rTeatfn dieniepe. lueuntfAan, <^t\^mad, Sabrbett uab 
^Bticnbeit trertea aiebr auf mi6 virfen, irena etae aa« 
,,Bnterbrcc!jene f^tcibt fdner trcblftvinaer bac^'.tcber (hn* 
^^pnatanacn mi(b nir tie Create ftimmt ant meia eriiarTte^ 
,,©erea wfeter tanbtrSnnt. Jd? bia bi? ffftt, eia ifclirter 
^fremtcr '!??€ ai**, ia ter ^aVAx bcram^e irrt uat ^be atcbt^ 
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Schiller went to Leipsic in March, 1785. He was here 
anxiously expected by friends whom he had gained by his 
earlier productions, and all of whom he found to be in the 
be»t of spirits. Among these friends was the too early de- 
parted Huber. Even Schiller was now in excellent spirits, 
and he spent some of the summer months at Oohlis, a vil- 
lage nf»ar Leipsic, in a happy circle of chosen friends. His 
Lied an die Freude (Song to Joy), one of his most spirited 
and beautiful lyrical productions, was composed here. 

♦Schiller's residence in Dresden began with the _^ 
close of the summer of 1785, and lasted until July, *" 
1787. Don Carlos not only received its finishing touches 
here, but was entirely remodelled Schiller often regret- 
ted ever having made public certain scenes in the Thalia 
before the whole was completed. During the composition 
of this work, Schiller had made very consideniblo prog- 
res.*; his demands had become greater, and ho was as little 
gatistied with the original plan, as he was with the mun- 
ner of its execution, in the scenes first made public. 

A sketch of a play, never finished, entitled Der Meii- 
schenfeind (The Misanthrope), also belongs to this period. 
Therp now appeared but few minor poems. Schiller was 
too much engaged in conducting the Thalia^ and the de- 
sire was growing very strong within him, to found an in- 
dependent support, by means of any occupation outside 
the realms of poetry. He wavered for a time between 
Medicine and History, and at last chose the latter.. The 
composition of Don Carlos had already called his attention 
to a copious subject: T?ie Revolt of the Netherlands under 
Philip the Second. He now commenced to select the ma- 
terials for its necessary treatment, lie also concluded, 
about this time, to edit a History of the most remarkable 
Conspiracies and Revolutions in the Middle and Later Ages, 
whereof only a part appeared, containing something by 
Schiller himself. 

Cagliostro was now playing a prominent part at Paris ; 
of the many remarkable things related of this really won- 
3 (39) 
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„a\^ CEi^icnt^um befcffcn. — 3c^ U^nt mic§ nacj finer biir- 

,,0crlic^f n unb ^au^Iicbcn (hificnj. — 3c^ ^flbe fcir »ielrii 

„^a\)xtn Uin ^nn\U d^Iitcf defii^U, unb nt^it fotoo^, todl 

^,mir bic (SJcgenftdnbc bqu ffblten, fonbcm barum, tottl i<( 

,,bte Sfreuben mebr nafd^tr, aid genog, toetl ed mtr an immct 

,,0letc^rr unb fanfter (£m)}fanglic^fctt man^tlU, bte nur btc 

^^S^lubc bed gamilicnicbcnd gibt." 

Die QJcgcnb bci JRutoIfiabt l^attt (Sc^tHern fo febr angejoflcn, 

bfl§ cr ji(<> cntf(blo§, ben ©ommer bed 3a^red 1788 bort gu 

tterleben. Gcr »obnte »om ^ai bid jum 9?o»ember t^eild in 

IBoIff^abt, ntcbr meit »on 9tuboIflabt, urn bad Sanblcben )u ge* 

nie§en, tbeild fpd'ter in SRuboljiabt felbjl, unb bit gamilic btr 

Srau )>on Sengefelb tear fafl tdglti^ fetn Umgang. 3m 

9?o»embfr fc^rieb er : 

„^t\n ^b}ug and dtubolflabt ifl mtr in ber Xbat fd^toer 

,,get9orbfn. 3(b babe bort oiele f(^6ne Xage d^I^bt, unb ein 

„fe^r »ertbe« 53anb ber greunbfd^aft gefiiftet." 

SBdbrenb biefed $lufentbaUed in 9tubol|labt traf jt^i'd, ba§ 

©(filler ^um erfienmale ®oet(^en fab. ©cine (Jnoartung 

toar aufd boc^f^e gefpannt, t^eild burcb bie frit^rrn Sinbritcfe 

t>on Q5oetbed SDerfen, t\)ti\^ burc^ aQed, toad er itber fein 

9erfonli(bed in Weimar gebort \fattt, &iitt^t erfc^ien in 

einer ^ablreic^en Q^efeUfcbaft, \)tiitx unb mittbeilenb, befonberd 

iiber feine italienifc^e ^eife, »on ber er eben juriitfgefommen 

tear; aber biefe fRnht unb Unbefangenbeit (latte fiir ^^ULttn, 

ber in bem 53ett>u§tfein eined rajllofen unb unbefriebigten @tre- 

bend tbm gegeniibrr fag, bamald etn>ad Unbebag(i(^ed. 

,,3in ^angen genommen/' fcbrteb er iiber biefe 3uf«ro* 
,,menfunft, „\\t meine in berX^atgroge 3bee ton dJoetbe 
,,nac^ biefer perfonIi(ben Sefanntfd^aft ntc^t Derminbert 
^.tDorben ; aber icb jtoeifle, ob toir etnanber je fe^r nabe 
^^ritcfen toerben. S3ieled, toad mir je^t noc^^ intereffant i% 
„\Dai i^ nod^ gu toitnfcben unb gu (roffeu babe, (at feine 
„(Spo(^e bei ibm burcblebt. ^ein ganged SBefen ifl fc^^on 
„ten $lnfang (er anberd angelegt, aid bad meinige, feine 
,/©eIt ifl nid^t bie meinige, unfere 33orfteCIungdarten ftbei- 
,,nen toefe ntlicf^ t)erfc(ieben. Subeffen fdl^liegt ftc^ aud rinet 
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derftil man, Schiller found much that was useful for an 
interesting novel, and ho wrote the Oeiateraeher (The 
Qhost-seer). It was by no means founded on fact, but 
Schiller, who never belonged to a secret society, merely 
wished to try his powers in this new field. Finding, 
however, that his views had been mistaken, many per- 
sons writing to him on the subject, he became discour- 
aged, and the work was never completed. It was thought 
that he only meant to excite the curiosity of the public, 
by calling attention to the circumstance itself, so full of 
the marvellous and horrible; whereas his object had been 
to produce a far nobler effect. 

♦In 1787 he went to Weimar. Goethe was ab- 
'• "* sent in Italy, but Wieland and Herder received 
him with a cordial welcome. There was something very 
attractive in Herder, and Schiller felt drawn towards 
him; but the fatherly affection with which Wieland ap- 
protiched him, had even a greater effect upon his suscepti- 
bility. Thus he wrote to a friend : 

*♦ We shall have bright hours ; Wieland is young, when 
he loves." 

In consequence of their close connection, Schiller was 
now called upon to contribute regularly to the Deutsche 
Mcrcur (German Mercury), a work Wieland had edited 
for a long time. The idea of giving, through Schiller, 
a fresher and more youthful tone to thi.s periodical, was 
highly gratifying to Wieland. Schiller employed his tinu- 
to good advantage, and through this channel fir>t ap- 
|>earcd The Oods of Greece, The Artiiffs, a tragnx'Ut <»!' the 
IJutory of the Nei/ierlatuls, the Letters on Dun Carlos, and 
several other prose compositions during 1788 and 178'J; 
in these years also, it contained some ot its choicest niat- 
ter, being enriched by contributions from Goethe, Kunt, 
Herder, and Keinhold. 

In 1787, some months after his arrival, he received an 
invitation from Madam von Wolzogen, his patroness and 
protectress after his flight from Stuttgard, to visit her at 
4 (40) 
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ri2 ♦tt jjr jrrrz irrt naa rnr^act Simcan. M# hectic 
nmnsTJ frx: ^-:cr:.:'rr ?<rcrrrg i> nr ZtVtiii, Icm 
rr ir iz-i^o" irips. a^cnr yr w . lit j 3< i. S* itx y im j wi 

fTt znt nr ^^t Srr:r« kt Sc'Ooaot- ^icj>e sft Hr 
Sc:r3rr«:Xi=? rrz ^I'tz Hjbu!jul Jdhtr irrr 9s«r3xB$ 

L*cr ;i.u*:d i>r:T£^crr. >£ rr *x rrant ^luacs g t > :^MK mfd 
MxicTi:! j:^ ;rz Ktzct^ao Sc:l is ^4nc> icrz&cr cnai 



Jz^rz fcf rf * •=! :if rrsr^nt Stnr, ira? S£z i«fr bcb- 
,xrr r-r":::^rr, hf a^i fir r;f itrtm i^ntK. ji orfrcm 
«':*r2L Zi? rid :t ?« 'XitMNt- Mf an iiiac 9ait- 
^TLL-iTL h sci-i rsl trilL M:f ir M* 3^as(£l sifftt 
^rr2xi«- xa }x ssnriTnL S?3 itrxen hikes cis 
^^ZTirnt ix xxjcnr vrcscX ^fi* Stsx 4^nf4« xst Icia 3^5* 
.jtfr rrfrr^ 5ci xij rca >sj ?£:c;:ix^i*4f dattirfr 
,Mi zsczoL lid: hr!?siK. Zc* :<^ w xicitam wu 
^*sr ixrtrt ICcrirscx »:dw;, fe ht 3^=<cst tcr^ctt. 
^izz fix; £x^Rr^ 5^!unr*c :i c^. it^r » ii£ffiut igr 9c» 

.fix rxxc :*C£:i^] $a «;iTt;>n; cixra ;^«*'3eS»^ra @ct| 
^ tixk J^rtrjf trr^s^ £::ritriil:^ ZicHT f jbb W 
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Meiningen. While upon this journey, undertaken from 
a deep sense of gratitude and esteem, he also spent a time 
very pleasantly at Rudolstadt, formed some very interest- 
ing acquaintances, and saw, for the first time, his future 
wife, Fraulein von Lengefeld. 

A few weeks after his return from this journey, he thus 
wrote to a friend : 

" I want a set standard of comfort, that I may be able 
thereby to appreciate other pleasures. Friendship, the 
Arts, the Beautiful, and the True, will all have more effect 
upon me, when an uninterrupted course of domestic bliss 
shall have prepared me for them, and thrown warmth 
into my frozen being. I have wandered hitherto like an 
isolated stranger in nature, and have ^possessed r^^ -i 
nothing of my own. All the beings for whom 
I felt attachment, possessed something that was dearer to 
them than I am, and that suffices not for my heart. I 
yearn for a home, and all my hopes are now concentrated 
towards that end." 

Being strongly drawn to Rudolstadt, Schiller concluded 
to pass the Summer of 1788 in it and the surrounding 
country. He resided in this vicinity from May to No- 
vember, dividing his time between Rudolstadt and Volk- 
6tHedt, to enjoy the n^pre of country life; the latter part 
of the season was spent entirely in Rudolstadt. The 
Lengefeld family received his daily visits with cordiality, 
80 that in November he wrote: 

"1 left Rudolstadt with great regret; I passed many 
plea.sant days there, and formed a lasting friendship." 

It was during his stay in Rudolstadt, that Schillor suw 
Goethe for the first time. His curiosity was excited to 
ihe utmost, partly on account of the early impressions he 
liad received from Goethe's works, and partly on account 
of what he had heard about him at Weimar. Goethe, in 
ft large circle, appeared cheerful and communicative, his 
travels through Italy, from which he had just returned, 
formed one of his favorite themes ; but there was some- 

(41) 
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,,ber 3)?cnfd^^fit, bet emem gragmentc (unb »tt« ift hit 
,,toic^ti9ftc Nation anbcrd?) ni6)t fh'tte flc^cn. €r fann (i(J 
„ni6)t mittx bafur emarmtn, flW fotocit ii)m biffr Elation 
,,ober 9?attona(beoeben^ett ali Sebtngung fiir brn So^-* 
,,fc!>rttt bcr QJattung tt>i(*ttg tfi/' 

(Sine fo bfgeifiernbe ^nftcf^t ber ©ef^itc^tc ma^itf glrtd^too^I 
Scbitlcm bcr !Dic^tfunfl ntcbt untreu. <Bt\nt poeHfcten 3)ro- 
bucte tn birfrm 3^traume toaxtn ntc^t ga^lretci, aber bebrutenb, 
unb 8ortfd)ntte, fo»o^I in Slnft^ung bcr gorm ol0 M 3n- 
\)alt^, ^rtgten ftc^ fcbr bcutltr^ in ben (Dot tern ©ricct^cn- 
( a n b « unb in ben ^ ii n |ll c r n. flud^ bc^af tigtcn it^n yiant 
gu fiiufticicn ^joctifc^cn Strbcitcn. ^ic 3bcc, ctnigc (Situatio- 
ncn am ©iclanbd Obcron al« Dpcr ju bcbanbcln, fam 
nicbt jur 2ln«^fiibrung. SSngcr »crtt>ciltc ©chiller bet bem ®e- 
banfeii, ju etnem epif^icn ®rb{4it ben <Stoff aud bem ?eben be^ 
.^onigd 3riebri(<> bed 3»^ten ju tod^Ien* (£d pnben fi^i t^ier- 
iibcr in (B6)iiltTi S3riefen folgenbe <BMtn x 

,,Tte 3bee, ein epift^ee ®ebic^t aud einer merfwiirbigen 
,,^ctton Sn'rbricdd bed 3^^i^^>i 3" madden, tft gar nic^t in 
,,»er»erfen, nur fommt fie fiir fec^d bid ad^t ia\)xt fiir mitj 
,4U friib. 3ltte <gcb»icrigfeiten, bie »on ber fo nab en 
,,?0?obfrnitat biefed (Sujetd entflebcn, unb bie anfcbeinenbe 
,,Unt>ertra9licbfeit bed epifcben Xond mit einem gleicbjeitifjen 
,,(55f genjlanbe »iirben micb fo fej^t nid^t ftbrecfen. — Qin 
,,epifcbed (Sjebtctit im acbtgebnten ^abrbunbert mu§ tin ganj 
,,anbfrfd T)inQ fein, aid eined in ber ^inbbeit ber ®eU. 
,,Unb eben bad i|Td, roa^ micb an biefe 3bee fo anjtebt. 
,,Unfere <Sittcn, ber fcinfte Duft unferer 9)bii»?fopbien, «n- 
,,fere SJerfaffungen, §audli(bfeit, 5liinfle, furg, aUt^ mug 
,,auf eine unge^iwunoene 5lrt barin niebergelegt toerben, 
,,unb in einer fcbonen b^rmonifcben greibeit leben, fo toie in 
„ttx 3Habe afle B^^^'fl^ ber griecfjifcben dultur u. f. tt). an- 
,,fcbauli(b leben. 3cb bin au(b gar ni^it abgeneigt, mir eine 
,,!0?af(binerie bagu |u erftnben, benn i(b miicbte au^i alle 
,,8orbcrungen, bie man an ben epiftben X)icbter »on (Seiten 
,,ber gorm ma6)t, bflfl^fcbarf erfiitten. Xiefe !Waf(binerie 
,,aber, bie bei einem fo mobernen <Btojfe, in einem fo pro- 
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thing in his quiet self-possession, that made Schiller, who 
sat opposite to him with the full consciousness of his own 
natural constraint and unsatisfied aspirations, feel some- 
wliat uncomfortable. 

"On the whole," he wrote, *'this personal meeting has 
not at all diminished the idea, great as it was, which I 
bad previously formed of Goethe; but 1 doubt if we shall 
ever come into any close communication with each other. 
Much that still interests me has already bud its epoch 
with him. His whole nature is, from its very origin, 
otherwise constructed than mine; his world is not my 
world ; our modes of con<;eiving things appear to be es- 
_ sentially diflTeront From *such a conibina- 
^ -' tion, no secure, substantial intimacy can result. 

Time will try." 

The lapse of a few months revealed the interesting fact 
that Goethe neglected no opportunity of using his influ- 
»?nce in Schiller's favor, whom he well knew how to ap- 
preciate About the time Eichhorn, Professor of History, 
Wm the University of Jena, Schiller's great work, the 
History of (he Revolt of the United Netherlands, made its 
appearance, and gave great promise for him as a histori- 
cal lecturer. For which reason, Goethe and the Goheime- 
Knth von Voigt, the latter of whom was Chaplain of the 
Court, succeeded in having him appointed to fill the va- 
i-ant chair of Historical Professor nt the University of 
Jena. This position, under the circumstances, whs highly 
jiatisfactory to Schiller, but, nevertheless, ho was taken 
greatly by surprise, since he deemed a thorough prepara- 
tion of several years necessary to fill it successfully. 

From the time of his departure from Dresden until the 
spring of 1789, the time he accepted the professorship at 
Jrna, he busied himself principally with his historical 
work. He thus wrote to a friend on the subject: 

** You can scarcely imagine how pleas("d I am with this 
n«*w branch of occupation. The prosptct of so many 
wu^te larids capable of cultivation has a peculiar charm 

(42) 
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,,falf(5en S^italttx, bic grogtc Sc^ttieWgfeit ju JaBen fcjefnt 
,,fann ba^ 3ntereffe tn etnem bo^cn (S)rabt er^o^en, menn 
,,fie cbfn bicfcm moberncn ©cijle angepagt »irb. (£d rol- 
„Ien allcilci 3bccn bariibcr in mcinem i^opfc trub bur4« 
,,ctnanber, aber ed totrb ft(^ noc^ thoa^ ^eded baraud hiU 
„tm* 2lbtr »elcjied ^ctrum ic^ baju tod'fjlcn toiirbc, er- 
„xdth^ Xu »obI fc|>»erli(^. —item anbcre^, aid ottave 
,,rime. ^de anbcrc, bad jambtfc^c au^genommen/ ftnb 
„mix in ben lob ^uwiber, unb ttie ongencjjm miigte ber 
,r(&tn% bad (Srbabcne tn fo Ict^ten gfffein fpiclcn! »ie 
„fc^r ber eptWc ®c^alt burc^ bie toti^t fanfte gorm [(^5- 
,,ner fRtimt gewtnnen ! (Stngen mug man ed fonnen, 
„»ic bic grtc(<^ifc^icn Saucrn bic 3Habc, »ic bie ®onboliere 
^,in 23cncbi0 bic (Stanjcn ani bem befreiten 3wufalcm. 
,,^u(b iibcr bic (Spoc^c aud gricbrif^d Scbcn, bie id^ tod'^Ien 
,,b>itrbe, \)abt ic^ nac^gebad^t. 3(^ ^dtte gent cine ungliicf- 
,,It4)e Situation, b>cl(^e fcincn ®ctf^ unenbli^ poetifc^er 
,,entn>tcfc(n Id§t. X»ic ^aupt^anblung mitgtc, too m'c^ii^, 
Mr cinfa4 unb tocnig ocrtoidclt fcin, ba§ bad ^anje 
^.immer Iciest ju iiberfct^en hiitht, tocnn au(^ bie Spifobcn 
„no(^ fo reic^^^ialtig tod'ren. 34» »iirbe barum immer fcin 
,,ganjcd ?eben unb fcin 3abrbuitbert barin anfcbauen la|[en. 
„(£d gibt \)itx fein bcffcrcd «Wujicr, ale bic 3Habe." 
T^ai *Stubium ber ®riccben ttar iiber^aupt bamald fiir (Sdjil- 
Icrn fc^r anjic^enb. SBon ^I'lubolflabt au0 fc^rieb er: 

,,3c^ Icfc jc^t fafl nic^iW, aU t)omer; bie Sltcn gcben 

,,mir ma^re ®cnii(fe. 3"0Jfi4 bebarf tc( i^jrer im ^bc^jhn 

,,®rabe, um mcincn eigenen ©efc^mac! gu reinigen, ber ftd^ 

,M^^ (Spi^ftnbigFeit, ^nfilic^Fcit unb SBit^elet fe^r bon ber 

„tt>a^xtn ©implicitdt gu entferncn anfing." 

3n biefer ^tit iiberfc^te er audj bie 3p^>igenie in SIttK« unb 

cincn Z\)ti\ ber JJ^onicierinncn bed (Suripibed. Der Slgamem- 

non bed ^efc^^lud, auf ben er |t(^ fc^r freute, foQte nac^^er an 

bie dtti\)t fommen. Die Ucberfc^ungen aud Sirgiid ^eneid 

entflanbcn fpdter, unb tourben gro§cnt^ci(d bur(^ (Sc^iHerd ba« 

malige 95orIiebe fiir bie ©tangen tcranlagt. ©iirger »ar 

im 3a()r 1789 nac^ !£Beimar gefommen, unb (Bc^iUer ging 
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for me. Each step enriches my ideas, and my soul ex« 
pands ID proportion to their enlarged circle." 

Upon another occasion, ho gave vent to the following 
declarations upon the Fubject of historical style : 

''It seems to me that in writing history for the mod- 
erns, we should try to communicate to it such an interest 
as the History of the Peloponnesian War had for the 
Greeks. Now this is the problem : to choose and arrange 
your materials so that, to interest, they shall not need the 
aid of decoration. • We moderns have a source of interest 
ai our disposal, which no Greek or Roman was acquainted 
with, and which the patriotic interest does not nearly 
equal. This last, in general, is chiefly of importance for 
unripe nations, for the youth of the world. But we may 
excite a very different sort of interest if we represent each 
remarkable occurrence that happened to men as of impor- 
tance to man. It is a poor and little aim to write for one 
nation ; a philosophic spirit cannot tolerate such limits, 
r.mnot bound its views to a form of human nature so ar- 
bitrary, fluctuating, accidental. *The most pow- 
♦•rful nation is but a fragment; and thinking '- -• 

uiinds will not grow warm on its account, except in so far 
a* this nation or its fortunes have been influential on the 
[•rogress of the species." 

Notwithstanding Schiller's enthusiasm for History, he 
Ktill remained faithful to Poetry. Ilis poetical produc- 
tions during this period, tliough not numerous, were very 
important, and in The Gods of Greece^ as well as in The 
ArtistSj considerable progress was shown, not only in re- 
fcp<.K!t to the form, but also in the subject-matter itsfeif. 
He was at the same time busily engaged with plans for 
future poetical works. The idea of treating certain scenes 
in Wieland's Oberon as an opera, was never put into exe- 
cution Schiller was for a long time occupied with the 
idea <^f selecting the rnalter for an epic poem, from the 
Life of Frederick the Great. Upon this subject, we find 
Ihe following in Schiller's letters: 

(43) 
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rfnm S^rttfhnt mtt tbm tin. Sctbt ttcQini bofftlbc ^tui! ov^ 

fcfm iBiiail jettr in rintm felbt^dtttDobltts $rrdina§t^ ubcrfr^nu 
SE?if fcbr 3 (filler in ticftr ycrio^ frinc^ ^thtta tie fc^te 

nn'ttf cbrte^ unb mtt teelcbtr Strtngc a fic^ fclb^ k^aabcUc; 

crgibt flA au« felf^nibcn Sttflcn fcinct 93riffr: 

„^tin nadjjif* Stud," fcftrtibt cr, ^ba* fitofrlic^ m ben 
,jtddfittn iroti ^abrcn trfcMnm biirfte, nin§ mrinen brama- 
,,ttf(bm Strut mtubetbOL 3c^ trauc mix im T^rama ben* 
,,nod) am anmndjkn )u, nnb id) tDfi§, teorauf fic| birfc 3u' 
,,i}rrncbt ^nbft ^ii jc^t babnt micb bic 9lanc, bit mic^ 
,,ftn blinbcr 3ufan »ablcn licf, auf * aufer^ tmbarrafftrt^ 
„totx\ tie dompcjitton gu t^titlaufid unb gu fti^n toar. ^f 
,,mt(b finmal dnrn ftmf>cln yian br^nbeln unb barubrr 
„brutfn." 

S5? i e I a n b fwttt tbm bra ^Rangrt an JriAttgWt torgfttorfen. 
„3* fiible," Wmbt cr baruber, ,,»abrcnb mrincr flxM^ 
,,tcn nur ju febr, ba§ cr -Rctbt bat, abrr tc^ faiflt and), tooran 
,,bcr Srbttr Itegt, unb bird la§t mtc^ bojftn, bag id) mid^ fe^r 
^,barin rjcrbciffm fann. I^ie 3betn fhromm mir nic^t xtid; 
,,9enu$ ju, fo iipptg metnc 9(rbdtrn and) au^fadrn, unb 
„metnc 3btfn |inb nid)t flat, cbe id) fcbrttbe. gUUc be^ Ori- 
„ftc« unb ^erjcnd »on fcinem (j^fgmftanbf, eine \id)H Vam* 
^mcrung ber 3bcfn, c^c man ftt!^ binfr^t, |ie auf« Soapier )u 
„t»crfcn, unb Iricbter ^umor finb notbttenbige 9{equiftten )i 
,,btcffr (SigmfAaft; unb t»cnn id) f« tinmal mit mir frtbfl 
,,ba^in brtngc, baft id) jcnc brti (Srforbcmijfc bcji^e, fo fofl 
„ti mit bcr Sficbtigfett aucb toerbcn." 
(Sin folc^e^ (Strcbcn, jcbc bobert gorbtrung gu brfriebfgcn, 

artete frboc^ nie in flrtnltcbe ^rugf^Itcbfctt and. Urber btr Stet- 

brit bri$ I^tc^ttr^ in btr SBa^I fcinrd etoffd fc^rieb er bamal^ 

3oIijcnfcf«: 

,,3d> ttn iibfr|fU0t, baf {ebe« ihinfhofrf nur (tc^ felbfc 
,,bad ^tift, fctner cigenen (S4)6n^citdregel Slcc^tnWaft gebm 
,,bart unb feiner anbcm gorberung untertDorfen i% ^in- 
„gcgen glaube id^ and) fcfHgltcb, ba§ r^ gtrabt auf biefem 
,,5i?c»?c fluct^ aflc iibrtgcn gorberungcn m i 1 1 c I b a r bcfrie- 
,,ttgcn mu§, U)cil ft($ jebe ^dfon\)tit bo(^ rnbh'c^ m aOge* 
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•* The idea of an epic poem, founded upon some remark- 
able incident in tbe life of Frederick II, is not to be re- 
jected ; but it* comes six or eight years too soon for me. 
Tbe difficulties that would arise from tbe subject being so 
modern, and tbe apparent inaptitude of an epic poem of 
a subject almost contemporary with ourselves, would not 
be objections strong enough to dissuade me from the task. 
An epic poem in the eighteenth century should be quite a 
different thing from such a poem in the childhood of the 
world. And it is that very circumstance which attracts 
me so much towards this project. Our manners, the finest 
essence of our philosophies, our politics, economy, arts, 
in short, all wo know and do, would require to be intro- 
duced without constraint, and interwoven in such a com- 
position, to live there in beautiful harmonious freedom, 
as all the branches of Greek culture live and are made 
visible in Homer's Iliad. JSor am I disinclined to invent 
H 8f»ecies of machinery for this purpose ; being anxious to 
fulfil, with hair's breadth accuracy, all the requisitions that 
are made of epic poets, even on the side of form. Besides, 
this machinery, which, in a subject so modern, in an age 
so ♦prosaic, appears to present the greatest diflB- 
•- ^ culty, might exalt the interest in a high degree, 

were it suitably adapted to this same modern spirit. 
Crowds of confused idt^as on this matter are rolling to and 
Ira within my head; something distinct will come out of 
thi'ra at last. The sort of niotre I would choose, I think 
you will hardly guess: it should be no other than oUave 
rime. All the rest, except iambic, have become insufferable 
to me. And how beautifully might the earnest and the lofty 
be made tu play in these light fetters. What attractions 
might the epic substance gain by the soft yielding /orm of 
this fine rhyme! For the poem must, not in name only, 
but in very deed, be capable of being sung ; as the Iliad 
was sung by the peasants of Greece, as the stanzas of */«- 
rwtaUm Delivered are still sung by the Venetian gondo- 
liers. The epoch of Frederick's life that would fit me 
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^^mdnc SBaf^rbdt auflofrn Ia§t I^er X^tc^ter, bcr f!(^ n n t 
„<Bdf'6n\)tit gum 3»frf« ^f% a^w biffer ^ttliQ folgt, totrb am 
„(intt ade anbtm dl{ucf|l(^ttn, bie er gu vtrlac^Iaffigen (((ten, 
^,ol^tte bag ft fd toiU obrr ttfi§, glcic^^fam jur S^^^^ ^^^ 
„tnti6fi tabcn, ba tm ®e<^cnt^eilf bet, bcr jmWcn (Sc^Sn- 
,,l^fit unb 5Woralitat, obcr toad e« fonjl fct, unftd't jlatterl, 
,,obcr urn beibc hnlflt, Iciest td mit jebcr t)crbtrbt/' 
3n einrm anbem bamaligrn Srirf finbrt fid^ folgenbe 9leuge- 
rung: 

„3^r i>txrtn ^tifcr, unb toie t^r euc^ fon(l ncnnt Wamt 
,,obfT fuTc^tet ru(^ )»or btm augrnbltcfltf^en )»oruberge(^fnbeit 
„2Ba^ntti^c, bcr fic^^ bti alien rignen (£(Jo|)fcrn fint>tt, unb 
,,beffcn langcrr ober fiirgcrc X'aucr ben benhnbcn ^nftler 
,,)>on brm Xraumrr untcrfc^rtbet. Da^er cure jllagcn itber 
,,Unfruc^tbarfett, tocti i\)x gu frii^c t>CTtocrft unb gu fhrengc 
,,fonbcrt" 

jDte glucfltc^c (SHmmung, bie in bcr bamaltgcn ^tit au^ 
<S(^iUcr« SBricfcn \ftnoxqxnq, tourbc in ben bcibcn crjlcn ^af^xtn 
[tinti ^ufent^altd in 3cna no($ cr^b'^t <^l^ mc^rcrc gunfKge 
Umflanbc tt)n t>on bcr d'ngflltc^cn <^orgc fUr btc ©egcntoart unb 
3ufunft bcfrcttcn, unb aid bcr ^cji^ cincr gclicbtcn Q^ttin cincn 
langfl gctoiinfc^itcn ?cbcndgcnug ibm barbot. ©rin Sc^ramt bt- 
gann cr auf cine fc^r gld'njcnbc §lrt: iibcr bfcr^unbcrt 3"^*^^^ 
Ihomtcn gu fctncn 33orIcfuncicn. It it Untcmc^mung cincr ?>«- 
audgabc »on ^Wemoircn, tooju cr cinleitcnbc ?lbbanblungcn 
fc^iricb, unb bic gortfc^ung bcr Ubalia ftc^crtcn i\^m fiir fcine 
S3cbiirfni(fc cine ^inlangli^jc (Jinnabmc. di Mieb i\)m babct 
no(^ 3^* X" JRcccnjtoncn fiir bic atlgcmcine 2itcratur-3«ton8 
iibrig, gu bcr cr fc^ion fcit 1787 Scitrdge Ucfertc. giir bic 3«* 
funft \fattt i\)n bcr ^u(^()dnblcr ©Bfc^cn gu cincr ©cfd^td^te 
bed brcigigjd^rigcn 5tricgd fUr cincn ^iflorifttjcn Sllmanat^ auf- 
gcforbert, unb cin b c u t f 4) c r ?) I u t a r (^^ toar bic Arbeit bie 
ben folgcnbcn 3a<>ren borbc^altcn tourbe, 95on bem {)erjoge 
bon ^a(bfcn'2Bcimar toar mit gro§cr Scrcihoinigfeit, fo »icl ed 
bic 23crj)dltniffc crlaubtcn, bctgetragen toorbcn, um (Bcftiflem ein 
gctoijfcd Cinfommcn gu »crfd?ajfen. Dad audgcJci(^)nctc SBoljl- 
tooUen, toomit if^n bcr bamalige doabjutor »on ^aing unb 
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Imt, I have considered aUo. I shoald with to select some 
aahappy f ituation ; it would allow me to onfold his mind 
far more poetically. The chief action should, if possible, 
be Tery simple, perplexed with no complicated circum- 
stances, that the whole might easily bo comprehended at 
a glance, though the episodes were never so numerous. I 
would, therefore, always keep his whole life and the age 
he liTed in viyidly in the foreground. In this respect 
there is no better model than the Iliad." 

The study of the Greek classics now possessed the great- 
est attraction for Schiller. Thus he wrote from Budol- 
stadt: 

** I DOW scarcely read anything but Homer ; the ancients 
alone give me pleasure. I also stand much in need of 
them to improTe my style, which was becoming too arti- 
ficial." 

At this period he traaslatf^d Euripides' Iphigenia in 
Aulis. and a few scenes of bis PhoenisscB. .^scbylus' 
Agamemnon^ from which be expected to derive much 
pleasure, was shortly to follow. The translations from 
Virgil's .^neid appeared later, occasioned, for the most 
p^rt, by the predilections Schiller entertained at the time 
fur the measure. Burger had come to Weimar, in 1789, 
and Schiller entered into a *rivalry with him. r#y«.-.,-i 
Bt>th de;»ired to translate the same piece from 
Virgil, each in a metre of his own choosing. 

Uow greatly Schiller appreciated true criticism at this 
period of his life, and with what severity he judged him- 
self, may be seen in the following, taken from his letters : 
'* My next dramatic production," he writ<.»s, "which 
will appear some two years hence, will decide my dramatic 
fetation. I have great confidence in my dramatic powers, 
and I know on what grounds thid confidence is founded. 
As yet chance has thrown the subjects of my dramas in 
my way, and they have greatly embarrassed me, a-s the 
compo:!ition has been too extensive and too rash. But 
wait till 1 take some simple plot, and brood over it." 

(45) 
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BiatiMitT ton Srfurt, bcr ^txftoxhtnt gfiril 9Wmfl« unb (Srof- 
^erjog *on granffurt, bebanbcUe * crojfnete <2d)iCIern bic gun- 
fHgfhn 9lu«iic|>tcn. gut bte Oiriinbung fetne« ^audltAcn ®lutf« 
fx^itn cr nic^iW »etttr gu bcburfcn ; fnn ^frg \fattt gttoo^lt, unb 
im gcbniar 1790 crbtclt er bfe $anb be« grdulcind t>on S eng e« 
felb. (Seine liBnefe aud ben nac^lj^engen ^onaten ent!^alttn 
folgenbe (Steflen: 

,,(S^ Icbt fic^ bocb ganj anbert an ber (Sette riner Hebcn 
„8rau, al^ fo »erla(fen unb aHein — and) im (Sommer. ^t^t 
„tx^ genicge i6} bte fc^one 9?atur gang unb lebe tn t^r. di 
„Mt>tt ft4) toieber urn midf bttum tn bic^terif^ie ©eflaltm, 
,,unb oft regt |i4)'« »ieber in metner 33ru|l. — 2Ba« fiir rin 
,,W6ne« ?cben fu^re ic^ je^t! 3c* fe^e mit fro^lit^em ®etilt 
,,unt mtc* ber, unb mein ^erg finbet etne tmmema'trtnbe 
^,fanfte S3efriebigun9 auger ^\(S), metn ®ei|l eine fo f45ne 
„9?abrung unb Sr^johing. 9)?ein Dafefn tfl in etne ^anno- 
,,nifc*e ®(eicfit)eit fleriicft; ntc^t Ieibenf4)afHicb gef^jannt, aber 
,,ru^tg unb bell ge^en mi'r biefe lage babin. — ^tintm filnf- 
,,Hgen iScbicffale fe^e i^ mit ^ettemt !!)'htt^)e entgegen; je^t, 
,,ba t(b am erretcbten ^itl fle^e, erflaune tc* felbfl, oie aded 
,,bo(b iiber meine (Srwartungen gegangen i|l. !3Da« ©(Jtrffal 
,A(i^ bie ®4)»iertgfctten fur mtd^ bejiegt, e« *at mic* )um 
„3itU gleicbfant gchragen. Son ber Su^wi^ft ^^^ ^^ ^^^^^^ 
„5Bfnige 3a^re, unb i^ toerbe im ttoUen ®enuffe meine* 
„®cijied leben, ja, ic* boffe, i^^ »erbe toieber gu meiner 3«- 
,,genb juriicfFe(^ren ; ein innere* Dic^terleben gibt mir |t« 
,,i\uriicf." 

Slber eine fo gliicfttc^e Sage tourbe balb burcb einen (arten 
^cblag gejlort Cine beftige 33ruflfranfbeit ergriff (©cbiflem tm 
5lnfange bed 3a^re* 1791, unb gerriittete feinen forperlicben 3"* 
(^anb fiir feine ganje iibrige Sebendjeit. 3)le]^rere dtndtfdUt He- 
gen bad 'Stblimmfle fiirtbten, er beburfte ber grogten (©c^onung, 
ojfentlicbe ^^orlefungen waren i^m au§er{l fc^ablic* gewefen, unb 
ade anbem anfhengenben ^rbeiten mugten audgefe^t bleiben. 



* Qbtn ttffcr J^urft erfreutc ccbiQcrn tn bcr ^olgc biircfc fortgefc^tc ft^riO* 
!i<be 9e»eife ttt toarmften 8ntbtit« an feinen €(bi(ffd(en. 
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WieUnd accused him of wanting fluency, whereupon 
he wrote to Korner : 

" I feel the truth of his remarks when I am at work, 
but I am also aware where the fault lies ; and this makes 
me hope that I may improve in this re^ipect. Ideas do 
not stream upon me in a flood, however fruitful my works 
may be, and my ideas are not clear before I write. To 
this end it is requisite that mind and heart should be full 
of the subject before sitting down to put it on paper ; u 
clear dawn of ideas must have broken, and a light-henrted 
mood is indispensable ; and if I can succeed in combining 
those three requisites, fluency will not be wanting." 

An ambition like this, to satisfy the highest demands, 
never, however, degenerated into trivial solicitude. In 
relation to the liberty a poet may take in selecting his 
subject-matter, he thus discourses : 

** I am persuaded that every work of art is only respon- 
fiible to itself; that is to say, to its own rules of beauty, 
and to no other exactions. At the same time, I am con- 
vinced that by these means it will indirectly satisfy all 
other claims, as all that is beautiful must finally find a 

, solution in ^universal truth. The noet whose 
r*xxvii I 
•• -* only Aim is beauty, but to whom that aim is 

sacred, will attain at last, without his either wishing or 
knowing it, all the other qualities ; whilst on the contrary, 
he who hesitates between beauty and morality, or what- 
ever ebe it may be, or perhaps aspires to both, runs the 
risk of attaining neither." 

In another letter of the same period, we find the fol- 
lowing: 

*' You critics, or by whatever other name you call your- 
selves, are ashamed of, or fear any momentary or passing 
invention of the brain which is congenial to imaginative 
beings, and the longer or shorter duration of which dis- 
tinguishes the artist from the dreamer. Then arise com- 
plaints of barrenness, because you reject too soon and are 
too severe in your criticisms." 

(46) 
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(Id fant aUti barauf an, tbn t]»fntd{knd auf dnigt 3abrr {n nne 
forgenfrttf Sage )u vrrfe^, unb ^trrju ft bite t^ in Tnttfc^lanb 
tocber an SLWUcn no(6 an Jhiifrni ; ahtr, t\^ fur bttftn 3»«l 
cine Serrinigung ju (Stanbe fam, frft^im untrtDartet fine ^Ife 
and X'anfmarf. 9?on bcm bama lichen (hbpringen, fpStrr regie- 
renben ^erjoge »on Col|lrin«2luguftfnburg, unb »cn bem ®ra- 
fen )»on (^c^immclmann lourbe ScbiKem tin Oabrge^U ^en 
toufenb ^batern auf brtt 3a(^re obne ade ^ebingungen unb bIo§ 
)u ffiner ^icberbrrfhllung angebotcn, unb titi gefcba^ mit finer 
gfinbcit unb Xelifateffe, btc ben (^pfanger, »ie er fc^retbt nodf 
mebr rii^rte, aid ba« Slnerbicten felbjl. Xanemarf tear ei, »o- 
^er etnjl au(^ ^ I o p |l o cf bic Wtttl einer unabbangfgen (Jri- 
f^nj er^telt, urn feinen ?Wffjiad gu enbigen. ©cfegnet fei eine fo 
ebrlmiitt^tgf Xenfart, bte auc( bet *3c^tllem bun^ bte 0lii(fii4- 
flen Solgen bclo^nt »urbe! 

SSoUige ©ieberberjhflung feiner ®cfunbbeit tear nidt gu er- 
marten, aber bie j^raft feinen Q)eiftcd, ber ficb oom rrude ber 
dugern SBerbalmiiJe frei fu^Ue, jicgte iiber bic <S4>»acbc bed 
^orpcrd. .ftlcincre Ufbcl tergal er, »cnn ibn eine begeiilcmbc 
Arbeit ober ein cmfted *Stubium bcf(^)dfttg^^ unb »on bfftigen 
?lnfaUen blieb er oft 3abre lang befrcit. di battc nocb fd^onc 
lage gu crlcben, gcno§ ne mit btiterer (Seelc, unb ton btefer 
(Stimmung emtctc fcinc 9htion bic griic^te in feinen treffli(^|hn 
SBcrfen. 

SBabrcnb ber crjlen 3abre feincd 5lufcntbalted in 3cna »ar 
Sd^iUcr mit ben mcijlcn bortigen dJelcbrten im beflen S3eme^- 
men, mit $aulu0, (Scbii^ unb {) u f da nb in freunb* 
f(^aftlic^en 95erbaltnijj'cn, aber in ber genauejicn 95erbinbung 
mit St c i n ^ 1 b. CEi$ fonnte nif^t fe(^len, ba§ er baburc^ auf 
bic j^antifc^c $f)iIofopt^ic aufmcrffam gema($t tourbc, unb bag 
fie U)n angog. 9Bad er vorgiiglid^ fhibirte, toar bic Hriti! ber 
Urtjcildftaft, unb bie« fii^rtc i^n gu pbilofopbifc^cn Unterfuc^un- 
gen, beren ^{cfultat er in ber $lb^anblung itber ^nmut( 
unb SDiirbc, in tcrfc^iebenen ^uffd^en ber Zf^aiia, unb 
^uptfdc^lic^ fpdtcr in ben ^riefcn iiber bic d'ft^ctifi^e (lr« 
Itc^ung bed ^cnfcf^cn befannt mac^te* 
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As we learn from his letters, Schiller was now in a 
cheerful frame of mind. He was enjoying the compan- 
ionship of a beloved wife, a blessing he had long wished ; 
and many favorable circumstances contributed to relieve 
htm from present care, or anxiety for the future, lie 
commenced his professorship under the most auspicious 
circumstances: his lectures were attended by over four 
hundred persons. He undertook the editing of certain 
memoirs, writing the introductory treatises, which, to- 
gether with the continuation of the Thalia^ insured him 
a sufficient income to satisfy all his present demands. 
There was time enough yet remaining to write reviews 
for the AUgemeine Literatur-Zeitung^ a periodical to which 
be had been a contributor since 1787. For the future, he 
had an engagement with the book publisher, Goeschen, 
to write a History of the Thirty Years War for a Histori- 
cal Almanac ; a German Plutarch was the work he held 
in reserve for the following years. Cheerfully and wil- 
lingly the Duko of Sachsen-Weimar did everything in 
his power, under the circumstances, to provido a fixed 
income for Si'hiller. The kindness and solicitude with 
which Schiller was treated by the Coadjutor of Mayence 
and *Governor of Erfurt, the late Prince ^^ 

r^xxviiii 

Primas and Grand Duke of Frankfort, opened *- -• 

to him the most brilliant prospects. f 

He seemed to desire nothing more to establish his do- 
mestic happiness ; his heart had chosen, and, in Febru- 
ary, 1790, he received the hand of Fraulein von Lengeleld 
in marriage. The following extracts are from his letters, 
written several months after this important event: 

" Life is quite a different thing by the side of a beloved 
wile, from what it was when so forsaken and alone, even 
in Summer. Beautiful Nature! I now for the first time 

t This prince, in the course of a regular correspondence, always as- 
•ured Chiller of his heartfelt sympathy and deep interest for hi^ wel- 
fare ; a source of great gratification to Schiller. 

(47) 
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fln« htt ftrieH biffrr tbecrfrifd»fit Stubtni gnM ftcB von 
Q^m folgmtf fcbnfrlii^ ^rugcrun^ : 

,,3* habt 9or rinigrr 3^ ?l r i ^ o t e I e « ? octif delrfrn, 
^unt nr bat mic| nic^t nur nttbt nietfrjtfcbla»)en unb rtnjC' 
,,enjt, fontrm tDabrtnift ^thaih unt eriricbtcn. 9}acb ber 
„l}dn!tcbfn 9rt, trie tie (hAn^cfrn tcntlTtjiotcU^ nrb^ 
„mtn unb an ftinen »lcrtcrun^en vcrbftjuFcmmrn fuibrn, 
„ttmaTttt man rtnen falten, tUtbfralrn unb j^ftn ^fr^rbn 
^tn tbm, unb dttrabc bad (Be<ifntbnl finbct man. Ch- brin^t 
„mit ^^tftigffit unb i^'n'mmtbctt ouf bad ^k]m, unb fiber 
,,btr au§em Xin^r til rr fo lar, aid man fdn fann. SBad 
,,fr sem Xitbrcr ferbm, mu§ bicfcr ren ii(^ ftlbj fcrbcrn, 
„i9mn rr irgmb iod§, iDad tr trtCl ; ed fltrgt aud brr 9}arur 
,,bfT ^ad>€. Xie ^ettit banbflt bctnabc audfcblirfltcb ten 
^,bcr Ira^ebtt, bte rr mchr aid tr^cnb tine anbnrt pcctifcbe 
,,C^ttun$ br^uniHi^t. 9{an mnrft tbm an, ba§ rr aud ftnrr 
,,febr rriti^en (hfabrung unb 9(nfcbauun$ brraudfpricbt unb 
„ftne ungebfure ^tn%t tra^ifcbrr i^cnltUun^fn vor fl(^ 
,,]^tte. 9lud» tfl in feintm 9ud)f abfclur nicbtd ^pfculatt- 
,,wd, ffine ^uur ton irpcnb cincr Ibeeric; ed ift aflrd 
,,fmt?inf(b/ aber bir grofe Sn^abl ber SaQe unb bte glucfltc^e 
^,©abl ber Wufter, bie er ror Slucjen bat, <jibt feinen empi- 
,,nf(ben ^udfpriicben etnen aUgemeinen Q^l^alt unb bie vol- 
^^lige Clualitat von QJefe^ien." 

3n ben 3abren vcn 179() bid 1794 tvurbe fein ein^iiged Cri- 
ginalgtcicbt fertig, unb blo§ bie Ueberfe$iundten aud bem $irgil 
faflen in biefe ^tit (Sd feblte inbeiTen nid)t an 'Planen ju fiinf- 
tigen poetifcben Slrbeiten. 33cfonteTd »aren ed 3bfen ju einer 
t^mnt an ta^ iid^t unb )u einer Z\)ti>tictt, xoa^ ^^(^iQem ba- 
maid befcbaftidte. 

„3luf biefe Ibeobicee," fc^reibt er, ,,freue tc^ micb feftr, 

,,benn bie neue J^^ilofop^ie ifl gegen be lleibni^ f^e viel 

,,boctifcbeT, unb bat einen groiem dl^araUci/' 

93orjug(t(b gab ibm bie O^efcbicbtr bed breigtgjabrtgen 5trieged, 

bie er fixr (9 ofcbend ^iRcrifcbe ^Imanacbe vcm 3Abr 1791 an 

bearbeitete, 2tcff ju uoetifcber Ibat:gfeit. Cinige ^tit bcfAaf- 

tigte it^n ber Q^ebanfe, ©uflav ^bol)}|^ |um t^elben eined 
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fully enjoy it, live in it. The world again clothes itself 
around mc in poetic forms ; old feelings are again awaken- 
ing in my breast. What a life I am leading here ! I look 
wiih a glad mind around me; my heart finds a perennial 
contentment without itself; my spirit so fine, so refreshing 
a nourishment. My existence is settled *in harmonious 
composure; not strained and impassioned, but peaceful 
and clear. I look to my future destiny with a cheerful 
heart; now when standing at the wished-for goal, I won- 
der with myself how it all has happened, so far beyond 
my expectations. Fate has conquered the difiSculties for 
roe; it has, I may say, forced me to the mark. From 
the future I expect everything. A few years, and I shall 
live in the full enjoyment of my spirit ; nay, I think my 
very youth will be renewed ; an inward poetic life will 
give it nie again." 

So much happiness could not last, alas I too soon it was 
suddenly disturbed by a sad calamity. In the early part 
of 1791 , a fit of sickness overtook him ; it was seated in the 
breast, and though nature overcame it in the present in- 
stance, the blessing of entire health nevermore returned 
to him. Several relapses occasioned the greatest alarm ; 
for a time his lifeseemed hanging on a single thread ; the 
Ftrictest precautions became necessary; lecturing in public 
caused the very worst effects upon his enfeebled constitu- 
tion, and a total cessation from every other intellectual 
effort had now become absolutely necessary. 
I J *Everything depended upon placing him, at 

least for several years to come, in a position entirely free * 
from care; to accomplish this, there was wanting in Ger- 
many neither the will nor power; but before it was possible 
to put the matter into shape, the much-needed assistance 
came very unexpectedly from — Denmark. The hereditary 
Prince, afterwards reigning Duke of Holstein-Augusten- 
burg, jointly with the Count von iSchimmelmann, con- 
ferred on Schiller a pension of a thousand crowns for throe 
years without conditions, but merely that he should take 
6 (4«) 
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t\>i\^tn Q$fbtd)t^ |U ioa\)itn, toir ani folgmber ^ttUt fditn 
53riefc ju ftfe^cn ijl: 

,,Untcr alien ^iflorifc^cn Stojftn, too jit^ potti\^t^ So* 

^ttreJTr mtt nattonellem unb polirifc^em no(^ am mrif^rn 

,,9attct, jlc^t ®ufta» 9lbolp^ obcn an. — Die OeWt^tr 

,,bfr ^JWenfc^^tjeit gct^ort aid uncntbet^rlicfte (Spifobr in hit 

„(^t\6)id^tt bcr ^Reformation, unb bicfc ijl mtt bem brrigig- 

,,javn5en toege unjertrennlicb t>erbunben. Sd fommt alfo 

„blo§ auf ben orbncnben ®eifl be« Dtcbterd an, tn rinrm 

^t^elbengebicbt, bad »on ber ©c^lat^t bei Seipgig bid gut 

„34>la(bt bei ^ii^en gel^t, bie ganje (Dcfcftic^te bet ^enW- 

„bett ungejtoungen, unb ^toar mtt toett mebr 3nteref[e )U 

„be::anbeln, aid wenn bied ber $auptflojf ge»efen »are/' 

9lud eben biefer 3fit ilt awtb bie erjle 3bee gum ©alien- 

{tein. ^(d fcbon im 3abTe 1792 biefe 3bee gur Sludfii^rung 

fommen follte, fc^rieb ^d^iUtx bariiber golgenbed : 

„(&ic^tntii6) i\t ed botb nur bie ^unfl felbfl, too idf metne 
„^Tafte fiible; in ber Xt^eorie mu§ i(b mic^ immer mit 
,,$rin}tpien plagen ; ba bin icb blog Tilettant. ^ber urn 
„ber ^udiibung felbfl toillen pbilofopbiere icb gem liber bie 
^I^ieorie. Die ^itif mug mir je^t felbft ben Stbaben er- 
„fe0en, ben fie mir i^ugefitgt ^at. Unb gefcbabet \)at |te mir 
,,in ber Z\^at\ ttnn bie ^it()n^eit, bie lebenbige ®lut, bie 
„ic^ batte, t\)t mir no(^ eine fRt^^tl beFannt toar, vermiJTe 
,,icb Won fcit me^reren 3abren. 3(^ fe^je mid) je^t er* 
„fc^affen unbbilben, ic^i beobatbte bad @piel ber ^e- 
^geiflerung, unb metne (Sinbilbungdfraft betragt jld^ mtt 
„minber gret^eit, feitbem |ie fl(b nid)t me^r o^ne 3^ugen 
„toei§. ^in id) aber erjl fo »ett, ba§ mir ^unflmagig- 
„feit gur ^atux toirb, toie einem tooblgefttteten ![^enf(^en 
,,bie CErgiebung, fo er^alt auc^ bie ^bantafte i^re )»orige 
„3reil?eit toieber guriicf, unb fe^t fic^ Feine anbere aid frci* 
„toillige (^(^ranfen." 

?lber ed foUten no(^ fieben %\\)xt tjerge^en, e^e ber ©aHen- 
flein fertig tturbe, unb ed qah einen 3^ itpunft ber ^utblofigfeit, 
ba ©cbiller biefed 2Berf htimht gang aufgegeben batte. 3n 
feinen '^riefen »om ^a\)xt 1794 finbet ftt^ folgenbe ^^telle: 
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care of bis health. This prompt and unlooked-for aid wai 
presented with a delicacy and politeness, which, as Schil- 
ler himself writes, touched him more than even the gift 
itself. 

It was ^rom Denmark likewise that Klopstock received 
the necessary means to complete his Mcssias. Blessed be 
this generous way of thinking, which, in Schiller's case, 
was rewarded with the happiest results. 

A complete restoration to health was not to be expected, 
but his vigorous and ardent spirit, feeling free from the 
pressure of outward circumstances, triumphed over physi- 
cal weakness. Often, in the glow of poetic conception, or 
when engaged in earnest and deep study, he forgot his 
lesser ills entirely, and for years he was free from any 
Mjvere attacks. He had many happy duys yet to live, and 
he enjoyed them with a cheerful spirit; from tins hjippy 
frume of mind his country harvested the fruits, in the best 
of his works. 

During the first years of Schiller's stay ut Jena, he was 
on the best terms with most of the great scholars of the 
times; his relations with Paulus, Schuetz, and Ilufeland, 
were very friendly; but he was most intimate with Rein- 
hold. From his relations with these men, it was natural!}' 
to be expected that his attention would be drawn to the 
Kantian Philosophy, and that it would receive his favor- 
able consideration. What he studied more especially, was 
the Kriiik der Uriheilskraft (Critique of the Faculty 
of Judging) ; this led him to philosophical researches, 
tbe results whereof are given in his essays on Grace and 
^^gniiy ; in several articles to be found in the Thalia^ and, 
»Uerwards, chiefly in the Leittrs on the Esthetic Culture 
of Man. 

*We make the following extracts from Schil- 
'^f's letters, written during the time he was en- '■ ' 

gaged in these theoretical studies : 

"I have lately been reading Arufiotle on Poetry , and 
Sir from restricting my ideas, it has strengthened and 

(49) 
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„^or biefer %xhtit (bcm ©attenftin) ift mfr orfcentIf4 

„anQ]t unb bnng, benn it^ glnube mit jcbem lage mebr ju 

,,ftnbrn, bag icb cigentlic^ ntc^td toentger ^orjlr Qen fann, aid 

,,etnfn Tii(bttx, unb ba§ bocbrtend ba, n>o tc^ pbilofovbitren 

„tt)ia, ber poctifcbe ®eijl micb iiberrafc^t. aDa« foU icj 

,,tbun? 34 ^^d^ ^^ ^i^fc Unternebmung ft^ben bid a^t 

,,!D?onate oon metnem Seben, bad tc^ Urfac^e i)aht fr^r gu 

/,9^atbe gu batten, unb fe^e mtc^ ber ®efa()r and, etn ^tr* 

,,unglucfted JJrobuct gu ergeugen. fBai i6^ tm I^ramaHfc^en 

/,gur 2BcIt gebrac^t, ifl nicbt febr gef(b»rft mir !Wutb g« 

,,macben. 3m eigentli^iflen <Sinne bed ffiortd betrete icb 

,,eine mir gang unbefannte, »enig(lend un\>erfucbte ©a^n; 

,,benn im Voetii'tben l^abc icb feit brei hii »ier 3a{>ren einen 

„»oHig neueu ?!}?cnfcben angegogen/' 

9{tcbt (ange vor btefen $(eu§erungen ^atte (Sc^tUer etne fftt" 

©ijion fciner (Webidjte tjorgenommen, unb aud feinen bamaligen 

5lnMcbten n)irb btc Strenge begrei'tlicb/ mit ber er feine frii^tm 

^rebucte bebanbelte. ®leic^»obl barf man nic^t glauben, ba§ 

iiberbaupt bamald etne b^poc^onbrifc^e (^ttmmung burc^ forprr- 

litbe ?ciben bci i^m ^en)orgebroc]^t toorben mare. Wlt\)xttt 

©tetlen aud feinen 'Brtefen beweifen, ba§ er thtn in biefer ^tit 

fiir begeijiernbe UBirffamfeit unb fiir eblern 2ebendgenu§ nicbtd 

toeniger nid erflorben n>ar. 

5lld nacb Sludbrucb ber frangofifc^en 9^e\jolution bad ©d^icffal 
?ubtt)igd XVI. entf(bicben n>rrben foUte, f(^rteb ©cbitter im 
^December 1792 Jolgenbed an einen greunb: 

,/®ci§t bu mir niemanb, ber gut ind grangoftfc^e iiber- 
,,fe^te, tt)enn icb etn>a in ben gall fame, ibn gu brauc^ien? 
^aum fann icb ber 3?erfucbung toiber^etjen, mitb in hit 
,,@treitfac|)e toegen bed ^onigd eingumifc^jen unb eine iWe- 
„moire bariiber gu fcbreiben. ^ix fcbeint biefe Unternet^ 
,,mung wicbtig genug, um bie geber eined 'Serniinftigen gu 
,,befcbaftigen, unb ein beutfc^jer @cbrift|te(ler, ber [i^ mit 
^^greit^eit unb Serebfamfeit iiber biefe (©treitfrage crflart, 
^^biirfte wa^rfcbeinlic^^ auf biefe ric^tungdlofen ^opfe einen 
„(iint>xvid macben. ^tnn ein QEingiger aud einer gangen 
^,9tation ein bjfcntlic^^cd Urtbeil fagt, fo if^ man »enigflend 
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encouraged me. To judge from the views taken by French 
writers of AristotlOi one would expect to find a cold, 
illiberal legislator, but he is quite the reverse. He pene- 
trates the very heart of his subject with firmness and pre- 
cision, and in relation to the outward forms, is as liberal 
as a person can possibly bo. What he demands of the 
Poet the Poet must demand of himself, if ho at all knows 
i*hat be would have; it follows from the very nature of 
Ibe thing. His poetry treats almost exclusively of tragedy, 
which he favors more than any other species of composi- 
tion. We see at once that he speaks from rich experience 
and keen observation, and that he was rich in tragic con- 
ceptions. There is absolutely nothing speculative in his 
book, not a trace of any theory : it is all empirical, but the 
great number of subjects and the happy choice of models 
that he had before his eyes, give a general worth, and the 
necessary quality of law, to his assertions." 

From 1790 to 1794, Schiller did not complete a single 
original poem; only the translations from Virgil belong 
to this period. But he was, nevertheless, bu.sy with plans 
for future poetical labor. His mind was particularly 
occupied, at this time, with the idea of composing a Hymn 
to Light and a Theodicea. 

He writes: "I look forward with pleasure to this 
Theodicea; the modern school of philosophy is much 
more poetical than Leibnitz's, and of a much higher 
character." 

It was especially the History of the Thirty Years' War, 
which he was writing for Goschcn's Historical Almnnac 
since 1791, that gave him matter for poetical activity. 
For a time he thought of making Gustavus Adolphus the 
hero of an *epic poem, as is shown by the fol- 
'■ -' lowing extracts from his letters: 

" Of all historical subjects, where poetical interest is 
most closely blended with national and political, Gustavus 
Adolphus stands pre-eminent The History of Mankind 
bfciong?, as an indispenhable epi?ode, to the History of the 

(60) 
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„avi^ ben erflen (Sinbruc! geneigt, t^n a\i ® ortfu^rer fciner 
,,^Ia|fe, too nic^t fetner Nation, anjufe^rn, unb tc^ gtaubc, 
,Mi ^i( Sran^ofen gerabe in btefer <Ba6ft gegrn frembed 
,,Urt()eil nic^t gan^ unrmpftnbltc^ pnb* 9lu§erbem tfl gcrabe 
,,btefer (Stojf fc^r gefc^^irft baju, tine folc^e SBert^cibigung 
,,ber guten (Sac^e gujuloffcn, bie feinem !Wi§braucJi ou^ge- 
„fe^t i|l. I^cr (5d)Tift|ieUer, ber fur bie ^a^t bed StMq^ 
^^offentlti^ firettet, barf bet btefer (SJcIegenf^ett fct;on etntgt 
,,tDi(^^ri0e fQa\)v\)tiUn mt\)x fagen, oI« ein anberer, unb \^(it 
„avid} fc^on ttroa^ mebr Srebtt. SBteQetc^t xdt\)\t bu mtr 
^,gu f(^»ei'(jen, aber id) glaube, bag man bet folc^^en 9lnlaffen 
,,ni'cjit inbolent unb untt^aHg bleiben barf, ^atte jeber fret- 
,,cte|tnnte ^opf gef(^n)tegen, fo n>are nte etn <Sc^rttt ju unferer 
,,$erbe{[erung gefc^e^^en. (&€ gtbt S^ittn, tt>o man ojfent^ 
,M^ fprec^en mug, n>etl (Smpfangltct^fettbafiir ba tfl, unb etne 
fM^t 3fit fcj^eint mir bie j'e^ige ju fein." 
3n ber mtlt M 3aM 1793 Wrieb (Sf^^itter: ,,Dte Siebe 
jum SCaterlanb i|l fe^r leb^aft in mir gcioorbcn." 

(5r untema^m bie S'Jeife nat^ <Bd^tt>aUn, lebte i)om Slugujl an 
bi« gum ^ai bed folgenben 3a^re« tl^eitd in $eilbronn, tbeild in 
Subtoigdburg, unb freute (ic^ bed SBieberfe^end fciner (Sltem, 
®cttoe|lem unb Sugenbfrcunbe. SCon ^eilbronn aud fc^^rieb er 
an ben ^ erg og »on SBiirttemberg, gegcn ben er fic^ bur^i 
feine (Jntfernung »on (Shtttgart sjergangcn \)(ittt, dx er^iielt 
gn>ar feine %nttooxt, aber bie 9lac^ric^t, ber ^ergog ^abe offent- 
Ii(^ geaugert: (Scolder toerbe nac^ (Stuttgart fommen unb oon 
i^m ignorirt toerben. T)it^ beftimmte (Scbidern, feine 9leife 
fortgufe^en, unb er fanb in ber golge, bag er nic^td babei getoagt 
^atte« 9lu(^ betrauerte er eben biefen <Oergog, ber furg nac^^er 
ftarb, mit einem innigen ®cfii{>le ber Danfbarfcit unb S5ere{>rung. 
^6)iUtx fe^rte nac^ ^tna guriirf, ^od oon einem fc^on (ange 
enttoorfenen, aber nun reif gett)orbenen 5Jlane, bie »orgiigH(^|ien 
©c^riftfletler I^eutf^flanbd gu einer 3"^W"P S" bereinigen, bie 
ailed iiberhrejfen follte, xoa^ Jemald »on biefer (3 at' 
tung erijHrt ^atte. din untemel^menber Serleger toax bagu 
gefunbtn, unb bie ^eraudgabe ber $oren murbe befcbloffen. 
tit Xt^alia toar mit bem 3at)rgang 1793 geenbigt worben. 
e(^iaer« fammtl. fDrrfe. I. Ill 



XXXIII 

fieformation, and Ihe lattor is 80 intiniately connected 
with the Thirty Years* War, as to bo inseparable from it 
It, therefore, depends entirely upon the Poet's order of 
arrangement, to treat, in a manner free from all con- 
straint, in a heroic poem, commencing with the battle of 
Leipsic, and ending with the battle of Lotzen, of the 
whole history of mankind; and, in reality, with much 
more interest than if it had been the principal subject." 

It was during this period that he first conceived the 
idea of Wallfnsiein. In 1792, when this scheme whs to 
he put into execution, Schiller wrote in relation thereto 
as follows: 

** I feel it is only in practice that I recognize my pow- 
ers; in theory I always bother myself with principles, 
and feel that I am only a dilettante. But, for practice' 
sake, I like a philusophical discussion on theories. Crili- 
cl.sm must now make good to me the damage she herself 
has done; and damaged me she most certaiinly has; for 
the boldness, the living glow which I felt before a rule 
was known to roe, have for several years been wanting. 
I now sf.e myself create and form: I watch the play of 
inspiration; and my fancy, knowing she is not without 
witnesses of her movements, no longer moves with equal 
freedom. I hope, however, ultimately to advance so far 
that art shall become a second nature^ as polished manners 
are to well-bred men ; then imagination will regain her 
former freedom, and submit to none but voluntary limi- 
tations." 

But seven years were yet to elapse before the world 
should become acquainted with Schiller's immortal work, 
WalUnstein; there occurred a period of de?pondency, dur- 
ing which it occasionally appeared as if Schiller was on 
the point of abandoning Wallenstein altogether. 

In his letters of 1794 we find the following : 

*" This work (Wallenstein) causes me great ^ 

fears as to its success, for every day 1 imagine •■ -" 

I discover that I am more and more deficient in poetical 

(61) 
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gur bit ncue 3ettf(^rift bffneten [i(^ fefer fiilnfKge Slu^fidjitcn, unb 
auf bit (Sinlabungen gur J^rilne^mung erfolgtcn »on alien ^Bd' 
ten »ieberfpret^enbe ^nttoortcn. 

3ena txl^itU bamal^ fiir ©c^iHem etnen neuen fRtii, ba ®n- 
^elm »» $ u m b 1 b t/ ber d'ltere Sruber be« berut^mtrn SRei- 
fenben, ftc^ ba^tn begeben f)attt, unb mtt ^d^tUem bort tn ber 
genauejlen SCerbinbung lebte. 3n biefe ^^t trifft au(<> ber Sin- 
fang M fc^onen unb nacb^rr tmmer fefter gefniipften Sunbed 
jtoifc^icn ®oet^e unb 3 chiller, ber fiir beibe ben SBert^ 
i^red ?fben« er^obte. Ueber bic QSeranlaffung biefe^ (Jreigniffed 
jinben [i^ folgenbe (gtcUen in (S4iiUcr« S3ncfen: 

,,53et meiner 3"^"^^""^ C^J^" ^^^ bamali'gen flcmen 
„ffiti^t) fanb icb einen fe^r ^erjlit^cn JBrief \>on (3ctt\ft, 
,,ber mir mit 33crtrauen entgegcn fommt. 2Btr fatten »or 
,,fec^d 2Bo4ien iiber 5!unfl unb 5!unjttl)con'e ein Sanger unb 
„^xtiM gefproc^ien unb un^ bie t)aupttbcen mttgctbeilt, ju 
,,benen toir auf ganj »erfc^iebeneu SDegen gcfommen waren. 
//3»M'^f^ ^»fff" 3bcen fanb fic^ fine unerwarfctc Ueberein- 
,,jlimmung, bie um fo intercffanter »ar, weil fie tDtrflic^ and 
,,ber gro§ten 93crf4iiebcn{|eit ber ©cficbtdpunfte ^enjorging. 
ffiin jfber Fonnte bent anbern ehva^ geben, »a^ ibm fe^Ue, 
,,unb fh©a^ bafiir empfangcn. v^cit bicfer ^tit ^aben biefe 
,,au«geiheutf n Sbccn bei ($5 o e t ^ e n SBurjel gefa§t, unb er 
„fiiblt je^t ein 33efciirfnig, fit^ an micb an^ufc^liegen unb ben 
,,2Beg, ben er hU\)tx aUein unb obnc 5lufmunterung bctrat, 
„mit mix fortjufc^en. 3c|i frcue mic^ fe^r auf tintn fiir 
„mi6) fo frudjitbarf n 3becnwecjfcl." — 

„3t^ »fTbe fiinftige ®oc^e auf ^ierje^n lage na6f 2Bei- 
,^mar reifen unb hex ® o e t ^ e mobncn. (Sr f)at mix fo fefjr 
„gugerebet ba§ i^ mic^ ni^ft weigern fonnte, ba ic^ ade 
r^moglic^e grcitjeit unb ©cquemlic^feit bci ibm ftnben foH. 
,^Unfere na'^ere 23erii^rung »irb fiir un« beibe entfc^eibenbe 
//Solgen t^aben, unb idf freue micj innig barauf/' 



*6ie&e: Orieftoec^rel itoifc^en €<^{((er unb SDH^elm »eii 
^ u m b 1 b t. 9Rtt einer Sorerinneruna ubtr 8(^ifler unb ten (Ban^ feiner 
Oriftc«entni(fe(ung «on SB. o. ^umboUt. 6tuttgart unb Xubin0en. 
d. (9. (9tta*f<^e Sut^^antluna. 1830. 
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representation, and that the spirit of poetry only visits 
me at times, when I am in a philosophical vein. What 
shall I do? I risk seven or eight months of my life on 
Uiis enterprise, which I have good reason to place in 
doubt, and run the risk of bringing forth an abortion. 
What I have hitherto produced in the dramatic line, is 
not exactly of a nature to encourage me to proceed. I 
am, in fact, treading upon ground perfectly new, and 
hitherto unexplored by me, for within the last three or 
four years I have put on quite the new man in poetical 
compositions.'' 

A short time previous to these declarations, Schiller had 
undertaken the revision of his poems; the opinions he 
then expressed, explain with what severity he judged and 
treated his early productions. Yet, it must not bo sup- 
posed for a moment, that his bodily sufferings had given 
a hypochondriac turn to his former happy disposition. 
Many points in his letters prove conclusively that just at 
this period, his love and taste for inspiring work, and for 
the nobler and more refining pleasures of life, were any- 
thing but deadened. 

After the outbreak of the French Revolution, when the 
destiny of Louis XVI was about to be decided, Schiller 
wrote, in December, 1792, the following to a friend : 

" Do you know of any one capable of putting German 
into good French, as 1 may stand in need of such a man? 
It is all I can do to resist the desire of mixing myself up 
in this affair of the king's, and writing a pamphlet upon it. 
I think this subject worthy of a serious treatment; and 
a German author, who would come forward and give his 
opinion boldly and eloquently, could not fail of making 
an impression on these misguided beings. When a man 
comes forward alone, and publicly expresses an opinion, 
j.^ , people are inclined, *at first at least, to re- 

*■ -' gaid him as expressing the opinions of his 

class, if not of his nation ; and I am of opinion that in this 
affair the French are rather sensitive as to the opinions 

(52) 
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,^ix habtn tint Correfponbcnj mit einanbfr ilBer ge- 

,,mifc^te !Watcrien bcfdjloijen,* bic tint £lueUc »on 5luf- 

^^fa'tjen fur bie ^orcn toerbcn foil. 5luf biefe 3lrt, memi 

,^(S)oet^e, befd'me brr %iti^ tint bffHmmte d^tc^tung, unh, 

„o})nt }u merfen, ba§ man arbettet, befame man ^aterialtm 

,,)ufammen. Ta toix in toi6)ti^tn (^aditn rtnfhmmtg unb 

„\>o^ fo ganj »erfc^icbcne Snbtvtbualitaten (inb, fo fann biefe 

^Sorrefponbenj wirflic^ intercffant merbem" 

?Wit bcm folgenben 3abre 1795 beginnt bet ©t^flleni etne 

ncue ^ertobe ber pcettfc^en SrucfitbaTfett. ®o fe()r {^n au(|^ bte 

ncuf 3f'*f*rift befcbd'ftiijtc, fo entfianben bo(^> gleic^wol^l me^rere 

6)rbtd)tf, bte t^etl^ in bie ^oxtn, t^etU in ben !D{ufenalmana(^ 

auf^enommen n>urben, bcffen ^rrau^gabc (Schiller untemat^nu 

I^ad d^eic^ ber v^c^^atten obcr bad 3bcal unb ba^ Seben^ 

bte (Slegie ober ber ^^pajtcrgang unb bie 3beale toaren 

3)robucte bicfed 3a^red. Die (Slegie ^ieU (fitter fth eined 

fciner gclungeiijlen 2Berfe. 

„^ir bdu^^t/' fcjricb er bariiber, ,,ba« \idftx\U empirifi^ 
,,^ttcrium \)on ber toabren poetifc^en (^iite meine^ ))robuct9 
^^biefcd 5U fcin, bag ed bte ^ttmmung, morin ed gefdUt, ni^t 
,,er|l abwartet, fonbcm bcnjorbringt, alfo in jeber ®tmut^ 
,MQi gcfdUL Unb bted ifl mir noc^ mit feinem metner 
„'2>tMt begegnct, aU mit bicfem/' 
Ueber bie 3beale finbet ficb folgenbe ^eugerung )>on i^m: 
„Tie0 ®cbic^t ifl me^r ein 9?ahirlaut, »ie Berber cd 
,,ncnncn loiirbc, unb aU eine (gtimme be« ©itmerjend, bie 
,,htit|lIod unb )>ergletcbungdn)eife au(^ formlod i% )u betrac^ 
,,ten. (S^ ifl )u inbtoibueQ toa^r, urn aid eigentUcl^e ))oefte 
,,beuTtbctlt werbrn )u f onnen ; benn bad 3nbi)>tbuum befrte- 
,,bigt babei ein Sebiirfnig, ed erleit^tcrt fic^ »on einer Caft 
,,anftatt bag ed in (S^cfdngen Don anberer ^xt, "ocn einem 
,,Uebfrflu|Te getrieben, bem Sd^b'pfungdbrange nacf^gibt Die 
,,(£mpfinbun9, ani ber ed entfprang, tlftilt ed au^ mit, unb 
,,auf me^r mac^t ed, feinem ®t]^U^tt nadf, ni^t ^nfpru^/' 



*etff)e: QrlefneAret )»{f6en 6(^{(Ier vnb 9oetbe in ben 
dabren 17:)4 bt« 1S05. Stutteart unb Xubinaen. 3. 9. ( o tt a 'f(^e 8tt^ 
banclung. 1829-30. 
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of others; added to which, the subject offers every advan- 
tage for the defence of the good cause, which is not open 
to abuse. The writer who takes up publicly the cause of 
the king, will be allowed, by the very circumstances, to 
express a few more truths than any other, and will bo 
more readily believed. You will perhaps advise me to 
hold my tongue ; but I am of opinion that with such a 
8timalu8, a man ought not to remain a silent spectator. 
If every free-minded man had remained silent, no steps 
would ever have been taken towards the amelioration of 
maDkind. There are moments when a man must speak 
oat, as the inclination drives him on, and the present 
seems to me to be such a moment." 

In the middle of 1793, Schiller wrote: 

"The love of my country has become vivid within me, 
and the Suabian, whom I thought I had lain aside, is 
stirring mightily." 

He undertook a journey to Suabia, and remained there 
from August to May of the following year, partly in Heil- 
l>ronn, and partly in Ludwigsburg, and he was granted 
the pleasure of again meeting his parents, sisters, and the 
friendsof bis youth. From Heilbronn, Schillr«r inditrd a 
letter U) the Duke of Wiirtem berg, whom he had seriously 
'Offended by absenting himself from Siuttgurd without 
Ime. It remained unanswered, but he ascertained thnt 
iheDuko had thus publicly expressed himself: "Schiller 
*in come to Stuttgard, and will be ignored by nio " 
^r^ni this, Schiller determined to continue his journ<'y, 
«»nd he afterwards found that he had risked nothing by 
doing 60. ile also mourned the Duke's death, wliieh 
'H-'curred shortly afterwards, with a deep feeling of grati- 
tude and respect. 

Chiller returned to Jena, full of enthusiasm for one of 
his favorite projects, now, however, matured, which was 
to unite the best writers of Germany in the formation of 
-H l/eriodicul, intended to surpass anything of the kind ever 
before attempted. 

(53) 
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„t>a^ dtti6> ber ©c^atten/' fc^relBl rr ftmtr, „ffti 
,,mit ber Qit^it \>tvQ\i^tn, Mog rtn Se^r^jebicfit ISBBarc 
,,ber 3n^aU fo |)orttfc^ au^gtfu^rt morben, xoit brr 3n^ll 
„'t>n au^it, fo toare ed in gftoijTem ©inne tin Maximum 
„^tm\tn. Unb ba^ mtQ ic^ ^tx\\i6^tn, fobalb tcf^ ^u^e 
,,brfomme. 3c^ totQ etne dbplle fc^retben, tote i^ i^tt 
„txm Slcgie ft^rifb. Sltle meine poetifc^en 5^raftc fpamini 
,,[1^ ju bit fcr Gntrgie an — bad 3bcal ber ©d^enbeit ob{cc» 
,,H)> 3U tnbmbual^lren, urn baraud fine Sb^de in meinem 
„(Binnt gu bilben. 3cb tbcile namli^i bad ganje gelb ber 
„yot[it in bie nai»e unb bie fenHmentaIif(^e. Die naive 
,M^ fl«T ^f»nf Untcrarten (in JRiicffi^ft auf bie CEmpfinbungd- 
,,»cife namlic^), bie fcntimentalifdiie bat i^rer brei: (Satire, 
,,iSIc9ie, 3l»vne. 3n ber fentimentalifc^en Dic^tfunjt (unb 
„avi€ bicfer \)txani fann i(^ nid^t) ijl bie 3b9lle bad ^o^^jle, 
,,aber auc^i bad f^mierictfle ^oblem. (£d n>irb namlic^ auf- 
^^gcgeben, o^ine SBcil^ilfe bed yai\)oi einen ^jo^jen, ja ben 
,,b64>flen poftif(^en (Jjfect ^ersorjubringcn. !Wein fRti^ 
„htx (Sc|)atten entbalt baju nur bie ^egcln; ibre 53efoI- 
,,gung in eine m einjclncn gaKc toiirbe bie 3b9(le, von ber 
,,icb rcbe, erjeugen. 34i babe ernfllic^ im Sinne, ba fortju- 
„fa\}xtn, too bad diti^ ber (©^fatten auff^orl, Die 
,,3?ennablung bed §erculed mit ber ^tht toiirbe ber Sn^Kitt 
,,mcincr 3b9ttc fein. Ue ber biefen sStoff binnud Qxbt ed fei* 
,,nen mel^r fiir ben 5?octen, benn biefer barf bie menf(f>U(f>e 
,,9?atur nicbt verlajfen, unb cben von biefem Uebertritt bed 
,,^?enfcbcn in ben ®ott toiirbe biefe Sbpfle ^^anbelm Die 
,,$auptfigurcn warm ymax fcbon (5)otter, aber burcj ^cu- 
,,Ied fann icb fie noc^ an bie ^rnfcbbeit anfniipfen, unb etne 
,,33e»egung in bad ®emalbe bringem (Melange mir bie- 
„fed Unternebmen, fo bojftc t(b babur(^> mit ber fenHmentali- 
„fc^en 5)ocfie iiber bie nam felb(t triumpfjirt ju \^htn/' 

„(iint folc^e 3b9C[e n>iirbe eigentlic^ bad Q3rgenfHi(! ber 
,,^oben !!ombbie fein unb fie auf einer <Btitt (in ber gorm) 
,,ganj nabe bcriibren, inbem fie auf ber anbern unb im 
/,3totf bad bireftc (SJegentbeil bavon toare. Die 5!omobie 
,,f4)liegt namltc^ gleic^^faUd ailed ^Patbod au^, aber it^r (Stojf 
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An enterprising publisher was soon found, and the pub- 
lication of the Bbren was determined. The Thalia was 
eonaequently relinquished at the end of 1793. *The pros- 
YTv-i P^^ ^^^ ^^® success of the new periodical 
*• -* were encouraging; the answers from those 

who had been called upon to contribute, were, in most 
cafei, iatisfaotory, promises and words of encouragement 
ibwing in from all aides. 

About this time Jena possessed a new charm for Schiller, 

in tha person of William yon Humboldt,f the older 

brother of the celebrated traveler, Alexander, who had 

come thither, and was now among his closest associates. 

Hearly at the same time, too, Schiller and Goethe first 

eotered into bonds of eternal friendship, — beautiful and 

noble in itself, admired by the world. It added much 

to the worth of both of their lives. The following ex- 

Uicts from Schiller's letters will explain how this cir- 

eomstance, so pregnant with great events for both, was 

brought about. 

"On my return (from a short journey) I found a most 
friendly letter from Goethe, who comes frankly, forward, 
^me »x weeks since we had a long and Hnimated discus- 
siun on Art and its theories, exchanging our respective 
inclusions, which we derived from entirely different 
f^uons. Curiously enough, our ideas coincided ; a fact 
which was the more interesting, since the points of view 
from which we started were diametrically opposed. We 
were enabled to exchange our ideas to the profit of both. 
Since this conversation, these scattered ideas have struck 
fwt in Goethe, and he now feels the want of drawing 
closer to me, and of taking me as a companion in the path 
he has hitherto trod alone. I rejoice in this prospect of 



t See Oirrttpondence between Schiller and William von Htunboldt. With 
> preliminary trefttise, by William von Humboldt, on Schiller, and 
Bpon the development of bis mind. Stuttgard and TQbingen : J. G. 
Cotta,1830. 

(64) 
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J^ He SBirfUAfci't: bcr ©toff bicfer Sb^He i\t ba« 
,,3beal. Die 5tomb>te tjl ba^jentge in ber Sartre, »a« 
,,baiJ 3)robuct qujiestionis in ber 3bvHe (biefe M tin 
,,ftgene^ fcntimentaltfcbc^ (53e|'d)Ifc^t bctracbtet) fein toiirbe. 
„S^i({tt ti \{di, bag cine folc^e 33ebanblung ber 3bvne un- 
,,aui5fubrbar ttjare — ba§ fi6^ bad 3beal ni^ft tnbivibuaH- 
^jlren Iic§c — fo iciirbe bie 5tomoHe bad ^Bcbfle poetC- 
,,f(^f ©erf fcin, fiir wclttcd ic^ fie immer ge^jalten f^abt, Md 
,,i(^ anfing, an bie *D?ooilicbfeit einer fol4>en Sb^Ke gu glau- 
,,bfn. Tenfcn ^it jtc^ abcr ben (55enug, in einer poetiftbcn 
„ir»irrteUung ailed 5terblicf)e audgeloi'cbt, lauter 2i6)t, lau- 
,,ter Tvreibeit, lauter iPermegen — feinen Sdjatten^ fetne 
,/5cbranfen, nicbtd tton bent alien mebr ju feben. — !IWr 
„fcl}»tnbelt, ttjenn icb an biefe 3lufgabe, toenn i6f an bit 
„W6c[\i^Uit ibrcr 9lufIofung benfe. 3(5 i^erjttjeifle nicjt 
,.gan.^ baran, »cnn mein (^emiit^ nur erft gan^ frri unb 
„'oo]\ ailem Unratb ber ©irflicbfeit recf^t rein gero.ifc^en ifl ; 
,,i(b nebme bann mcine ganje itraft unb ben ganjen att^eri- 
,,fc5en Xbeil mciner ^latnr nocb auf (Sinmal jufammen, 
,,njenn er awt^ bei bicfer ©elegen^eit rein foflte oufgebraud^t 
,,»erben. gragen Sic mic^ aber na^ nic^td. 34> ^abc 
,,blo§ noc^ ganj fcbwanfenbe ©ilber ba»on unb nur ^ier 
,,unb ba einjclne 3"9f- S^" langed Stubiercn unb Stre- 
,,ben mu§ micj erfl Ic^ren, ob tttoai Sefted, 9)laftif(5fd 
,,baraud werben fonn/' 

Tai Xrauerfpicl war inbeffen bie ^eimat!^, ju ber Schiller 
ftucb in ber bamaltgen Stimmung balb tt)ieber jjuriicffe^rte. 
5lud ber (^efcbidjte ber turftfcben 33clagcrung \)on t0?altba feattc 
er einen Stoff fic^ audgcfcadjt, wobci er \>iel »on bem (^hbrau^ 
bed Sbord erwartete. 55on biefcm Stiicfe — ben Sf^ittern 
»on t!Waltba — finbet ficb ber 5?lan in 3(^iUcrd ^a^^ia^t, 
unb bie ^udfiibrung wurbe bamald blog aufgefc^oben, ba er fi4 
im ^i\\ 1796 fiir ben ©allenflein entf^iieb. 

//3t5 fe^e mic|)/' fcbrieb er bamald, „auf einem fe^r 
„guieu ©ege, ben id) nur forlfe^en barf, urn tt\oa^ ®uted 
„bcr»or5ubTingpn. Tit^ ifl fcbon \)iel unb auf atle 8afl« 
,,(ebr ttiel mebr, aid icb in biefem gac^e fonfl »on mir riit^- 
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AH interchange of ideas, from which I shall derive such 
benefit"— 

"Next week I shall go to Weimar, to spend a fortnight 
with Goethe. Ho sent me so pressing an invitation that I 
could not well refuse it, as he has proffered every comfort 
and freedom to me. Our nearer acquaintance will be at- 
tended with important results for us both, and I rejoice 
in it beforehand." 

*'• We have resolved to correspond with each 
other on various subjects.f our object being *• ■• 

thereby to procure various articles for the Horen. By 
tbe«e means, Gk)etbe is of opinion that a^.siduity will bo 
forced into a more direct channel ; and that, without our 
being aware that we are working, materials will gradually 
be collected. As we agree on so many important points, 
at the same, time that we individually differ so much, this 
correspondence may really become interesting." 

With the following year (1795) begins a new period of 
poetic fruit tulnei^s with Schiller. Much us his ni'W jour- 
nal occupied him, still he composed several poems, which 
appeared part in the lloreUy part in the Musen- Almanack^ 
vhichiSchiller had undertaken to publish. The Realm 
of Shadows^ or the Ideal and Li/e^ the Elegy, or the Walk, 
and the Ideals, were products of this year. The Elegy 
Schiller esteemed as one of his most successful works. 

'•This seems to me," he wrote, "the surest empirical 
criterion of the true poetic goodness of my production, 
that it does not wait for the mood of mind to which it 
can give pleasure, but calls it out, and so pleases in every 
Diood. And this has happened with no piece of mine, ex- 
cept this." 

About the Ideals we find him using these expressions : 
''This poem is rather to be regarded as a cry of nature, 
(ein Naturlaut), as Herder would call it, and as a voice 

t See Cbrretpondenee between Schiller cmd Goethe, from 1794 to 180a 
Bluttgaid and TQbingen : J. G. CotU, 1829-30. 

4 (56) 
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,,mf n fonnte. Sorbem legte i6f bad ctangr (3ttoi^t in bit 
^^^D^et^T^ett bed (Stnjrlnen ; je^t »irb aOed auf bie Xotalitai 
,,bcrec^net, unb tc^ toerbe mtc^ bemu(»en, benfelben fRtid^' 
,,ti?um tm C^in^elnen mtt ebeiifo otelem ^ufmanbe )>on 5htnfl 
,,)u oerftecfen, aid t(( fonft angetsanbt, tl^n ju ^eigen, um 
,,bad (Sin^elnr rec^t oorbrtngen gu laffen. SBenn tc^ ed auc^ 
,,anberd tooUte, fo erlaubt ed mir bie 9iatur ber @a(^e titcjt, 
„benn 2B a Hen fie in i^ tin C^arafter, ber -- old ec^t 
^.realiflifct^ ^ nur im ©an^en, aber nie tm (Stn^elnen in- 
,,tereffiren fann. — „(&x \)ai nicj^td (Sbled, er erfc^eint in 
,,feinem einjelnen Cebendacte gro§, c r t^at wenig ©iirbe unb 
^^bergL — ^6} ^ojfe aber nic^tdbefloweniger, auf rein rea- 
,,Ii|lifd)rm Sege einen bramatif^i grogen (St^arafter in t^m 
,,ouftu|leaen, ber ein ec^ted 8ebendprinci|) ^ah 95orbem 
,,^abe i(b^ loietm $ofa unb Sarlod, bie fe()lenbe SBa^r- 
„\)tii burc^ fc^one ^bealitat )u erfe^en gefuc^t; (ier tm 
^.^allenflein toiH ic^ ed probtren, unb burc^ bie bto^e 
„fQci\)x\)tit fiir bie fe(^lenbe ^bealitat (bie fentimentaltjc^e 
„ncim\\^) entfctiabigen. 

„T)it ^uf^abe tt>irb baburc^ fd^toer, aber au4i intere|fan« 
,,ter, ba§ ber eigentUc^je SJlealidm ben (Erfolg notl^ig t)at, ben 
,,ber ibealifctie dbaxatitx entbef^ren Fann. Ungliidlict;ertt>etfe 
„aber ^at SBallenflein ben ©rfolg gegcn flc^. (Btint 
,,Unterne^mung ift moralifc^ f^lec^^t, unb {\t t^erungliicft 
,,p^9ftfc(i. (£r ifl im (Sin^elnen nie gro§, unb im (Ban^en 
„fommt er um feincn ^xotd, (Sr fann fic^ nii^t, tcie ber 
„3beali^ in fi(^ felbft ein^iiden unb [i^ iiber bie ^atede 
,,er^eben, fonbern er toifl bie iD^aterie fict) untertoerfen, unb 
,,errei4^t ed nit^t/' 

,Xa§ ®ie mic^^ auf biefem neuen unb mir na^ alien »or- 
//(ergegangenen (Srfa^rungen fremben SBege mit eintget 
,,Seforgnig »erben tt>anbeln fel^en, tsid ic^ too^I glauben. 
„5lber fiirt^^ten ^it ni^^t ju »iel. (£d i(l erflaunlic^, t»(e 
„»iel S'JcaliiKft^ed Won bie june^menben Sa^re mit ft4 
,,bringen, wie \)iel ber an^altcnbe Umgnng mit ©oet^en 
,,unb bad (^tubium ber ^(ten, bie i6> erflnac^ bem (Sartod 
„\faht fennen lernen, hti mix na^ unb nafif entwidelt \)at 
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of pain, which is without art and without form, compara- 
Uyeiy. It is too personal, indeed, to be judged strictly as 
poetry ; since in it the individual satisfies a want, eases 
himself of a burden ; whereas, in songs of another kind, 
he yields to the creative impulse of a mind over-full. The 
feeling, out of which it sprang, it communicates, and this, 
after its kind, is all to which it pretends." 
J... ^ *"The Realm of ShadowSf^* ho writes fur- 
ther, " is, compared with the Elegy, merely a 
didactic poem. Were the subject of it executed as poeti- 
cally as the subject of the Elegy, it were in a certain sense 
a maximum. And this I will attempt, so soon as I have 
leisure. I will write an Idyl, as I have here written an 
Klegy. All my poetic powers strain themselves to this 
end, to individualize objectively the Ideal of beauty, and 
therefrom shape an Idyl in my own sense. I divide, you 
•ee, the whole field of poetry into the Natvc and the Sen- 
timental. The Naive has no subdivisions (that is, as it 
respects the mode of feeling) ; the Sentimental has three — 
Satire, Elegy, Idyl. In Sentimental poetry (and out of 
this I cannot go), the Idyl is the highest, but also the 
nj(tei difficult problem. It is no less than this — withoui 
the help of pathos, to produce a high, nay, the highest 
P^ik efleet. My Realm of Shadows contains only the 
fulefor it; its execution in a special instance would give 
the I(fy[^ of which I speak. I am seriously inclined to 
^« U up, where the Realm of Shadows ends The mar- 
fiHgeof Hercules with Hebe would bo the subject of my 
^^yl. Beyond this material there is nothing more for the 
poet; for he must not leave human nature, and the pa<- 
*«g»' from the Man to the God is the very tiling of which 
this Idyl would treat. The principal characters, ind'ed, 
•hould be Gods; but through Hercules I can unite them 
^humanity, and so introduce a motion into the picture. 
Could 1 succeed in this undertaking, I should hope to 
W triumphed with the sentimental poetry over the 
naive itself." 

6 (W) 
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„T)ai idf auf bent IBegr, ben t(( nun einWage, in (Bet* 
//t^ied ®ebiet geratlje unb mi6) mii ihm werbc mejfen miif- 
,,fen, tfl freiHc^ mabr; auc^ tfl ed audgemac^t, bag tc^ ^tenn 
,,nebfn tbm t>erlifrfn tt)frbe. ffijeil mir aber au(5» ettoad 
,,iibr{g bleibt, wad me in % unb er nic errei(^>en Fann, fo 
,,tt)irb fetn ^Sorjug mir unb meinem 3)robucte feinen <©(|Ki- 
,,fcfn t^un, unb i(^> boffe, bag bie fRec^nung fK^ giemlt(^ 
,,bt&en fott. tlWan tt)irb und, toie tcb in meinem mutb»o(l- 
,,|len 5lugenbli(fen mir »erfprec^e, »erfc^ieben fpeciftcieren, 
,,aber unfere 9lrten einanber nic^it unterorbnen, fonbem 
,,unter einem \)'6t)txn tbealtfc^en ©attungdbegrtff einanber 
^coorbinicren." 

^(t)t Wlonatt fpater fc^n'eb (^c^iQer ^teriiber Solg^nbed an 
einen anbern Srcunb: 

„^o6) immer liegt ba« ungliidfelige 2Berf formlod unb 
,,enblod *or mir ba. 5lctned meiner alten <BtvLdt \)ai fo 
^,\)iel 3»crf unb gorm, aU ber SBaUenflein je^t fc^on ^at, 
,,abcr t^i toeig ie^t ju genau, toad tc^ wifl, unb tt>ad t(( foQ, 
„ald bag i^i mir bad ®efdjiaft fo lei^ft madden fonnte. — 
„Qi ijl mir fa(l Sltted abgefc^nitten, tooburc^ \6f biefem 
,,<Stoffe nadii meiner gettjobnten Slrt beifommen fonnte; »on 
,Mm 3nt>alte babe it^'fajt ni^itd ju ermarten; 9lfled mug 
^^burt^ eine gliicflit^e Sorm bewerfftelligt werben." 

,Xn »ir|l, bicfer ©c^ilberung na6), fiir^ftcn, bag mir b(e 
,,?uft an bcm Q)ef(^afte oergangen fri, obcr, toenn i6^ babei 
,,»ibcr mcine 9?eigung be^arre, bag idf meine 3'*^ ^<^^^* 
,,»crlieren toerbe. ©ei aber unbeforgt meine ?u(t ifl nic^it 
,,im geringflen gefc^toac^t, unb eben fo toenig meine ^off" 
,,nung eined trefflicben (Srfolgd. (Derabe fo ein (Stolf mugte 
^,ed fetn, an bem ic^ mein neued bramatifc^ed ^eben eroff-^ 
„nen fonnte. $ier, too tc^ nur auf ber SBrette etned @4>eer- 
,,me(ferd ge^je, too Jeber (Seitenfc^>ritt bad (J^ange gu ®runbt 
,,r{(^tet, fur), too icb nur burcb bie eingige tnnere SDabrbett, 
^,9lorbtoenbigfeit, ©tatigfeit unb ^efhmmtbfit meinen ^xotd 
^^erreic^en fann, mug bie entfcbcibrube ^riie mtt meinem 
^^poetifc^en dbarafter erfolgcn. ^ucb ifl fie ftJion jlarf im ?ln- 
ffhH^f ^^nn tct; tractire metn (S^cfc^dft gang anberd, aid tc^ 
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*»Sach an Idyl would be the very counterpart of High 

Comedy, approaching it on the one side, in form, very 

nearly, while on the other side, and in maiiei'j it would 

be its direct opposite. Comedy excludes all pathos; but 

its subject-matter *is the Actual ; the subject- ^^Hryy«,.^ 

matter of this Idyl is the Ideal. Comedy is ^ 

in Satire what the product in question would be in the 

Idyl, considered as one species of the Sentimental. Should 

it appear that such a treatment of the Idyl is impractica- 

ble, that the Ideal will not let itself be individualized, 

then Comedy would be tbe highest work of poetry, as I 

always held it to be, until I began to believe in the pos- 

ribility of such an Idyl. But only think of the enjoyment 

of seeing, in a poetic representation, all that is mortal 

dissolved away, — pure light, pure freedom, pure power, — 

no shadows, no limits, nothing more of all that. I grow 

dizzy when 1 think of this problem, of the possibility of 

its solution. I do not wholly despair of it, if my mind 

could only be free, washed pure of all the distractions of 

the Actual ; then I would summon up my whole power 

*nd the whole ethereal part of my nature at once, could I 

only get its pure use for this occasion. Ask mo no more 

fihout it. I have only the most wavering images of it, 

*nd only here and there some outlines. Long study and 

<^ffort must teach me whether anything firm, plastic, can 

be made of it." 

Tragedy was, however, the home to which Schiller soon 
returned, and this notwithstanding the frame of mind ho 
^tts in at the time. Ho had selected a subject from the 
Turkish siege of Malta, and he expected much from the 
use of the Chorus. The plan of the Knights of Malta is to 
'^ found among Schiller's literary remains, its execution 
had only been postponed at the time when he, in May, 
^<96, determined on WaUenstein. 

"I see myself," he wrote, ♦* upon a very fair way, that 
1 need but follow in order to produce something good. 

(67) 
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„el^cifia!« »>flfgte. Ttr ©toff unb ©egenjldnb Iff fo fe^r aufer 
,,mtr, ba§ tc^ tbm faum e tne ^{ei^ung ahqminntn fann ; 
„tx Ia§r mic^ betnabe Fait unb (tletct^giilttg, unb bocfi bin i6^ 
^,fiir btc 5lrbftt bcgefflert. 3*»^^ Stguren au^enommen, 
,,an bte mid{^ ^^etgung frfTelt, bebanble t(^ alle itbrtgen, unb 
,,^orjiiiili(b bfn |)aupt'(Ibarafter, bIo§ mit bet rrinen ?lebc 
„bf3 5\un(^Icr«, unb id^ \)erfprfd()e bir, bo§ jtc babun^ um 
„^\d)ti fcblec^trr au^fallen foUen. %btt pi btefem blo§ ohitt" 
,M^tn iPcrfabren tear unb ifl mtr bad toettlaufigc unb frntb- 
„\e\t (^tubtum brr QurQen fo unentbe^rltc^ ; benn td^ 
,,mu§tc hit |>anblung, toit hit d^araftcrc, au« tbret 3^t, 
„if)rtm 2oca\ unb htm gangen 3«f«ntmen^angc bcr 33e- 
„<jebcnbf{ten fcbopfcn, mld^ti id) mit wenigfr notbtg ^ttt, 
„rotm idf rnidi^ burc(> eigene (Jrfabning mit SRenfcticn unb 
^Untcrncbmungen aud biefer Stla^t batte bffannt mod^en 
^.fonnen. ^^ fud^e abft(t^tlic(; in ben (BtW^^t^qvitUtn tint 
„53cflrfn^ung, um mcinc 3bccn bun^i bte Umgebung 
„bfr Umflanbe jhcng ju befh'mmen unb gu »emirfli(^em 
,,Xa*jor bin 169 itcber, ba§ mi^ ba« -t^tflorifc^^e nitjt berob* 
,,gic^fn obcr labmrn toirb. 34 t»»fl baburcb meine Siguten 
„unb mcine ^?)anblimg bIo§ beleben; befeelen mu§ fie 
^bifj'eni'ge .^aft, bit id) aUenfafld f(bon babe geigen fonnen, 
,,unb obne tt>rlc(e ja Itbrrbaubt fetn ^rbanfe an btefed ®t* 
,,fcbaft »on 9Infang an m6gh'(J gettcfcn nwfre." 

©cit bcr ^Ht, ha biffed gefcjrieben tourbe, vergingen no^i 
jtoet 3a!?re unb bcinabc »ier ^onatt, t\)t <Scbifler ben SBaUen- 
flfin enbigtf. di entflanben aber inmittclfl mebrere fleinere 
(^thi^it, unb untcr bicfcn bie Je nten. Die (^efc^icjte biefed 
^obuftd fann vtrttctc^t dwoa^ britragen, manege baritber ge« 
fattte Urtl^file ju beri'cbtigem 

2ln ®ofttied Sfite begann fiir <Bdfi\ltxn tint neue unb 
Wonere 3ugenb. $o^e 93egci|tcrung fiir ailed S^reffiicte, leben- 
btger $a§ gegen falft^cn Giefc^macf iibert)aupt unb gegen iebf 
Sef4iranfung ber ©^^^[(^aft unb ^nn% beraufc^cnber Ueber* 
mutt^ im C^ffit^l etner \)orber faum gea^nten ^aft toax hamali 
bei if^m bie \)txx\d)tnht otimmung. Da(^er feine SSereinigung 
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Thisisilready much, undoubtedly much more than I could 
r*xxxTnil ^^^^ *boast of before in this field. Formerly 
I concentrated all my powers in individual- 
izing a performance ; now, however, all my calculations 
are nuMle in reference to it as a whole ; and I shall exert 
myielf to the utmost to hide this same richness in Individ- 
QalizatioD, and with the same luxuriousncss of art, as I 
formerly employed in revealing it, which was done that 
I might give to individualization the greatest prominence. 
Even if I desired to act differently, I am prevented from 
doing go by the very nature of the thing itself, for Wal- 
lenstein is a character purely practical, and therefore, can 
only prove interesting when we consider his whole life, 
but ne?er in any single act thereof. There is nothing 
noble in Wallcnstein, he does not appear great in any 
single act of his life, he possesses little dignity, &c. But 
I hope, nevertheless, by following the path of pure roiil- 
'*m, to be able to produce a groat dramatic character, and 
one posjieseing a true principle in life. Formerly, as in 
^woand CarloSy 1 endeavored to redeem what was want- 
ing in Truth, by making use of what was most boautiful 
in tbp Ideal ; here in WalUnsieiny 1 shall strenuously on- 
<ie«vorto indemnify for the want of Ideality (1 refer to 
th« BCD ti mental), by means of Truth only. 

"The task i have imposed upon myself will be neces- 
sarily difficult, but at the same time, so much the nioro 
interesting; since success is necessary to true realism, 
vhfereas the idealistic character can dispense with it. But, 
"niortunately, success was not with Wallenhtein. His un- 
^•^ruking is morally bad, and it fails physically. lie is 
never great in any single act, and if we consider his life 
»sa whole, we find that he fails to attain his object, ha 
c*nnot, like the Idealist, bury himself within himself, and 
^"nr above matter, but he would conquer it, would have 
niaiter subject to him, and cannot accomplish it. 

"That you will sci- mo wander upon this new, and from 
»n past experience strange, path, with some apprehension, 
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mit ^etiht gu einem UntemelS^men, bad <B^ilitv felbfl auf 
folgenbe %xt bcfcbrcibt: 

««Dte (Stnbett fann hti etnem foIc(en $robuct bIo§ in etncr 
,,flctt)iffen (SJrenjenlojigfcft unb afle 5Ke|Tung uberfcjrcttenbai 
,,SuUe gefudj^t tDfrben, unb bamtl bie ^eterogenttat ber bd* 
,,ben Url^f ber in bent Qcingelnen ntd^t gu erfmnm frt, mu§ bad 
,,(5injclne tin Minimum fcin. ^rj, bte ©acje be|h(>t in 
,,etnem gfn>t([cn Q^an^cn \)on (Spigrammen, beren jebed tin 
^,«Wonob!)h'(bon i|l. Dad Weifle tfl »ilbe ^Satire, bcfonbfrt 
,,auf (S^rfftjlcner unb fc^riftpeflcri'fc(>c 5>robucte, untmntf^it 
„mit etnjelnen porttfcbrn unb p(^t(ofopbtf(^tn Q)ebanfrn- 
,,$It^rn. (£d n>erben nid^t unter 600 \ol^t Tlenohiftit^tn 
„tocrbfn, aber ber JJlan i% auf 1000 ju jleigcn. (©inb teir 
,,mit ftncr bebeutenben Slnjabl fcrtig, fo toirb ber ^orcatt^, 
„mit SRiirf jtc^^t auf eine gctoiffe (Jtn^eit, fortirt, itberarbeitet, 
,,um einerlet Zon gu er^alten, unb jeber »trb bann »on fei- 
,^ner banter etn>ad au^uopfern fuc^en, urn {t4 bent anbem 
„me^r anjunabern." 

Differ flan wurbe nW audgefii(^rt. 3m 3uliud 1796 Wrieb 
(Scbillcr bariiber golgenbed: 

„Sftaii)Um iii} bie [Rebactton ber Jenien gema^t Jatte, 

„fanb iicb, ba§ noc^ eine erjlaunlic^e ^tn^t neuer ?Wono- 

,,bifticbfn niit^ig fei, wenn bie (Sammlung auc^ n::r etniger- 

^magen ben ©inbrucf eined (SJanjen mac^en foUte. ©ei! 

„aber etlicbe bunbert neue (Sinfafle, befonbcrd liber toiffen- 

,,fcbafHic^e ©egenftanbe, (Sinem nicbt fo Iti^t gu ®ebote 

^,fleben, aud^ bie SSodenbung bed ,,5Weiflfrd" ® oet^en cine 

,,|larfe Di^erfion macbt, fo finb toir iibereinflefommen, bie 

^^enien nic^t aid ein ©anjed, fonbern jerfliicfelt bem 3llma- 

„na^ einjutjerleiben. Die emf^baftcn, pbilofopl^ifc^en unb 

^^poettfcben toerben baraud ^ereinjcU unb balb in grogern, 

„balb in fleinem (3$angen ))orn tm Sllmanac^ angebracfit 

^,Die fatiriffjen folgen unter bem 9Jamen lenien nac^j/' 

(Ed mag fein, ba§ bei biefem ^erfa^ren mancbed Spigramm 

aufgenommen tturbe, bad bei einer fhrngen ^udmal^I nacfi bem 

erflen 9)Iane wec^geblieben ware. ®4iiUer tear atterbingd ba- 

maid geretgt nid^t bur()^ iBemerfungen iiber bie Mangel feincr 
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i can well understand. But do not fear too much. It ia 
truly astonishing how much of the practical the increas- 
ing years bring with them ; how much my uninterrupted 
intercourse with Goethe, and the study of the ancients, 
with which I only became familiar after I had written 
Oirfoa, gradually developed in mo. 

***U is true, that, by following the path I ^ 

have now concluded to take, 1 enter upon an- '■ -' 

other's domain, and be none less than Goethe, with 
whom I will be obliged to compete ; I am also fully awaru 
tliHl, compared with Goethe, I will be the loser. But, 
since something will also remain that is mine, and to 
which he can never attain, his superiority will neither be 
injurious to me, nor to my production ; and I hope the 
Ht-count between u« will very nearly balance. The public, 
^^ I fully anticipate when feeling most sanguine, will 
flass us differently ; they will not, however, make the stylo 
»•• one subordinate to that of the other, but, considering it 
in the light of a special idea of the higher idealistic order, 
*'ill muko our styles co-ordinate." 

£ight months later, Schiller wrote to another friend : 

"I nra still brooding seriously over Wallcnstein ; but 
th«' unfortunate work is still before ine, shapeless and end- 
^^^^' None of my former compositions have so much force 
^n<i substance us WaUcnfdein alTvady has; but 1 feel loo 
^*'^\ what 1 ought to do, and what I will do, to take the 
^ork more easily. Nearly everything whereby 1 might 
''Ppruach and treat of this subject in my usual way, is cut 
off from me; from the substance I have scarcely any- 
thing to expect, everything must be eflected by means of 
» happy form. 

"This description will make you fear that I have lo>t 
»i^l relish for the work, or that if I continue it contrary 
t<' my inclination, it will be so much lost time. You need 
not fear ; my inclination for it has not nbated in the slight- 
e-l degree, neither has my hope of great success. It was 
ihe Very subject 1 stood in need of to try my new dramatic 
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5^rcburte — benn fjieruber roar niemanb Warfltc^Hgtr aid ci 
fclb^ tt)tf 114 au« obigcn ©teaen feiner 53riffc tvciibt, unb jcbtii 
fctne r gre unbe forberte er gu frcimiit^n'gen Urt^etlcn auf -— fon- 
bcrn, »eil {^n bte jtalte unb (^enngfc^a^ung erbttterte, toomit 
tin Untfrne^^men, toofiir er ficfi bcgfijlfrt j>attc, ton mel^rcrfii 
8e{trn aufgrnommen toutbt. T)it^ tear brr SaQ bei ben ^0- 
rcn. 3w JBcrtrauen auf ben S3ft|lanb ber erflen ©c^^riftflefler 
ber 9?atton ffattt er auf etne gro§e SBirhing geretj^net unb trof 
bagegrn frl^r oft auf !l!J^ange( an (hn|>fangH(^Fett unb fleinHc^e 
^nfi^ten. (Sd Fonnte tt^m bann too^^t in etner ^uftoaHung ber 
Snbtgnatton and) tttoa^ ^tn\^li6ft^ begegnen; aber ber etgent* 
Iicbe (Beij^, in bent bte Jtnien gefc^rieben jinb, fprid^t fK^ fUr ben 
unbrfangcnen l^rfer im ©angen beutltc^ genug aud. 

(Jin ©ftteifcr mit ® oetj>e wranlagte im ^af^x 1797 (B^iU 
lfr« er|le 33aaaben. S3eibe T)i6fUx t^eiUen jt(<> in bie (2>tojfe, 
bit fte gemeinfc^aftlic^ audgefuc^^t fatten. S5on biefer (SJathing, 
bie <5c^iflfm lieb getoorben tear, lieferte er in fratcm 3airen 
no(!^ ^an^ti, nati^bem anbere fleinere (^ebicf^te feltener ton 
i^m erjt^ienen. 

(Scit bent ^a\)xt 1799 toibmete er fic^ gang ben brantatifc^en 
5lrbeiten, unb gab bie $erau^gabe be^ ^ufenalmanac^^ auf. 
Tie $oren fatten fc(>on f^ii^>er geenbic^L ®oet^e« ^ropplaen 
inbeJTen, fiir bie [i^ ©(fitter fel^r lebi^aft interefftrte, fottten 
23citragc ton ibm er^^altcn. 

3n cben tiefe ^tit trifft an^ tint IBeranberung feine« ©o^n- 
ortt^. Urn He 9ln|'c^auung bed 3^^fater? gu l^aben, tt>onte '2^i\' 
(er anfangltc^ nur ben tlOinter in ©eintar gubringen unb toa^« 
renb be« Sommer^ auf einem ©arten hti 3ena leben, ben er 
W bort gefanft battt, %htx fpaterl^in toutbe SBeimar fein be- 
ftanbiger 9lufentbalt. S5on bent regierenben ^ergoge tourbe er 
hii biefer (Delegen^cit auf eine fel)r eble 3lrt unterjKi^t, fo tote 
ibn Uberbaupt biefer giirjl bei j'ebem 5lnla(fe hnx^ bie beut* 
lic^flen Settjeife feined SBoljlwoUend erfreute. 3N terbanfte 
(Scjitler im 3al)r 1795, aid er einen 9luf aW ^Jrofeffor nad^ 
2:iibingen erbielt, bie S^P^f^unS ^^^^ SSerboppelung feined 
©ebnited, auf ben J^aU, ba§ er burtb Shanf^eit an fcjriftfteae- 
rift^en ^rbeiten terf^inbert oiirbe, nat^\)tx im 3<t^re 1799 fine 
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CBreer. Boanded as I am within such narrow limits, 
where each step beyond them destroys the whole, in a 
worci, where my object can only be obtained by innate 
truth, necessity, perseverance, and precision, a decisive 
cri^ifl in my poetical character must be the result, and it is 
com ing on. I find a very different spirit in my work from 
that which formerly moved me. *My subject is so 
*- -' muchoutsideofmyselfthat I remain quite cool and 

unconcerned, and yet I feel enthusiasm for the work. With 
the exception of two personages that have won my affec- 
tion, I treat all, and especially the principal character, with 
the pure love only of the artist, and I promise you it will be 
none the worse for its being so. But 1 found that a serious, 
though cheerless study of authorities, was indispensable to 
this objective method ; it was necessary to seek events, 
characters, and personages in their own era, a labor which 
might have been dispensed with, if by personal experience 
Ihad made myself acquainted with men and things of 
those classes. I endeavor to tix a limit to the historical 
sources, to determine my ideas by the chain of events, and 
to realize them. Of this I am certain, that the historical 
el<?inent will neither draw me down, nor circumscribe mo 
in nay work. I design by these means to give life only to 
fny perbonages : they must receive soa/^ (animation) from 
that power of which I may at times have given proof, and 
without which it would have been folly to have given one 
mument's thought to this work." 

Two years and nearly four months elapsed, dating from 
tljeiime this was written, before Schiller finished Wallen- 
«to7i. But, during the interval, quite a number of minor 
pwjins made their appearance, and among them were those 
♦epigrams, under the name of Xenien or Xenia, An account 
"f this production may assist somewhat in correcting some 
of tbe many judgments passed upon it. 

By the side of Goethe, there bloomed a new and happier 
youth for Schiller. Unbounded enthusiasm fur all that 
'^as excellent ; hatred for bad taste, affectation, and dul- 
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frrnfTC S^h%t, nnb gule^t tm ^a\}xt 1804, toegen bebrutenber 
Slnerbtetungen, bte (Ed^tUcrn von Berlin aud gema^t tourbtn, 
cine IBermc^rung feiner Sefolbung. ^ud) toax U brr {)ei^09 
ton (^a4lffn-SBeimar, ber aui etgener SBmegung tm 3al^r 
1802 St^iUern ben SlbcUbricf audtoirfte. 

9lu§er O^oet^ed 9{a^e batte ber Slufent^dt iniJBetmar f&r 
^(^tUcrn nod^ anbere crbeblt^e Sortbcile. 3^ f^^ncr tluf- 
bfitfrung bitnte befonberd em bamald erric^teter frB^lic^cr 
iilubb, fiir ben er, fo toie ® oet^e, einige 0efeUf(J^afHi(3^e 2ie- 
berbtd^tete. Die oter SBeltalter unb bad Steb an bte 
8 r e u n b e entflanben auf biefe %xt. Da« Z\)iatn gab ©^tl- 
lern vtelen Q)enu§, unb gem bef(bafitgte er |i(^ auc^ mtt ber 
bobem $lu><bilbung ber bortigen <B6)au^pitltt. 

@eine Slnfid^ten ber ^unfl unb Sixitif in biefer le^ten ^Mobe 
feined Sebend ergeben ft(^ aud folgenben gragmenten feiner ba« 
maligen 23riefe: 

„^it miilTen ficj ni(bt tounbem, »enn ic^ mfr bte ®if» 
,,fenfd^aft unb bte ^nfl je^t in einer gr0gern (Shttfentung 
,,unb C^ntgegenfe^ung benfe, aid id) vor eintgen 3a^ren 
„»iefleid?t gencigt getoefen bin. ?Weine gauge S^^jatigfeit 
,Mt ftc^ d^rabe je^t ber ^udiibung gugetoenbet: \^ erfal^re 
.^tagltc^, tt)ie mcnig ber $oet burd^ allgemeine reinc 
,,53egrijfe bei ber Sludiibung geforbert »irb, unb toarc in 
,,bicfer <Stimmung gumeilen un^)bilofo|>^>ifc^^ genug, ailed, 
,,n>ad {(b felbf^ unb anbre von ber C^lementar-^efl^etif lotf- 
,,fen, fiir finen einjigen empirifc^en 93ortl^etl, fiir einen 
,,^unilgnjf bed ^anbtoerfd (^injugeben. 3n ^iliicfrttbt auf 
,,bad |>en)orbringen toerben <Sie mir g»ar felbf^ bie Un|utang« 
„Ii(bfeit ber Ziftoxit einraumen, aber i^ be^ne meinen Un- 
,,glaubrn au(^auf bad Seurttl/ilen and unb mcid^te be- 
,,bauptfn, ba§ ed fein ®efa§ gibt, bie 2Berfe ber (JKnbil- 
,,bungdfraft gu fajfen, aid eben biefe (Sinbilbungdfraft 
,.felbfl. - 

,,©enn man bie 5lunfl, fo toie bie WIofo|»^ie, aid ettoad, 
,,bad immer toirb unb nie ifl, aid immer bvnamifd^ unb 
,,nid»t, toie fte ed jf$t nenncn, atomifh'fcb betracbtet, fo fann 
,,man gegeu jebed 3}robuct gerec^t fein, of^ne baburtb einge* 
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oen generally, And for every restriction on Art and ScU 
ence ; bewildering haughtiness, in the consciousness of 
powers never dreamed of before, were now the ruling pas- 
sion with him. 
♦This accounts for his connection with Goethe -^ 

r xLi I 

in an enterprise, which Schiller thus describes : *■ -' 
"Unity, in such a production, can be sought only in a 
certain unbounded and interminable fulness; and that the 
heterogeneous characters of the originatora be not dis- 
cernible in the individual parts, they must be a minimum. 
In a word, the whole affair consists of a conglomeration 
of epigrams, of which each is a single couplet. They con- 
sist chiefly of wild and impious satires, especially against 
aothors and their works, intersected here and there by 
sudden flashes of poetical and philosophical ideas. There 
^ill be no less than six hundred of such tnonodistichsj but 
we propose making a thousand. When we have a rea- 
sonable number ready, the stock will bo spread out before 
u«, with a view to a certain individuality, to preserve 
unity of tone ; and each of us will endeavor to sacrifice a 
portion of his style, to approach, as near as possible, to 
that of the other." 

This project was never put into execution. In July, 
l"96, Schiller wrote about it as follows : 

"Shortly after I had undertaken the editing of the 
^enkn^ it became apparent that un immense number of 
^onodigtichs would yet be necessary, if the collection 
should present anything like the appearnnce of a whole. 
IJut since several hundred new ideas, especially on scien- 
tific subjects, are not so apt to stand at a person's imme- 
diate command, and Goethe being busy tiiiishini; his Wil- 
^«^m Afrwfer, we have concluded to embody the Xenien in 
^^^ Aimanach as unconnected particles, not pretending to 
conuitute a whole. The earnest, philosophical, and poet- 
•tal epigrams are to be separated from the others, and, 
s<>metimes constituting a larger, somotimc^s a smaller 
whole, are to be given a place in the front part of the Al^ 
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J*r«nft ju tofTbcn. (J« ift aber tm (JbftTflftrr b« I^nit- 
,,fd|;fn, ba§ tbnen atted ((letcb fef^ »irt, unb ba§ He tie nii« 
,,enbltd)e Mun^, fo »te lie ed bei ber 9{efonnattott mtt bet 
,;IbfoIcgte getnadyt, gletfj^ in em evmbolum t^tneinbannen 
,,mujfen. Tegtoegen gereicben tbnen felb^ trep(be SBerfe 
,4um ^erberben, n>etl fie gletcb fitr ^eiltg nnb etvtg erflart 
^^toerben, unb ber fhebenbe jtitn^ter tmmer barauf gurfitf- 
,,i)eto)tefen totrb. 9n btefe SDerfe ntcbt religion glaubcn, 
,,bet§t ^e^eret, ba bocb bte jhinft uber aQen SBerfen tft & 
„g^ibt freilicb tn ber ^unf^ ein Maximum, aber m'l^t m ber 
,,mobernen, bte nur tn etnem eotgen Bortfc^ritte i^x ^tl 
^^finben fann. — 

//34 b^^^ btefer Xa^t ben rafenben 9(oIanb nteber 
„c^t\t\tn, unb fann btr ntcbt genug fagen, tote anjte^Knb 
,,unb erqutcfcnb mir bfefe 2eetiire »ar. t)ier tjl geben unb 
,,9en>e(|ung unb Sarbe unb SitQe; man tttrb aud |t4 
,,hrraui5 in^ t^oHe Seben unb bo(^ to)teber oon ba juritc! in 
,,ftcb fflbfl binetni^efUbrt; man f^tttmmt in etnem rei^^ 
,,unenblt(ben C^Iementr, unb to)trb fetne^ etoigen tbenttf(|^ 
,,^6d Ic^ unb ertfh'rt eben be§u>e0en mebr, totil man au6 
,S\(b ff Ibf^ geriffen t»irb. Unb bct^ ifc tro$ aller Uepptg* 
,,feit, 9lafl!efiflfeit unb Ungebulb, gorm unb fian tn bem 
,,C9cbtcbt, t»eld?ed man mebr em»)finbet aid erfennt, nnb 
,,an ber (Btattflfeit unb jitb felbfl erf^altenben Sebagltcb- 
„fett unb grb'blicbfeit bed 3"f^^"^*^ nwbmtmmt. greili^i 
„barf man bier feine liefe fucben unb feinen (Xm(t; aber 
,,n>tr braucben mabrlid) aucb bie Slacbe fo nott^tg aid bie 
^liefe, unb fitr ben (Jmft forgt bie 93emunft unb bod 
^^cbicffal genug, ba§ bte Jb^ntafie jt^l nit^t bamit )u be- 
^^mengen braucbt. — 

,,9lo(b bejfe icb in meinem poeh'fcben ©treben fetnen 
,,9liicff(britt getban gu baben, einen ^eitenfcbritt bieUettbt, 
,,inbem ed mir begegnet fetn fann, ben materteUen Jot* 
,,berungen ber SDflt unb ber ^^it et»od eingeroumt |u 
„bttben. Tit ffierfe bed bramatiftben ^i(bterd toerben 
,,fcbneaer nid afle anbere »on bem 3fiHfern ergrijfen; ei 
,,fommt felbfl, toiber ©iOen, mil ber gro§en ?Waffe in tint 
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manaeh. Those of a satirical vein are to follow, under 
the head of Xeniet^*' 

By this manner of proceeding, it mny have happened 
that many an epigram was included, which would have 
been omitted had the original plan been adhered to. Schil- 
ler was undoubtedly very much irritated at this time, not on 
r»TT Til •^^^^**"* ®^ *"y remarks derogatory to his ♦com- 
positions, for in this respect no one could have 
Veen more penetrating than he was himself, as shown 
by the above extracts from his letters, and also from the 
tact that he always called upon his friends to give their 
opinions freely and frankly, but on account of the coldness 
iod indifference which a production, for which he had felt 
K much enthusiasm, met with in many quarters. This 
vw the case with the Horen, Having received the most 
flattering promises, he had every reason to be confident 
of the support of the first writers of the nation, and, there- 
fore anticipated the grandest results ; whereas he often 
3et with indifference, and mean and shallow views. It 
"nay be that in such momenU of natural indignation, being 
only a mortal, he allowed himself to be carried away ; 
oQt the true spirit in which the Xenien were written is 
clearly enough expressed, as a whole, to the impartial 
reader. 

In 1797, Schiller produced his first ballads, the idea of 
^iiich took its rise in a friendly rivalry with Goetho. 
The two poets divided the subjects which they had selected 
'0 common. Of this species of poetry, to which Schiller 
M become attached, he gave, in later years, quite a 
Dumber to the public, even after other minor poems ap- 
peared at rare intervals from his pen. 

f'rom 1799, he devoted himself entirely to dramatic 
^^itings, and renounced the publication of the Musen- 
^imanach. The Horen ceased, however, some months be- 
tore. Goethe's T^ropylccen^ for which Schiller interested 
fiiinself greatly, were to receive contributions from him. 
It was about this time that he changed his residence. 
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^,i){fIffiHge«S3erfi^rung, Ui bcr man ntt^t immer rein BletBt. 

,,$lnfang^ defadt ed, ben (>errf(^er guina^ien iiber bte dk- 

,,mittl^er ; aber toeld^em {)errfd|;er begegnet ed ntc^t, baf et 

^,au(j^ »iebcr ber Die ner feiner I^tener toirt, urn feine ^err- 

//f^aft )u belt>du)>ten? Unb fo fann ed mM^t gef^iet^en 

„\tin, ba§ tcb, tnbem t^ bte beutfc^en ^ii^nen mtt bent ®t* 

„xdu^df meiner (Btndt erfuUte, au(^ »on ben beutf^en Siith 

„nen et»a« angenontnten i^aht/' 

9{a(^bent (Ect^tUer etnmal burd); ben l!Ba0enfletn bie ^tifttt* 

fcbaft errungen \)aHt, folgten feine iibrigen bramatifd^en ©erfr 

fd^neU auf einanber, obgletc^ feme 2:^aHgfett oft burc^ forper- 

li^e Sfiben unb 6efonber« im 3a^re 1799 bur^j (gorge fur tint 

geliebte ®attin, bei if^xtx bamali'gen gefa^rltd^en 5tranfJ^eit, 

unterbrodjjen »urbe. SBallenjletn erf^ien 1799, ^atxa 

(Stuart 1800, bie 3ungfrou »on Orleans 1801, bie 

©raut bon ?Weffina 1803 unb ©il^elm ZtU 1804. 

3n eben biefem 3rt^re fcterte er bte Slnfunft ber rufjifcden 

(5)rogfiirihn, bie fid? mit bem Grbprinjen oon <Sn4ifen-®eimar 

oerniat^Ite, burtb bie ©ulbigung ber ^itnfte. Slfle biefe 

2Berfe liegen i^m noc^ 3"^ "^"9/ @^)aff^>eare*-« ^acbetj 

unb^ojgi'tf Xuranbot fiir bad beutfd{?e X^eater ^u bear- 

beiten. ^pd'ter tt)urben noc^ 9tacine'd $l?abra unb gtoei 

franjoftfdje iJuftfpiele oon i\)m iiberfe^t. 3n ben 3»if4>«n|eiten 

befc|>aftigten i\)n mel^rere brantatifd^e yiane, »o»on (i(^ tin 

X\)tii unter feineu "Papifren aufgefunben ^at. 

%u^ fiir eine ^ombbie f^atte er einen ®toff gefunben, fii^Ite 
fi(f^ aber gu fremb fiir biefe ®attung. 

„^toat gliiube icji mi^/' f(^?rieb er einem Sreunbe, ber- 
„j[enigen 5lomobic, too ed nte^^r auf eine fomifd^e 3wfflW' 
^menfiigung ber 33egf ben^citen, aid auf fomifd^e Cftaraftere 
„unt auf $)umor aafontmt, ge»ac^fen; aber meine 9?atur 
„i\t ted) gu em|l gejiimntt, unb »ad feine 2^iefe \)at, fann 
„mid? nic^t lange angie^en." 

9?a(^ ber Ueberfepung ber 9>^abra ^atte er etn neued brama- 
tifc^ed (S)ebi4t begonnen, toooon bie ®ef4)i(f^te bed falfcfien 
Demetriud in 9^u§lanb ber (gtoff tear. S3ei biefem 2Berfe, 
mitten im S3oagefii^l feiner geijHgen 5lraft, ergriff i^n ber Xob, 
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In order that he might be able to visit the theatre, Schil* 
ler at first intended to remain in Weimar only during 
the winter, and to spend the summer on his country place, 
near Jena, which he had lately purchased. But somu 
time later, Weimar became his permanent place of resi- 
dence. About this time he was liberally and generously 
supported by the reigning Duke, who was ever ready to 
give him substantial proofs of his appreciation and re- 
spect, and in a manner which could not fail to touch 
Schiller's heart. This Duke also, in 1795, about the time 
Chiller was offered a professorship at Tubingen, assured 
Mm that his allowance should be doubled if illness should 
prevent him from prosecuting his literary labors; after- 
wards, in 1799, *hi8 pension was increased, and ^ ^ 
again in 1804. It was also the Duke of Sachsen- '■ 
Weimnr who, unsolicited and from the purest motives, 
obtained the Patent of Nobility for Schiller. 

Schiller's sojourn at Weimar possessed, besides Goethe's 
proximity, other important advantages for him. A club, 
instituted about this time, for which he and Goethe were 
>n the habit of composing social song?, was a source of 
great pleasure to him. The Four Ages of the Worlds and 
'^0 my FrumdSj originated in this manner. Schiller was 
^ery fond of the theatre, and it gave him much plcasur<3 
to assist in perfecting the actors of Weimar in their pro- 
f**s§ion. 

His views on art and criticism, during this last period 
^^islife, are to be found in the following fragments of 
''w letters written at the time: 

"You must not be surprised if 1 consider Art and Sci- 
ence at a greater distance, and more in opposition, than I 
^*^^ perhaps willing to acknowledge some years ago. My 
D^'nd is now actively directed to practice : 1 experience, 
<Ja'ly, how little the poet is assisted in practice by means 
^f clear ideas generally y and, when in this frame of mind, 
I Would be unphilosophical enough, at times, to give 
everything that I and others know of Elementary -^s- 
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CHn l^ffH^er fftndfaU fctner getoBt^nli^en 9ruPfranf(^f{t rnbigtc 
fftn Seben am 9. ^ai 1805. 

(Jr ^intcrHc§ cine ®itt»e, j»fi <B6\fnt unb j»ei Xo^ter. 
Son fcinen bret (S(^n>efhrn nnir btc jungf^e oot tt^m gej^orbm ; 
bte altefh abcr Ubte in ^D^einingrn ali d^attin bed bafigen ^of« 
ratlj^d 9{ e i n » a I b, unb bte gtoeite n>ar an ten ^tatfpfarrer 
Sranf^ gu ^i>c!mitl^l, im ^iinigrei^e S^iirttemberg, oer^* 
ratbet. 

^(biderd (Beficbtdgiige ftnb am treuef^en unb gei^odflen ia 
etner foloffalen Siifle »on Dannerfer in Shittgart barge* 
^eUt »orben. (2Hne friiber \)erfertigte ^iif^e in Seben^ro§e, 
tooju (^(btUer toabrenb feined le^ten ^ufentbaltd in e(bn>aben 
gefeffen batte, lag babei gum ®runbe, unb biefed Serf in einem 
gro§em (^tple mit aller ^nfhengung feiner jtrafte andgufitbren, 
bef^top ber eble ^iinfller in bem $lugenblic!e ber f^^fttn 9{ii^ 
rung, ba er bie 9{a(^ri4lt t>on bem Xobe feined Sreunbed erbielt. 

C^oetbed !S3ortr itber ©^iUent mSgen biefen 9luf(a|^ b^ 
f(f^Iie§en: 

di gliil^te feine SDange rotb unb r5tber 
S3on jener 3ugenb, bte und nie entfliegt, 
SSon ienem ^vitl^, ber friiber ober fpd'ter 
jDen SBiberjlanb ber fhtmpfen ©elt befiegt, 
SSon jenem ®Iauben, ber fic^, (tet« erbb'bter, 
Salb fiil^n btn>orbrangt, balb gebulbtg fcbmiegt, 
!Damit ba« ®ute t»irfe, »acbfe, fromme, 
jDamit ber ^ag bem C^blen enbltt^ fomme 

Unb man^e ©eifler, bte mit ibm gerungen, 
(Sein gro§ Serbienfl unoiQig anerfannt, 
(Bit fii^len ftc^ 9on fctner ^aft burtbbrungen, 
3n feinem 5lreife wiUig feflgebannt 
3um $o4flen ^at er ftcb emporgeft^toungen, 
^it aQem, toad loir fc^a^en, eng t>erti»anbt. 
©0 feiert ibn! £enn, toaij bem tWann bad ?ebeii 
9{ur ialh txt\)ti\t, foil gang bie ![i{a($n>eU geben* 
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)tics, for a single empirical advantage, for a single 
ack of the trade. In regard to the art of creating, you 
11 no doubt coincide with me as to the insufficiency of 
)ory, but I also extend my disbelief to the critique^ and 
•old assert that there is no vessel better adapted to con- 
n the works of the imaginative faculty than just the 
aginative faculty itself. 

'* If we consider Art as well as Philosophy, as something 
at always is to be, yet never is, as something dynamical, 
id not, as you now denominate it, atomistic, we can be 
»t towards every production, without, therefore, being 
I , in the slightest degree *hemmed in. But it is 
characteristic of the Germans, that everything 
nmediately takes root, that is, becomes stable, and they 
yrabolically fetter infinite Art as they did Theology dur- 
Qg the Reformation. Consequently, some really admir- 
ble works are condemned, simply because they are im- 
mediately declared to be inviolable and everlasting, and 
be attention of the ambitious artist, who would ascend 
'igber, is forever directed back to them. Not to believe 
cligiously in such works is heresy, — whereas Art soars 
^bove all works. It is true, there is a maximum in Art, 
>ut not in our modern Art; it alone can find its salvation 
n everlasting progress. 

" It was but lately that I read Orlando Furioso again, 
md I cannot say enough to express to you, how attrac- 
^'e and refreshing its perusal was to me. Here we find 
life, motion, color, and vigor; we are drawn out of our- 
selves, and led into full life, and thence drawn back again 
"^to ourselves; we float in a rich, unfathomable element, 
ind lose sight of our everlasting identical ego^ and exist, 
^berefore, the more, because we are torn from out our- 
'eWeg. And still there is, notwithstanding all sensuous- 
lets, restlessness, and impatience, form and plan in the 
P^m, which we not so much discern as feel, and which, 
awing to the restiveness and self-subsisting agreeableness, 
indgayety of the situation, we cannot so readily recog- 
7 (W) 
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^Iiarlotte toon SdjiHtr. 

CPbarlotte 9on ^i^tdcr, gebonte 9on Stn^efelb, erBIiiRe (m 
9{o9cmbtr 1766 tn (Bc^toar^burg-aiubolflabt bad Stc^t beifBelt. 
3m gebruar 1790 tourbe Tte <E(^tarrd &attin. Siin^etn Sa^rc 
l^tnbuK^ war fie fetne gliicfHc^e ^cbendgefal^THn. 

9{ur tmmcT toteberfei^Tenbe ^orge urn fdne C^efunb^ett 
fonnte bird f(^6ne Daftin tritbtn. 3m griibling bed fe(^)e(ittcit 
3af>rfd tbrer (^^e cntrtg t^n btr 3:ob tl^ren Slrmnt, bet SBcIt 

(Sf^arlotte Icbte gan| tn (Bt^iUtt unb ttnjtg fitr t^n. din 
SDefen 9oC[ rctncr, rtnntger dhnpfangltc^fett fur bie 0ufna|^me 
fetner 3been tmmer urn fi(^ gu finben, toar t^^m Seburfntf, 
unb in fetnen ^ittbeilungen fanb dt^axiettt i^r bo(^M <i^Iit<f* 
,,(5ic folgtc gcrn, bcnn ibr »arb Iciest ju folgrn." (Kn |i(^mt 
©efd^marf tear i^jr in bcr harmonic tbicr (©cclenfatigfrtten 
angeborem 3^r ©rfitt^l toarb ni(^t fcUen fin bffHmmenbcd 
Urrbeil fUr i^n^ X^cr SBiberoiae aeaen aVit^ ©emeine lag in 
U)x tote in i\fm. 

(Bit roar bad Scib, beffen cr beburfte. dt fonnte auf ben 
naren ©runb btefer <^eele f4>auen, in ber ni4>td ^erborgened 
lag^ ia, ber ed unmogltct) toar, ein ^ort anberd, benn aid hreued 
8tlb i^rer ©efitble unb ®ebanfen aud|ufpre(^en. jDer er« 
frifc^ente ^audf bliil^enber $^antafie toe^te bur^) i\}x 2thtn, 
unb ibre ^egleiterin, bie {)offnung, er^ielt in (S^arlotten bie 
<S4>tUern fo too^Uba'Hge C)eiteTfeit. (gelbi^anbtgfeit unb (E^« 
rafter oermogen jid) gegen bie oft (arte ^lot^toenbigfeit )« ftcvx" 
mtn, aber ber 3Auber bed Umgangd entquitlt nur jenen 4^m« 
meldfraften. 

Sbariottend Sriefe (aben eine etgene ®ra)ie. 9UIed (Smfkf 
unb C^ro§e erfaffcnb, bo4> bie jtleinigfeiten bed taglic^en Sebend 
fein fiiblenb unb im ^eitem, oft fomif4>en <Binne (altenb, fttU 
len fte ben ge gentoartigen foment flar unb anmut(}ig bar* 

9{a(b <B^iHti^ Xobe lebte fie ber (irgiebung unb Seitung bed 
£ebendganged il^rer oier gut gearteten unb talentooUen ^nber. 
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oiie. Depth and earnestness, it is trae, are not to be 
looked for here; but we certainly need shallowness as 
well as depth, and for earnestness we have reason and 
destiny, which take sufficient care that phantasy need not 
meddle in the matter. 

*' So far I do not think that I have made a single step 

backwards in my poetical endeavors ; I may have taken 

a step to one side, inasmuch as it may have occurred to 

me, that I conceded something to the material demands 

of the world and the times. The works of the dramatic 

poet are seised upon by the times quicker than those of 

any other class of authors ; he comes personally into the 

Closest connection with the great mass of the r^Hp.._^ 

people, whereby he does not always remain free ^ 

from contamination. At first it pleases us to play the 

part of ruler over the minds of others ; but what ruler 

baa not experienced that he is apt to become the servant 

of his servants, in order to assert bis authority ? And thus 

it may have happened that having filled the German 

stages with the noise of my productions, something from 

the German stages may also have clung to me." 

After Schiller had achieved the mastership through 
Wallenstein, his other dramatic works appeared in rapid 
succession, notwithstanding that he was often interrupted 
l>y bodily infirmities, and especially, in 1799, by the 
f<»r and solicitude entertained for the recovery of his 
^ife, who was dangerously ill at the time. Wallensiein 
appeared in 1799 ; Maria Stuart in 1800 ; The Maid of Or- 
'^aa* in 1801 ; The Bride of Messina in 1803, and William 
Tell in 1804. It was also in this year that he celebrated 
the arrival of the Russian Grand Princess, who was es- 
poused to the Hereditary Prince of Sachsen-Weimar, with 
^^ Honuige of the Arts. Notwithstanding these many 
works, he still found time to prepare Shakespeare's Mac- 
^^and Gk>zzi's Turandot for the German stage. At a 
^Ater period, he translated Racine's PhMre, and two com- 
edies, from the French. In the meantime, quite a num- 

(66) 
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^e ttUhtt no4 ^it Srtube, ibrc (ctbcn ®0(ne glMt^^ Mr* 
(mat^et ju fel^en. S^re It^ttn £fben0ja(»re toaren ttm^ 
^tod'c^e ber $lugen, bit mtt ooaigcr Sltnb^ttt UUo\)it, gc« 
truM. @{t rrtrug au^ bitfetf Unoliicf mtt 9{ut( nnb (Er« 
gebung, genog no(( (^ettere Xagt mtt t(}reii ittnbent tm i^rtfe 
toiirbtger greuitbt aud ^((toabcm ^a^ tintx gcbtngeiten 
Slugenoperattoit, btc i|^r bad iBttbfrgett>miten bed ®cftc(td !»rr* 
ft>ra(^, btfttl fie tin iJf^enoenfc^Uig. ^te f^arb in ben Srmen 
)tt>eter t^^rer ^inber, tn Sonn, tm 3ultud 1826. 3tre le^ten 
^tunben toaxtn fanft* Sei entf^tounbener Rarer ^fornien* 
(ett fiil^Ue fie bte 2;rennung bon ben 3(^rtgen ntc^t unb berf<|irb 
tn freunbl^en ^l^antafien. SBer {id^ bon ben getfl« unb ge« 
mutf^ocQen 3ud^n tiered Stlbntffed ongegogen fiil^U unb i^ren 
mtlben (imflug auf bad Seben bed grogen Dic^terd i»erfolgen 
tDtQ, fann Gbarlotten tn ^(^tUerd Mtn, aud ben (Erinuenni* 
gen fetner Sreunbe gefct^&pft^ noj^er fennen lemen* 
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bar of dimmatie plans occupied his Attention, whereof » 
part was foand among his literary remains. 

He bad also foand a subject for a Comedy, but he felt 
himself too much of a stranger in this field. He thus 
wrote to a fSriend on the sul;jeot : 

*' I believe that I am equal to the kind of comedy where 

it depends more upon Joining the incidents in a comical 

manner, than upon comical characters and humor; but 

my disposition, however, is too sober, and what has no 

depth cannot attract me for any length of time." After 

he had translated Phidre, he commenced a new dramatic 

poem, of which the story of the false Demetrius of Bussia 

WM the subject. While occupied with this work, in the 

ftiU knowledge and enjoyment of his mental faculties, he 

-- - was stricken down. *He Buffered a severe re- 

-* lapse of his old disease of the breast, and died 

May 9th, 1806. 

He left a widow, two sons, and two daughters, Of his 
three sisters, the youngest died before bim ; the eldest mar- 
ried Hofrath Beinwald, in Meiningen ; the second, Hcrr 
Prankh, the clergymran of Meckmuehl, in Wttrtemberg. 
Schiller's features are most faithfully and intellectually 
reproduced, in a colossal bust, by Dannecker, in Stuttgard. 
A life-size bust, undertaken some time previously, for 
which Schiller had sat during his last sojourn in tSuabia, 
was relinquished in consequence ; and the noble hearted 
^tist, when plunged into the greatest grief at the news 
<>f his friend's death, at once resolved to execute this im- 
mortal work on a larger scale, in a grander style, and with 
All the means in his power. 
With Goethe's words on Schiller, we close this sketch : 

fBumed in his cheeks, with ever deepening fire, 
The spirit's 'youth, which never passes by, — 



t We hare borrowed the traiislation of these vemes from James F. 
^ke We are also indebted to Thomas Carlylo and John S. Dwight 
^occasional translations of Schiller's teUert.—ED. 
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The coura^, which, though worlds in hate conspi 
Conquers at last their dull hostility, — 

The lofty Faith, which, ever mounting higher, 
Now presses on, now waiteth patiently, 

By which the good tends ever towards his goal, 

By which Day lights at last the generous souL 

Many there were who, while he dwelt on earth, 
Hardly due honor to his powers would pay, 

But now are overshadowed hy his worth. 
Willingly suhject to his magic lay. 

Up to the highest borne, a second birth 
Links him with all the Best that's passed away. 

Then honor him I What life but poorly gave. 

An after-world shall heap above his grave. 
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[*XLTii] *CHARLOTTE VON SCHILLER. 

Ghablotts yon SchillbR) d^ Lengefeld, was born 
1766, in Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt. She was married to 
Schiller in February 1790; and, for fifteen years, was his 
happy and faithful companion. 

Nothing but ever>recurring fears for his health, could 
dim the existence of this good and beautiful being. In 
spring, the sixteenth year of their marriage, death tore 
him from her loving embrace, and from the world. 

Charlotte lived wholly in Schiller, and only for him. 
It was a necessity with Schiller to have always around 
bim a being full of pure, intellectual susceptibility for the 
reception of his ideas, and in his communications Char- 
lotte found her greatest happiness. " She gladly followed, 
for it was an ea.sy, a loving task to follow." She was 
gifted with a decided taste, for her mental faculties were 
in harmony. Her sentiments were frequently accepted 
by him as a decisive judgment. The abhorrence for every- 
thing common was as strong in her as in him. 

She wa3 the wife he so much needed. He could gaze 
"pon the clear ground of this being, in whom there lay 
nothing concealed, aye, for whom it was even impossible 
^0 utter a word that was not the true picture of her feel- 
ings and thoughts. The refreshing breath of blooming 
Phantasy sighed through her life, and its companion, 
Bope, preserved in Charlotte, what was so beneficial to 
Schiller, life and spirit. Independence and character 
'nay avail to stem dire necessity, but the charm of inter- 
course alone can spring from these heavenly powers. 

(68) 
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Charlotte's letters are written with a peculiar grace. 
Grasping everything earnest and ennohling, yet having 
a fine feeling for the minor occurrences of eyery-day life, 
and looking upon them in a cheerful, often in a comical 
light, her letters depict the present moment in a clear and 
spirited style. 

After Schiller's death she devotod her life to the careful 
education of her four good and talented chil- p-. -.-.-i 
dren. ''^he lived to see her two sons happily 
married. 

An affection of the eyes, threatening total blindness, 
saddened her closing years. She bore this affliction with 
courage and resignation, and enjoyed many happy days 
with her children, in the circle of worthy friends from 
Suabia. After a successful operation, promising the com- 
plete restoration of her eyesight, she was struck with 
palsy. She died in the arms of her children, at Bonn, 
July, 1826. Her last hours were tranquil. Her mind 
wandering, she failed to realize the pangs of parting from 
those nearest and dearest to her, and departed this life 
revelling in the realms of friendly Phantasy. Whoever 
feels attracted by Charlotte's intellectual superiority and 
goodness of soul, as here delineated, and would know more 
of the mild and beneficial influence she exercised on the 
great poet's life, may consult Schiller's life, drawn from 
the memoirs of his friends. 

H. D. W. 
PmiiAPKLFHiA, Norember, 1871. 
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M^hi t «"ii^T 



SBiQ flc^ ^eftor etoig toon mir menben, 
^0 %dax\i mit ben unna^barn ^anben 
Xem 3)atroflu«J fc^rccflic^ Dpfer brlngt? 
^cr mirb fitnftig beinen ^leinen itf^xtn 
8peere tocrfen unb tic ©fitter c^rcn, 
SBenn ber ^njlre Drfud bic^ )»erfd^lingt? 

^eftor* 
2:]^eured S^elb, gebiete beinen X^ranenl 
92ac^ ber 3eltfd)la(!^t i^ meitt fturig (Se^nen, 
Diefe ^rme fd^ix^en ^ergamud. 
^ampfenb fur ben ^eiPgcn ^crb bcr Oottcr 
gaU' i^, unb bed 9$aterlanbed ^letter 
@teig^ i(^ nieber gu bent flpg'fc^en glup* 

Slnbromad^e. 
!Rimmer laufc^' ic^ beiner SSaffen ©d^alle, 
!D^upi9 liegt bein Sifen in ber ^aUt, 
$rtamd grower ^elbenflamm oerbtrbt 
^u mirfl ^inge^n, too (ein Sag mel^r fd^einet, 
!Der Socptud burdb bit SQitflen oeinet, 
Deine Siebc in bem Sct^^e (lirbt. 

^eftor. 
9(Q mein @e^nen toiU \6^, aU mein X)enfeti, 
3n bed ?et^e (liUen ©trom »erfen!en, 
^ber meine IMebe nic^t. 
^orc^! ber SBilbe tobt fc^on an ben 9Rauent, 
©itrte mir bad @(^werbt urn, lag bad 2^raueml 
^eltord i^ebe {lirbt im £et(»e nic^t. 
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HiCCTOB'S FAREWELL. 

Andbohache. 
Art thou. Hector, hence forever going 
Wbere Achilles, with fierce vengeance glowing, 

To Patroclus piles a hecatomb ? 
Who, alas I will teach thine Infant truly 
Spears to hurl, the Gods to honor duly, 

When thou'rt buried in dark Orcus' womb ? 
Hector. 
Dearest wife, restrain thy tearf\il sadness I 
For the fray my bosom pants with madness. 

This stout arm must Pergamus defend ; 
For my household Gods all dangers braving, 
Should I fall, my Fatherland in saving. 

To the Stygian flood I'll glad descend. 
Andromache. 
For thy clashing arms I vain shall listen. 
In thy halls thy glaive will idly glisten, 

Priam's hero-race in dust will lie ; 
Thou wilt go, where day can enter never. 
Where Cocytus wails 'mid deserts ever. 

And thy Love in Lethe's stream will die. 
Hector. 
Though the ardent hopes, the thoughts I cherish, 
All in Lethe's silent stream may perish. 

Yet my Love shall never die I 
Hark ! I hear the foe the walls assailing I 
Gird my sword around me, — cease thy wailing I 

Hector's Love in Lethe cannot die I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 
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€d^3n »{e Sngel ooH fB^alf^aUa^ SSonnt, 
@(^6n Dor aQen Siingtingen tt>ar tt, 

i&immlifc^ milb fein Slid, tPte SRaienfonne^ 
Studfgeflra^It Dom Mauen @piegelmerr, 

@etne Auffe — paxaWfi^i^ Sullen! 

SBie 3mo Slammen fld^ ergreifen, tple 
J^arfentone in einanber fptelen 

3u ber ^immebofien ^armonie — 

@tur|ten, flogen, fd^molaen ®et{l unb ®dfl aufamm 
iipptn, SQangen (rannten, gitterten, 

@eele rann in @eele — dxV unb ^immel fc^toamn 
SBie lerronnen urn bit Siebenben I 

8r ijl :^in — vcrgcbend, ad^! vergcten* 
@t6^net i:^m bet bange @euf|er nac^l 

dx ifl ^in, unt) afie 2u{l bed Sebend 
ffiimmert ^in in eitf Derlorned 2((j^! 



SRit erflorbnem ©c^einen ^ 

@te^t ber SRonb auf tobtenfliden ^ainen, 

©eufaenb flrei^t ber Slac^tgeifl huxd^ bie Sufi -^ 
9le6eItPolIen f^auern, 
@teme trauern 

8Iei^ (erab, tt>ie dampen in ber ®rttft 
(BIei4 ®efpenflem, flumm unb (o^I unb laager, 

3ie^t in f^tparaem Sobtenpompe bort 
Sin (Beoimmel nac^ bem Seic^enlager 

Unterm @(^auer{lor ber ®rabnac^t fort 



AMALIA. 

LNGSL-FAIB, Walhalla'8 charms displaying, 
Fairer than all mortal youths was he ; 

lild his look, as May-day sunbeams straying 
Gently o'er the blue and glassy sea. 

Lud his kisses I — what ecstatic feeling I 
Like two flames that lovingly entwine, 

ike the harp's soft; tones together stealing 
Into one sweet harmony divine, — 

oul and soul embraced, commingled, blended, 
Lips and cheeks with trembling passion burned ; 

[eaven and Earth, in pristine Chaos ended, 
Bound the blissful Lovers madly turned. 

le is gone — and, ah I with bitter anguish 
Vaiuly now I breathe my mournful sighs ; 

le is gone — in hopeless grief I languish. 
Earthly joys I ne'er again can prize I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



A FUNERAL-PHANTASY. 

Lo ! on high the moon, her lustre dead. 
O'er the death-like grove uplifts her head, 

Sighing flits the spectre through the gloom- 
Misty clouds are shivering, 
Pallid stars are quivering, 

Looking down, like lamps within a tomb. 
Spirit-like, all silent, pale, and wan, 

Marslialled in procession dark and sad, 
To the sepulchre a crowd moves on. 

In the grave-night's dismal emblems clad. 



Sittcrnb an ber Stxudt 

SBer mit tuflerm, rucfgcfunfnem Slide, 

Slu^gegoffen in ein ^eulenb 2l(^, 
©djmer genedt »om eifernen Oefc^ide, 

©c^manft bem pummgetragnen ©arge nad^? 
5Io§ ed „^ater" »on t)e« SungUngd Sijjpe? 

9la(fc ©d^auer fd^auern fiir^terUd^ 
Durc^ fein gramgefc^moljened ®erippe, 

@eine @itber^aare baumen f!d^. — 

5lufgcri(fen feine geuerwunbel 

Durd^ bie ©cele ^otlcnft^mera! 
,,SJater" flog ed »on be« Siinglingd 9Runbe, 

„8o^n" gclidpelt l&at ba« Satcr^erj* 
Si^falt, eidfalt Hegt er ^ier im 2:u(^e, 

Unb bein Iraum, fo golbm einfl, fo fiig! 
<5iig unb golben, SSatcr, bir gum 8J«<^eI 
gidfalt, ei^falt liegt cr ^ier im Zud^t, 

!Dinne ^onne unb bein ^arabiedl 

9WiIb, wif, unwept \>on filpfiumdluften, 

5Bie, au0 5lurorad Umarmung gefc^Iitpft, 
^immlifd^ umgiirtet mit roflgtcn !Diiften, 

glorend Qoi^n itbet bad Slumenfelb (itpft, 
glog er ein^er auf ben lat^enben 2Diefen, 

5^a(^gefpicgett "oon fllberner ^luti^, 
SBodujlflammen entfprii^ten ben ititfTen, 

Sagten bie ilRab^en in liebenbe ®Iut(* 

aWut^ig fprang er im ©ewiilble ber ^Renfd^en, 
9Qie auf G^ebirgen ein {ugenblicb 9tel^; 

^immelum flog er in f(^meifenben S^iinfd^en, 
^06^ »ie bie abler in toolfigter ^6^ ; 



Who is he, who, trembling on his crutch, 

Walks with gloomy and averted eye, 
And bowed down by Destiny^s harsh touch, 
Vents his sorrow in a mournful sigh 
O'er the coffin borne in silence by ? 
Was it " Father I " from the youth's lips came ? 

Soon a damp and fearful shudder flies 
Through his grief-emaciated frame. 
And his silvery hairs on end uprise. 

All his fiery wounds now bleed anew I 

Through his soul, hell's bitter torments run I 
•' Father !" 'twas that from the youth's lips flew. 

And the Father's heart hath whispered, " Son !»• 
Ice-cold, ice-cold, in his shroud he lies, — 
By thy dream, so sweet and golden erst. 
Sweet and golden. Father, thou art curst I 
Ice-cold, ice-cold, in his shroud he lies. 
Who was once thy joy, thy Paradise I 

Mild, as when fanned by Elysian gale. 

Flora's son over the verdant plain skips. 
Girded with roses that fragrance exhale. 

When from the arms of Aurora he slips, — 
Onward he sped o'er the sweet-smiling field, 

Mirrored below in the silvery flood ; 
Rapturous flames in his kiss were concealed. 

Chasing the maidens in amorous mood. 

Boldly he sprang 'mid the stir of mankind. 
As o'er the mountains a youthful roe springs ; 

Heavenward ascended his wish unconfined. 
High as the eagle his daring flight wings. 
8 



©toTg trie ble SHoffe (Idft (Iraubeti unb ^d^aumtn, 
SCcrfen im ©turme bie SKa^nen umf^tt, 

Stoni^lid^ wtber ben 3«9rf P4 baumen, 
Zxat tx »or ©flatjen unb giirjlen ba^er* 

JE)citer, wic gru^ltngdtag, fd^toanb l^m bad Seben, 

glo^ i^m »oruber in ^efperud ©(ang, 
Stlac^tn crtranff er im ®oIbe ber fRthtn, 

@(^mer)en ^er^upff er im wirbelnben Zan^^ 
SBelten fd^Iiefen im ^errlic^en 3ungen, 

^a ! njenn er einjhn lum TOanne gereift — 
greue bic^, SSater — im ^errlic^en Swwfl^tt 

SBenn einfl bie fc^Iafenben Sttimt gereift! 

9lein bo(^ Sater — ^&ord^! bie itirc^^oft^iire braul 

Unb bie e^rnen 3lngel flirren auf — 
SBie'd ^inein ind ®rabge»5lbe graufet! — 

9lein bod^, lag ben Ib^Sncn i^ren ?auf 1 
®e^>, bu fyolt>tv, Qt^ im f)fab ber (Sonnt 

greubig weiter ber SoOenbung gu, 
Sofc^e nun ben ebein ©urjl nacb SBonne, 

©ramentbunbner, in SQal^atlad 9lu^I 

SBieberfe^cn — l&immtifAcr ©ebanfe ! — 

2Dieberfe^ett bort an (Sben« 3:^or ! 
^orcb ! ber ®arg t)erf!n!t mit bumpftgem ®efd^»an1 

3Bimmernb fc^nurrt bad 2:obtenfeiI emporl 
!Da wir trunfen urn einanber roflten, 

iipptn f(^tt)iegen, unb bad SCuge fpra(^ — 
^altet! ^altet! — ba wir bod^aft grottten — 

SCber 2:^ranen jliirgten warmer nac^ 

SKit erjlorbnem ©dbeinen 
©tebt ber 9Wonb auf tobtenjliHen ^ainen, 
@eufjettb fheid^t ber 9la(^tgetfl burd^ bie iuft. 
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Proud as the steeds that in passion their manes, 
Foaming and champing, toss round in wild waves, 

Bearing in majesty under the reins, 
Stood he alike before monarchs and slaves. 

Bright as a spring-day, his life's joyous round 

Fleeted in Hesperus' glory away ; 
Sighs in the grape's juice all-golden he drowned, 

Sorrow he stilled in the dance light and gay. 
Worlds were asleep in the promising boy, 

Ha I when he once as a man shall be ripe, — 
Father, rejoice— in thy promising boy. 

Soon as the slumbering germ shall be ripe I 

Not so, Father — hark 1 the churchyard gates 

Groan, and lo, the iron hinges creak I — 
See, the dreaded tomb its prey awaits I — 

Not so — let the tears course down t^iy cheek 1 
Toward Perfection, loved one, hasten on. 

In the sun's bright path with joy proceed I 
Quench thy noble thirst for bliss alone 

In Walhalla's peace, from sorrow freed I 

Ye will meet— oh, thought of rapture full I — 

Yonder, at the gate of Paradise I 
Hark I the coflSn sinks with echo dull ; 

As it re-ascends, the death-rope sighs I 
Then, with sorrow drunk, we madly rolled, 

Lips were silent, but the mute eye spoke — 
Stay, oh, stay !— we grudged the tomb so cold ; 

But soon warmer tears in torrents broke. 

Lo I on high the moon, her lustre dead. 
O'er the death-like grove uplifts her head, 
SigMng flits the spectre through the gloom— 



9lebeI»oIfen ^i^autvn, 
©terne trauern 
SIci(^ ^erab, »ie iamptn in ber ®ruft. 
Dumpfig fd^oOcrfd fiberm ©arfl ^um |)ugel — 
O urn Srtbadd ©c^a^e nut noc^ einen Slid] 
@tarr unt) ewig fc^Uegt t>t^ ®xabt^ Sftiegel, 
©umpfcr— bumpfrr fc^otterf d uberm ©arfl ium ^ 
Stimmer gibt tM ®xdb ^ntid* 



"^^antafit an ^anta. 

9Weltte iauxal nenne mir ben fflirbel, 
!Der an Aorper Aotper mS^tig reigt! 

gtenne, meine iama, mix ben 3<*ttber, 
Der inm ®ei{l ge»aUtg atoingt ben ®e{fi 

@ie^ I er le^rt bie f(i&»cbenben 9)taneten 
Sw^gen Sflinggangd urn bie @onne flte^n 

Unb, gleic^ Ainbern urn bie Gutter ^tipfent 
©unte S'x^Ui urn bie giirjtin jie^n* 

Durjlig trinft ben golbnen ©tra^Ienregen 

3ebe^ roflenbe ®e|lirn, 
trinft aud i^rem Seuer!e((!^ Srquicfung, 

2Cic bie ®Ucber lebcn »om ®e^irn. 

@onnen{laub(^en paaxt mit ©onnenflanbd^e 

©i(^ in trauter ^armonie, 
©platen in einanbcr lenft bie Siebe, 

aBeltfpjlcme bauern nur bur^ (le^ 

litge jle t)om Ubr»erf bet 9laturen — 
2:nimmernb and einanber fpringt baia HH, 

3n bad S^aod bonnern eure S^elten, 
ffleint, 9le»tone, i^rcn StiefenfaH! 



Misty clouds are shivering, 
Pallid stars are quivering, 
Looking down, like lamps within a tomb. 
Dully o'er the coffin earth-flakes rise, — 

All the wealth of earth for one look more I 
Now the grave barred up forever lies ; 
Duller, duller o'er the coffin earth-flakes rise ; 
Never will the grave its prey restore I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



PHANTASY— TO LAURA. 

Name, my Laura, name the whirl compelling 

Bodies to unite in one blest whole — 
Name, my Laura, name the wondrous magic 

By which Soul rejoins its kindred Soul I 

See I it teaches yonder roving Planets 

Round the sun to fly in endless race ; 
And as children play around their mother. 

Checkered circles round the orb to trace. 

Every rolling star, by thirst tormented. 
Drinks with joy its bright and golden rain — 

Drinks refreshment from its fiery chalice. 
As the limbs are nourished by the brain. 

'Tis through Love that atom pairs with atom, 

In a harmony eternal, sure ; 
And 'tis Love that links the spheres together — 

Through Iter only, systems can endure. 

Were she but effaced from Nature's clock-work, 
Into dust would fly the mighty world ; 

O'er thy systems thou would 'st weep, great Newton, 
When with giant force to Chaos hurled I 
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Jilfi b!e ®6ttln au^ bcr ®el|ler Drben, 
®ic erflarrctt in bcr Stovptx Sob; 

JD^nc gicbc fc^rt !ein grueling wieber, 
O^ne Siebe preidt fetn SBefen ®ott! 

Unb wad tfl^d, bad, menn mi(i^ £aura luffe^ 
?)urpurflammcn auf bie ffiangcn gmgt, 

SMetncm ^erjen rafd&ern ©d^wung gebietct, 
giebrifc^ wilb mcin Slut von ^innen reijt? 

^ud ben @d^ran!en fc^metten aUt ®tf^ntn, 

(Seine Ufcr uberwattt bad Slut, 
Stixpcx wid in Stbvptx fiber flfirjen, 

Sobern @ee(en in ^xtintix ®Iut^» 

* 

®Ieid6 aHmac^tig, n>ie bort in ber tobten 

©djopfung ew'gem gebertrieb, 
^rrf(^t Im arac^neifd^en ®e»ebe 

Der empfinbenben Slatur bie 8ieb'. 

©iebe, gaura, gro^tid^feit umarmet 
SBilber (B^merjen Ueberfc^wung; 

an ber ^offnung Siebedbrujl er»armet 
(Starrenbe Serjweifelung^ 

@(f)»eflerli*e SBoaujl milbert 
Diiflrer ©d^toermut^ ©c^auernad^t, 

Unb entbunben t)on ben golbnen i^inberii 
@tra^(t bad ^uge ©onnenprad^t* 

SBaltet ni^t au^ burd^ bed Uebeld SHeid^ 

gurd^terlic^e ©pmpatbie? 
9Rit ber ^ofle bu^Ien unfre ?ajler, 

9Rit bem ^immel groflen (le. 
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Blot the Groddess firom the Spirit Order, 
It would sink in death, and ne'er arise ; 

Were Love absent, spring would glad us never ; 
Were Love absent, none their God would prize 1 

What is that, which, when my Laura kisses, 
I^es my cheek with flames of purple hue, 

Bids my bosom bound with swifter motion. 
Like a fever wild my veins runs through ? 

Every nerve from out its barriers rises. 
O'er its banks the blood begins to flow ; 

Body seeks to join itself to Body, 
Spirits kindle in one blissful glow. 

Powerful as in the dead creations 

That eternal impulses obey, 
O'er the web Arachne-like of Nature, — 

Living Nature, — Love exerts her sway 1 

Laura, see how Joyousness embraces 

E'en the overflow of sorrows wild I 
How e'en rigid desperation kindles 

On the loving breast of Hope so mild 1 

Sisterly and blissful rapture softens 

Gloomy Melancholy's fearful night, 
And, delivered of its golden Children, 

Lo, the eye pours forth its radiance bright ! 

Does not awful Sympathy rule over 
E'en the realms that Evil calls its own ? 

For 'tis Hell our crimes are ever wooing. 
While they bear a grudge 'gainst Heaven alone 1 



Urn bie @unbe ^td^Un @d6Iangen»irM 
(Sdiam nn"^ fRm\ t)ad dumtniUnpaat, 

Urn ber ®r6ge Slblerfluc^el toinM 
@td^ verrat^rtfc^ t)ie ®efa^n 

9Wit bem ©toljc pflegt ber ©htq a« tSttbel 
Urn bad ®Iud au nammern fld^ ber 9leil 

3^rcm Sruber Sobe auaufprlngen, 
Dffnen 3(rmed, @(^wefler Suflern^eit 

«Wit ber glebe gluget eilt bie 3tt!unft 
3n bie ^rme ber SSergangen^elt, 

Sange fuc^t ber fltel^enbe ®ahtrnu0 
Seine Sraut — bie (Swigfeit 

glnfl — fo bor' I A bad Orafet ^pxtS^tn, 
ginfien ^af(^t Saturn bie Sraut; 

SBeltenbranb mirb ^odbjeitfadel werben, 
2Benn mit groigfelt ble 3eit j!^ traut 

Sine fcibenere Aurora rot^et, 
Saura, bann au4 unfrer 8iebe (!(6, 

£)ie fo lang aU iener Srautnac^t bauert, 
£aura! Saura! freuebl^l 



JSdura am <^f(imer. 

ffienn bein ginger burc^ bie ©aiten meijlei 
Saura, i^t )ur ©tatue entgeiflert, 

3^t entforpert jleV I* ba* 
Du gebietefl iiber Xob unb geben, 
SKSd^tig njie tton taufenb 9lfrt)gett)ebefi 

©eelen forbcrt ^^ilabirlp^^ia. 
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Shame, Bepentance, pair Eumenldes-like, 

Weave round sin their fearful serpent-coils ; 
While around the eagle-wings of Greatness 
• Treacherous danger winds its dreaded toils. 

Buin oft with Pride is wont to trifle, 
Envy upon Fortune loves to cling ; 

On her brother, Death, with arms extended, 
Lust, his sister, oft is wont to spring. 

On the wings of Love the Future hastens 

In the arms of Ages past to lie ; 
And Satumus, as he onward speeds him, 

Long hath sought his bride — ^Eternity I 

Soon Satumus will his bride discover, — 

So the mighty Oracle liath said ; 
Blazing Worlds will turn to marriage torches 

When Eternity with Time shall wed I 

Then a fairer, far more beauteous morning, 
Laura, on our Love shall also, shine, 

Long as their blest bridal-night enduring : — 
So rejoice thee, Laura — Laura mine I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



TO LAURA AT THE HARPSICHORD. 

When o'er the chords thy fingers stray. 
My spirit leaves its mortal clay, 

A statue there I stand ; 
Thy spell controls e'en life and death, 
As when the nerves a living breath 

Receive by Love's command I 
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(SfirertfeHi^ tdfer rauf(^cn 
Dann bie Sufte, bir gu laufd^en; 

{)in9ef^miebet jum ®efang 

©tc^n (m tto^^tn SBirbelgang, 
(Sinjujie^n bie ^onnefuae, 
Saufc^enbe 9laturen jliHe* 

3auberin ! mit Zdnen, tok 

^3Ri(( mit ^lidtn, atvingfl bit f!e* 

@eetent)ene ^armonten tvimmeln, 

(fin tvolluflig Ungeflum, 
9lud ben (Satten, wie aud i^ren ^immeln 

^leugebome ©crapl&im; 
SBie, bed S^aod 9ltefenarm entronnen, 
S^^ufd^i^dt 90m ®^dpfungdflurm, bie @onni 

gunfelnb fufiren aue ber 9lad^t, 

@trdmt ber Xdne 3<tubermad^t* 

SieBIic^ i^t, toie u6er gtatten Aiefein 
©Kber^elle giut^en riefeln, 

9Raie{ldttf4 prac^ttg nun, 

SBle bed Donnerd Drgelton, 
©turmenb won ^innen if t, wie (!d& "oon 5elf 
Staufd^enbe, f^fiumenbe ®ief bac^e toalitn, 

^ol\>t^ ©efaufel ba(b, 
@(^mei(i(erifd^ Unbe, 

gBte butd^ ben Sfpenmalb 
Su^Ienbe ffiinbe* 

@d^merer nun unb mtland^o\i\(S^ buffer, 
SBieburd^ tobter SQitflen ©c^auemad^tgeflitfi 
ffio verlorned ^euten fd^weift, 
S^rSnenmetten ber Socptud fc^IeifU 
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More gently Zephyr sighs along 
To listen to thy magic song; 

The systems formed hy heavenly love 

To sing forever as they move, 
Fftnse in their endless-whirling round 
To catch the rapture-teeming sound ; 

Tis for thy strains they worship thee, — 

Thy look, Enchantress, fetters me I 

From yonder chords fast-thronging come 

Soul-breathing notes with rapturous speed, 
As when from out their heavenly home 

The new-bom Seraphim proceed ; 
The strains pour forth their magic might,' 
As glittering suns burst through the night. 

When, by Creation's storm awoke. 

From Chaos' giant-arm they broke. 

Now sweet, as when the silvery wave 
Delights the pebbly beach to lave ; 
And now majestic as the sound 
Of rolling thunder gathering round ; 
Now pealing more loudly, as when from yon height 
Descends the mad mountain-stream, foaming and 
bright ; 
Now in a song of love 

Dying away, 
As through the aspen grove 
Soft zephyrs play ; 

Kow heavier and more mournful seems the strain, 
As when across the desert, death-like plain. 
Whence whispers dread and yells despairing rise, 
Cocytus' sluggish, wailing current sighs. 
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?K5b(Sen, fpricift! 3c^ frage, gib mix XunUt 
@te()fl mit f^bUm ®ti^txn bu im Sun^e? 

3ft'« bic ©prad^e, lufl mir nid&t, 

Die man in SIpfen fprid^t! 



pie c>Snfiucfiun0 an c^aurcL 

faura, fiber biefe SCelt au flud^ten 

^ai^n^ i(^ — mt4 in ^imm^lmaitn^lan^ |U t^t 

5Cenn bein Slid in meine Slirfe flimmt; 
Sletberlufte traum* ic^ eingufaugen, 
SDenn metn Silb in beiner fanften Sugen 

^immelblauem @piege( f(^wimmt* 

Seierflang aud ^arabtefed S^rnen, 
^arfenfd&roung au« angenebmern ©ternen 

3flar ic^ in mein trunfncd D^r gn gie^n; 
TOeine 9Wufc fufelt bie ©c^afcrflunbe, 
S^enn 'oon beinem mottufl^eipen 9Runbe 

(Silbertonc ungern flic^n, 

Slmoretten fe^ i^ Stugel fAtoingen 
Winter bit bie trunfnen gid^ten fpringen, 

2Bie »on Drpb^u^' ©aitenruf belc6tj 
9laf(^er roflen urn mi(^ ^er bie f)oIe^ 
SDenn im SDirbeltanje beine (Sobte 

giiicfttig, »ie bie SBefle, f(^»ebt 

©eine Slide — »enn fie ?iebe tjd^etn, 
itonnten Scben burc^ ben TOarmor fad^eln, 

gelfenabem ?)ulfe leibn ; 
^raume merben urn mic^ b^ gn SBefen, 
jtann Id^ nnr in beinen Slugen (efen; 

iavLxa, ianxa mein! 
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Maiden fiur, oh, answer me I 
Are not spirits leagued with thee ? 
Speak tiiey in the reahns of bliss 
Other language e'er than this ? 

Edgar Alfred Bowring 



RAPTTJBE— TO LAUEA. 

Latjba — above this world methinks I fly, 
And feel the glow of some May-lighted sl^. 

When thy looks beam on mine 1 
And my soul drinks a more ethereal air, 
When mine own shape I see reflected, there, 

In those blue eyes of thine ! 

A lyre-sound from the Paradise afar, 

A harp-note trembling from some gracious star. 

Seems the wild ear to fill ; 
And my muse feels the Golden Shepherd-hours, 
When from thy lips the silver music pours 

Slow, as against its will. 

I see the young Loves flutter on the wing — 

Move the charmed trees, as when theThracian's string 

Wild life to forests gave ; 
Swifter the globe's swift circle seems to fly. 
When in the whirling dance thou glidest by. 

Light as a happy wave, 

Thy looks, when there Love's smiles their gladness 

wreathe, 
Could life itself to lips of marble breathe ; 

Lend rocks a pulse divine ; 
My wildest dreams a life would take, indeed, 
If I but this in thy dear eyes might read — 
"Laura, sweet Laura, mine I ''^ 

Sir Edward Bulwer Li/tton, 



I 
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pa$ ^eQeimnig 5er ^emimrcens. 

9[n 8aura» 

Swig flarr an beinem SRunb gu Iftanf^en, 
8Ber entl^uflt mix blcfcd ©lut^Mrlangen? 
SBer bie ffioaufl, bcincn ^aui^ ju txinttn, 
3n beln SBefen, »enn flc^ 8Iirfe wlnfen, 
©tcrbcnb )u ttcrflnfen? 

glicfien ttid^t, »le ol^ne ©iberfheBm 
©flatjen an ben Sieger f!c^ ergeBen, 
SWeine ©eifler ^In im Slugenblidfe, 
@turmenb fiber meined Sebend Srfidfe, 
SBenn id^ bic^ erblidfe? 

©prid^! »arum entlaufen f!e bem OTeifler? 
@u(^en bort bie J^eimat^ meine ®ei{ltr? 
Dber ftnben f!c^ getrenntc 93ruber, 
Sodgeriffen »on bem 93anb ber ®tieber, 
2)ort bei bir f!(^ wieber? 

SBaren nnfre ©efen fdfeon wrflod^ten? 
93ar t€ barum, ba§ bie ^ergen poAttn ? 
SBaren wir im ©tra^I erlofc^ner ©onnen, 
3n ben Za^tn lang t^erraufd^ter SBonnen, 
©d^on in gind gerronnen? 

3a» »ir »aren'«! — Snnifl wit wrBunben 
SBarfl btt in Sleonen, bie )>erf(6n>unben; 
SReine SRufe fa^ e« auf bertruben 
lafel ber Cerganflen^eit gefdferieben ; 

Sind mit beinem Steben I 

Uttb in innig fefl^erbunbnem SBefm, 
Wfo f^aV id^'d flaunenb bort gelefen. 
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THE MYSTERY OF REMINISCENCE. 

TO LAUBA. 

Who, and what gave to me the wish to woo thee— 
Still, lip to lip, to cling for aye onto thee ? 
Who made thy glances to my soul the link — 
Wlio bade me bum thy very breath to drink — 
My lilfe in thine to sink ? 

As from the conqueror's unresisted glaive, 
Flies, without strife subdued, the ready slave — 
So, in an instant, when thy looks I see, 
Out from my life my souPs wild senses flee. 
And yield themselves to thee I 

AVhy from its lord doth thus my soul depart ? — 
Is it because its native home thou art ? 
Or were they brothers in the days of yore. 
Twin-bound, both souls ; and in the links they bore 
Sigh to be bound once more ? 

Were once our beings blent and intertwining. 
And therefore still my heart for thine is pining ? 
Knew we the light of some extinguished sun — 
The joys remote of some bright realm undone. 
Where once our souls were One ? 

Yes, it is so I — And thou wert bound to me 
In the long-vanished Eld eternally 1 
In the dark troubled tablets which enroll 
The Past — ray Muse beheld this blessed scroll — 
" One with thy love my soul I" 

Wondering and awed — I read, I read it there, 
IIow once one bright inseparate life we were. 
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SGaren tt>ir tin ®ott, tin fd^ajfenb ititn, 
Vint) un^ warb, fic ^crrfdbcnt) au 'tuvd^mUn 
grei t)ie 2BcU gcgeben* 

Und tnt^t^tn goffen 9leftarqueIIen 
(Smig flroment i^re SQoHufltDeQen; 
Wa(^ttg (odtett mtr ber £)tnge ©iegel, 
3u bet ^ai^xt^tit Uc^tem ©onnen^uget 

©c^mang fl^ unfer glugeL 

SBrine, ?aura! bicfcr ®ott ifl nimmer, 
X^u unb id^ bed ©otted fc^one Zrummer, 
Unb in und ein unerfattlid^ Dringeti, 
jDad )Der(orne SBefen einjufc^Ungen, 

©ott^eit 3U erfd^mingen* 

Darum, Saura, biffe« ®Iut^»eriangcn, 
Smtg flarr an beinem Wunb gu ^angtn, 
Unb bie SBollufl, bfincn J&au^ aw trinltn, 
3n bcin SBefen, wcnn jlc^ Slide »infen, 
©terbenb au »erjlnfen. 

©arum flie^n, »ie o^nt SBibcrjlreben 
©flatten an ben ©ieger jlt^ ergeben, 
^cine ©eifler ^in im 3lugenblic!e, 
©tiirmenb iiber mcined itbtni Srude, 
SCcnn i6^ tiii erblide. 

Darum nut entlaufcn flc bem TOeijler, 
3^rc J&eimat^ fud^en meine ®eijler, 
8o«gerajft »om ^ettenbanb ber ®Ileber, 
JUijfen [x6^ bie langgctrennten ©ruber 
SBieberfennenb »leber. 

Unb au(^ bu — ba mi(^ bein 5tuge fpa^te^ 
SBad verriet^ ber SBangcn 5>urpurr6t(>e? 
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How once, one glorious essence as a Grod, 
Unmeasured space our chainless footsteps trod — 
All Nature our abode I 

Round us, in waters of delight, forever 
Yoluptuous flowed the heavenly Nectar river ; 
We were the master of the seal of things, 
And where the sunshine bathed Truth's mountain- 
springs 
Quivered our glancing wings. 

Weep for the godlike life we lost afar — 
Weep I — thou and I its scattered fragments are ; 
And still the unconquered yearning we retain — 
Sigh to restore the rapture and the reign, 
And grow divine again. 

And therefore came to me the wish to woo thee — 
Still, lip to lip, to cling for aye unto thee ; 
This made thy glances to my soul the link — 
This made me bum thy very breath to drink — 
My life in thine to sink. 

And therefore, as before the conqueror's glaive, 
Flies, without strife subdued, the ready slave- 
So, in an instant, when thy looks I see, 
Out from my life my soul's wild senses flee, 
And yield themselves to thee. 

Therefore my soul doth from its lord depart, 
Because, beloved, its native home thou art ; 
Because the twins recall the links they bore, 
And soul with soul, in the sweet kiss of yore. 
Meets and unites once more I 

Thou too — Ah, there thy gaze upon me dwells, 
And thy young blush the tender answer tells ; 
9 
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glofin tvir nic^t, aid n?arcn wir t^erttjanbter^ 
greu^ig, ipic jur Jpcimat^ cin 35crbannter, 
©luben^ an einan^er? 



"SSefancQofie an ^auxa. 

iavLxa — @onnenaufgang«gIutlJ 
Srcnnt In t>cincn golbnen Sliden, 

3n ten ©angen fpringt ^)urpur{fd^ Slut, 

Dfincr 3:i^rancn 3)crlenflut^ 
Slfnnt noc^ ^JUiuttcr t)a« (Sntauden — 

!Cem ter fd^one Xropfen t^aut, 

Xtr bartn SJergottrung fc^aut, 
2t^, tern 3uugUng, bcr bclo^net »lmmert, 
@onnen (Int i(^m aufget^amntfrt! 

£)eine (Seele, gtelc^ ber ©piegetmeOe 
©ilberflar unb fonnfn^eDe, 

9Ratet nod^ ben truben ^erbfl urn bl^; 

SBiijlcn, ob' unb fc^auerU(i&, 
Stcbten pc^ in beiner ©tra^IenqueOe; 
Diiflrer 3u!unft 9lebe(ferne 
®olbet fld^ in beinem Sterne; 

iBac^elfl bu ber Steiae J^armonie? 

Unb ic^ weine iiber jle. — 

Untergrub b:nn nic^t ber grbe 9Se|le 

Sange fc^on ba«$ Sleic^ ber ^ad^tl 
Unfre jlota auft^iirmenbcn 9M^t, 

Unfrer @tabte majeflaf f^e $ra(^t 
9lu^en aW auf mobernben ®ebeinen; 

Z)eine 9lelfen faugen fit^en Duft 
Kud Ser»efung ; beine Ci'eQen »einen 

$(ud bem Secfen einer — SRenfddengrufL 
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Each glowing soul still feels the kindred ties, 
Each — as an exile to his homeward skies — 
Each to the other flies. 

Sir Edward Bulwer I/yUion. 



MELANCHOLY—TO LAURA. 

Lattba, — in thy golden gaze 
Bums the morning sunbeam's glow, 

In thy cheek the red blood plays, 
And thy tears, that pearl-like flow. 
Rapture as their Mother know — 

He whom those fair drops bedew. 

Who therein a Grod can view, 
Ah, the youth who thus rewarded sighs. 

Sees new suns begin to rise I 

And thy Spirit, bright and clear, 
As the glassy waves appear, 

Turns to May the Autumn sad ; 
Deserts wild, inspiring fear. 

In thy genial rays are glad. 
Distant Future, gloomy, cold. 
In thy star is turned to gold ; 
Smilest thou at the Graces' harmony ? 
I must weep those charms to see I 

Have not Night's all-dreaded Powers 
Undermined Earth's fastness long ? 

Yes ! our proudly-soaring towers. 
And our cities, stately, strong, 

111 on mouldering bones repose ; 
From Decay their fragrant bloom 
»rink thy flowers ; thy current flows 
From the hollow of a — tomb 1 
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©tid empor — ble fd^mimmenben ^lantttn, 
ia^ t)ir, ianva, fcinc SBelten re^n I 

Unter i^rem 3irf^I P'^^tt 

Xauffitb 6unte Settle f(!^on, 

X^urmten taufenb Xl^rone f!c^, 
^eulten taufent* (Sd^tac^ten furd^tcrlld^. 

3n ten eifcrnen gluren 

@u^e i^re ©puren! 
griibcr, fpatcr reif jum ®rab, 
Saufcn, ad^, bie Mater ab 

5ln 9)Ianctenu^ren. 

Stinjc breimal — unb bcr ©onnen ^xaS^t 

Sofc^t im OTeer bcr Jobtennac^tl 
gragc mic^, »on wannen beine Straiten foberi 

9)ra^(fl t)u mit bed Sluged ®Iut^? 

^it bcr SBangen frift^cm 9)urpurblut, 
Slbgeborgt »on murbcn Srtobern ? 

SBuc^ernt) fiird gelle^nc Sftot:^, 

SCuc^ernt), ?Kdbc^en, »lrb ber Sob 
©c^were 3^"^*^ fobernl 

Sflebe, ?Kabc^en, nid^t bent ©tarfcn J&o^n I 

gine fc^onre SBangenrotfte 
3jl boc^ nur bed 3:obe« fd^Snrer Sl^ron; 

Winter biefer blumigten 3:apete 
©pannt ben Sogen ber Serberber fd^on — 
®(aub' ed — gtaub' ti, iauxa, beinem ©c^»arm 

9lur ber 3:ob ifl'd, bent bein fd^mac^tenb Sluge » 

3ebcr beiner ©tra^Ienblidfe trin!t 
Dcined Sebend farged SSmpd^en armerj 

9)hine 3>u(fe, pra^lejl bu, 
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Laura, yonder floating planets see I 
Let them of their Worlds discourse to thee I 
'Neath their magic circle's sway, 
Thousand springs have passed away, 

Thousand thrones the skies have sought, 
Thousand fearful fights been fought. 
Would'st thou find their trace again. 
Seek it on the iron plain I 

Earlier, later, ripe to pass 

To the grave, — the wheels, alas, 
Of the Planets clogged remain I 

Thrice look round, — and lo I the sun's bright rays 
In the death-night's Ocean quench their blaze ; 
Ask me how thy beams are fanned to flame I 
Dost thou boast thy sparkling eye. 
Or thy cheek's fresh purple dye. 
That from crumbling Mould first came ? 
For the hues he lent to thee. 
Maiden, Death with usury 
Heavy interest soon will claim I 

Maiden, do not scorn that mighty one I 

On the cheek a fairer, brighter dye 
Is, alas I but Death's more beauteous throne ; 

From behind that flowery tapestry 
Marks his prey the Spoiler for his own. 
Laura — in thy Worshiper confide I 

'Tis toward Death alone thine eyes now strain ; 

And thy beaming glances only drain 
Life's frail lamp so niggardly supplied* 
"Yet my pulses," boastest thou, 
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^iipfen nod^ fo {ugentllcj^ »on taniien — 
9cb ! tie Jtreaturrn tf d Xprannm 
^(^(agen tudif^ Ux Senoefung 3it* 

Studeinanbrr iia^t ber Sob gefc^toinb 

£)iefed iad^tin, toit ber ^inb 
^legenbogenfarbiged ©ef^aume. 

StDtg frud^tlod fuc^fl bu feine @pttr, 

Slud bent grueling ber 9latur, 
Slud bem Seben, tute aud feinem Aeime, 

S3a(!^{l ber em'ge SBurger nur* 

SBei^! entbiattert fe^ t^ betne 9tofen liegen, 

Sleic^ erfiorben betnen fu^en ^unb, 

jDeiner SBangen maOenbed 9tunb 
SBerbcn rau^e SlCintcrfMirme ppiigen, 

©iijlrer ^ai^vt ^^lebelfdjcin 
SBirb ber 3u9cnb ^ilberquefle trfiben, 
©ann toirb 2aura — iauxa nicbt me^r Ileben, 

Saura nic^t me^r Uebendmitrbig feitt. 

SKabc^en — jlarf toie gid^c jle^ct no(^ bein ©i^t 
<©tumpf an meiner 3wgf»^b gelfenfraft 
9lieterfaUt be^ lottcnfpeercd 8c^aft; 
^cine Sticfc — brennenb wie bie ^id^ter 

(Seined ^immeld — feuriger mein (3d% 
Denn bie Sifter fcined em'gen ^immeld, 
!Der int ^Zeere eignen 3Qe(tge»immeU 

gelfen t^itrmt unb nieberrei^t; 
Jlii^n bur^'d SBeltaU jleuern bie ®eban!en, 
giirc^ten nic^td — aU feine ®c^ranfen. 

®(u^fl bu, 8aura? ©d^wittt bie |loIae 93rujl? 
Sern' ed, SKabc^en, biefer Xranf ber Cufl, 
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" Throb in joyous youthful play "— 
Ah ! the Tyrant's creatures now 
Are but hastening towards Decay. 

And this smile the blast of Death 
Scatters, as the Zephyr's breath 

Scatters rainbow-colored foam. 
Vain thou seek'st to find its trace, 
E'en from Nature's spring-like grace, 

E'en from Life, as from his home, 
Sallies the Destroyer base I 

Stripped of leaves I see thy lifeless roses. 

Pale and dead thy mouth so sweet of yore. 
And thy cheek, that dimples soft discloses. 

By the wintry tempest furrowed o'er. 
Gloomy years will, gathering blacker, stronger, 

Cloud the silver-spring of Infancy — 
Then will Laura — Laura love no longer, 

Then will Laura lovely cease to be I 

Maiden I as an oak thy Bard still rears his head ; 

Blunt against my rock-like youthful might 
Falls the death-spear's shaft, its vigor fled ; 

And my glances, — burning as the light 
Of yon Heaven, — my Soul more fiercely glowing 

Than the light of yon eternal Heaven, 

O'er its own World's heaving Ocean driven. 
Piling rocks and overthrowing ; 
Boldly through the World my thoughts are steering, 
Nothing save their barriers fearing I 

Slowest thou, Laura ? — Swells thy haughty breast ? 
^arn, then, Maiden, that this drink so blest. 
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Dlefcr Stt^, »orau« mix Oottljett buflet — 

iauxa — ip ^ergiftet I 
Ungludfrlig ! ungludfelig ! bte ed ma^tn, 
®dtterfun!en audbem@tau6 gu f^Iageiu 

^6)1 bie fu^itfle ^armonie 
SBirft ba« ©aitcnfplel ju Srummer, 

Unb tet lo^e 2lft^er jlra:^! ® e n t e 
SRa^rt fl(i^ nur »om 8eben«Iampenf(i^immcr — 

SDegbctrogen »on bed Sebend J^ron, 

gro^nt i^m jeber SQaci^ter fc^ott ! 
^6) 1 f(!^on fc^tooren fld^, mi^braud^t ju freemen STamm 
9Rcittc ©cijler »iber mic^ awf<^wmcn ! 
8a§ — i(j& fu]jr« — la^, iauxa, tio(i^ atoecti htr|f 

Jcttjc flifgcn — utib bie« 9Kober^aud 
S3iegt |td^ fc^tvanfenb itber mir aum Stuqe, 
Unb in cignem vBtra^lc lofc^' i^ an^. 

fflfin|l bu, 5?aura? — X^rane, fei ntxntinH, 
Die bed 5llterd ©traflood mir erweinctl 

SBcg! \jerflege, Jl^rane, ©iinberiii! 
iauxa toill, ba^ meine Araft enttDei(i^e, 
Da§ ic^ jitternb unter biefer ©onne ft^Ieid^c, 

Die bed 3unglingd Slblergang gefe^n? — 
Da^ bed Sufend lidfete J&immeldflanime 
SKit crfrornem ^ergen i(^ tterbamme, 
Da§ bie Slugcn meined ®eifld ^crblinben, 
Da^ id^ fludbe meinen fc^onflen (Bttnben? 

SRein ! \jerfiege, 3::^rane, ©finberin ! — 
Srid) bie Slume in ber fd^onjlen ®45ne, 
?6fc^', Siingling mit ber 3:rauermiene^ 

9Reine gadcl »einenb and; 
SUie ber Sor^ang an ber Irauerbii^ne 

6itiacr« fimintl. SBtrte. L 2 
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That this cup of god-like seeming, 
Laank is with Poison teeming I 
Hapless they who eyer trust 
Sparks divine to forge flrom dust I 

Ah I the boldest Harmony 
'Mongst the notes but discord breeds,— 

Genius, glowing Spark from high, 
On Lifers glimmering lamp but feeds. 

Lured from Life's bright throne away. 

Every Graoler marks him as his prey ! 
Ah, e'en now, with shameless passion fired, 
'Gainst me all my Spirits have conspired I 
Let — I feel it — two short springs fleet by, 

Laura — and this tottering house of clay 
Will with fearful ruin on mo lie, 

Quenching me in my self-kindled ray I — 

Weepest thou, Laura ? — Be that tear denied 
Which as Age's penance is supplied I 

Hence I away I thou tear, thou sinner mean I 
Would'st thou, Laura, that my strength should 

sink?— 
That I trembling from that Sun should shrink 

Who the stripling's eagle-course hath seen ? 
That my bosom's heavenly flame so bright 

'Neath a frozen heart's cold touch should perish ?— 
That my Spirit should be reft of sight ? — 

Must I curse the Sins that most I cherish ? 

No I away 1 thou tear, thou sinner mean I 
Break the floweret in its fairest bloom I 
Quench, O Youth, with that deep look of gloom, 

Quench with bitter tears my torch's ray I 
As when o'er the scene that most enthralls 
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9llfberrauf(3^ft Bfi ber fd(|6njlen ®ctnt, 
^iitt^n bie ©(fatten — unb noc^ fd^wdgmb ^oWf 
bad S^au^. — 



pie Siinbe^moxbem. 

^ord^ — bie ©lodcn fallen bumjjf pt^ammtn, 

Unb ber 3^9^ ^<t^ ))on6rac^t ben Saitf. 
9lun, fo fei*« benn ! — 9lun, in (Sotted 9lameii 

©rabgefal^rten, 6reAt aunt 9lt(i^tpla0 auf* 
9limm, o SBelt! bte le^ten ^(bf^tebdtuffel 

jDiefe X^ranen ntmm, o SBtlt, no^ l^inl 
Deine ®ifte — o, fie fcj&merften ffigel — 

SQix flnb quttt, bu {)er3t)ergifteriitl 

garret »o^t, i:^r Sreuben btcfer ®onnt, 

©egen fc^maqen Wober umgetaufdfit! 
gabre »o^I, bu Stofen^cit »olI ®onne, 

£)ie fo oft bad SJ^abd^en luflberaufc^tl 
ga'^ret mo^l, i^r golbgetoebten £raume, 

5)arabicfed!inber, 9)^antaflett ! 
SQeb ! f{e flarben fc^on tm Worgenfeime, 

Smig ntmmer an bad £i(!^t |u Mu^n* 

®A6n gefdbmudft mit rofenrotben ©^leifen, 

T>tdtt midi ber Unfd^ulb @^tt)anenneib, 
3n ber blonben iodtn lofed ©dbtoeifen 

SBarcn junge SRofen eingefhent. 
SBebe! — bie ®eopferte ber ^Blle 

@6^mudt nod^ i^t bad n^eipltd^e ©ewanb; 
abet a6^\ — ber JRofenfc^Ieifen ©tette 

9la^m tin fd^toarged ^obtenbanb. 
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On the tragic stage, the curtain falls, 
Though each shadow flies, — the crowds all breath* 
less stay I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



THE mPANTICIDE. 

Habk where the bells toll, chiming, dull and steady. 

The clock's slow hand hath reached the hour de- 
creed. 
Well, be it so 1 — Lead on — ^my soul is ready. 

Stem Grave -companions — to the Doomsman lead I 
Now take, O world I my last farewell — receiving 

My parting kisses — in these tears they dwell I 
Sweet are thy poisons while we taste believing ; 

Now we are quits I — heart-poisoner, fare thee well I 

Farewell, ye suns that once to joy invited. 

Changed for the mold beneath the funeral shade. 
Farewell, farewell, thou rosy Time delighted. 

Luring to soft desire the careless maid. 
Pale gossamers of gold, farewell, sweet-dreaming 

Fancies — the children that an Eden bore I 
Blossoms that died while Dawn itself was gleaming, 

Opening in happy sunlight nevermore. 

Swan-like the robe which Innocence, bestowing. 

Decked with the virgin favors, rosy fair. 
In the gay time when many a young rose glowing 

Blushed through the loose train of the amber hair. 
Woe, woe I as white the robe that decks me now — 

The shroud-like robe Hell's destined victim wears , 
Btill shall the fillet bind this burning brow— 

2' hat sable braid the Doomsman 's hand prepares I 
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©clnct urn mi^, bie i^r nic gcfaflcn, 

Dencn noc^ t>tx Unfd^utb SUjcn blul^n, 
Denen gu t>em weic^en Sufenroaflcn 

4)clt)cnflarlc tie 9latur tocrlic^n ! 
SBcljc! — mcnfc^(i(^ ^at Meg ^erj cmpfunben! 

Unt) Smpfintung foil mein SRic^tfc^wert fcin! 
SJ3e^! )}om ^rm bed falfc^en SRannd umtvunben, 

<Sc^lief 2uifcnd lugenb ein. 

3lc^, ^iefleic^t umflattert eine 3lnbre, 

^})Zein ^crgcjfen, biefed ®c^Ian9en^erj> 
Ueberfliegt, wtnn ic6 jum ®rabe »anbre, 

5ln bem 3)"^^iW in toerliebtem ©c^erg? 
(Sptelt t)ie(Ieicl^t mit feined ^abc^end Socfe, 

©c^lingt ben A'u§, ben fie entgegenbringt, 
SBenn, »er|>ri0t auf biefem %ot>tModt, 

^06^ mein S(ut »om 9lumpfe fpringt. 

3ofepl&! 3ofepl&! auf cntfernte gWeilen 

go-lge bir Suifend lobtend^or, 
Unt bed ©lerfent^urmed bumpfed ^euten 

©c^lage fc^redlid) ma^nenb an bein D^r — 
SQenn )}on eined ^JD^dt^end meicbem Wunbe 

Dir ber l^icbe fanft (^clifpel quiUt, 
Sol^r' ed plo^Iic^ eine ^oUenwunbe 

anberSSoUufl^lofenbilbl 

^a, Serrat^er! nic^t Suifend ©d^merjen? 

9?id)t bed SBeibed ®^anbe, garter Wannt 
9lic^t bad J^nablcin unter meinem ^erjen? 

9?td^t toa^ ibrv' unb Xiger fd)mel3en fannf 
©eine ©cgcl fliegen flol3 ttom Sanbe! 

^J^etne ^ugen gittern bunfel nac^; 
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Weep ye, who never fell— for whom, unerring, 

The soul's white lilies keep their virgin hue, 
Ye who, when thoughts so danger-sweet are stirring, 

Take the stem strength that Nature gives the few I 
Woe, for too human was this fond heart's feeling — 

Feeling I — my sin's avenger doomed to be ; 
Woe — for the false man's arm, around me stealing. 

Stole the lulled Virtue, charmed to sleep, from me. 

Ah, he perhaps shall, round another sighing. 

Of me forgetful, sting some tender breast — 
Grayly, when I in the dumb grave am lying. 

Pour the warm wish, or speed the wanton jest ; 
Or play, perchance, with his new maiden's tresses, 

Answer the kiss her lip enamored brings, 
When the dread block the head he cradled presses, 

And high the blood his kiss once fevered springs. 

Thee, Francis, Francis,* league on league, shall follow 

The death-dirge of the Lucy once so dear ; 
From yonder steeple, dismal, dull, and hollow, 

Shall knell the warning horror on thy ear. 
On thy fresh leman's lips when Love is dawning, 

And the lisped music glides from that sweet well — 
Lo, in that breast a red wound shall be yawning. 

And, in the midst of rapture, warn of hell I 

Betrayer, wliat I thy soul relentless closing 

To grief— the woman-shame no art can heal- 
To that small life beneath my heart reposing 1 

Man, man, the wild beast for its young can feel I 
Proud flew the sails— receding from the land, 
I watched them waning from the wistful eye ; 



• Joseph, in the original. 
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Urn Me SRSbd^en an ber ®eine @tranbe 
fflittfelt er fein fdfd^c^ ^d^l 

Unb ba« «lnblein — in ber TOutter S^ofe 

2ag e« ba in fu^cr, golbncr fRu^\ 
3n bent SReia ber jungen 9Rorgettrofe 

Sac^te mix ber ^olbe Jtlelne gu — 
^obtHd^IiebltA fprad) and aQen 3%tt 

@ein geliebted t^eured Sitb ntid^ an, 
Den beHommnen SRutterbufen wiegen 

8icbe unb — SSerjroeiflungdwa^^n* 

ffielb, wo ifl mein Sater? laUte 

(Seiner Unfc^ulb frontmc Donnerfpradb'; 
SBeib, m i{l bein ®atte? ^aUte 

3eber ffiinfel meined ^craend nac^ — 
9Qe^ 1 umfonfl wirfl, SBaife, bu i^n fuc^en, 

Der t)ieaei(^t fd^on anbre Jtinber ^erjt, 
ffiirjl ber ©tunbe unferd ®lu(fed fluti^en, 

SQenn bic^ ein{l ber 9lame Saflarb fd^wargt 

Deine TOutter — o, im Sufen J&SUe! 

ginfam (l0t (le in bent 3ia ber ffielt, 
Durjlet ewig an ber greubenqueUe, 

Die bein 3lnbli(f fiir(%terli^ tjergattt 
aid^, mit Jebem 8aut \>on bir erflingen 

©c^meragefit^Ie bed t>ergangnen ®(itcf0, 
Unb be« 3:obe« Mttre 5)feile bringen 

!(ud bem Sad^^eln beined Ainberblidf^* 

^5Be, ^8ne, too i^ bid^ t>ernti|fe, 
$d0e, too mein ^uge bic^ erMidft! 

Sumenibenrut^en beine Jtitffe, 
Die wn fein en gippen mi(^ entjuit! 
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Boand the gay maids on Seine's voluptuous strand, 
Breathes the fisilse incense of his &tal sigh. 

And there the Babe ! there, on the mother's bosom, 

Lulled in its sweet and golden rest it lay, 
Fresh in life's morning as a rosy blossom, 

It smiled, poor harmless one, my tears away* 
Deathlike yet lovely, every feature speaking 

In such dear calm and beauty to my sadness. 
And my heart cradled, — cradled still, in breaking, 

The softening love and the despairing madness. 

"Woman, where is my father ?"— fteezing through 
me, 

Lisped the mute Innocence with thunder-sound ; 
"Woman, where is thy husband ?" — called unto me. 

Mine own stem heart, from out its deeps profound. 
Alas, for thee there is no father's kiss I — 

He fondleth other children on his knee. 
How thou wilt curse our momentary bliss. 

When Bastard on thy name shall branded be I 

Thy mother — oh, a hell her heart concealeth. 

Lone-sitting, lone in social Nature's All ! 
Thirsting for that glad fount thy love revealeth, 

While still thy look the glad fount turns to gall. 
In every infant cry my soul is heark'ning 

The haunting happiness forever o'er, 
And all the bitterness of death is dark'ning 

The heavenly looks that smiled mine eyes before. 

Hell, if my sight those looks a moment misses — 
Hell, when my sight upon those looks is turned — 

The furies now avenge in thy pure kisses. 

That slept in his what time my lips they burned. 
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@e{ne Sibe bonnern aud bent ®xabt tofeber, 
Swig, etDtg wurgt fein Wcincib fort, 

gwig — l^icr umftricfte ntid^ bie ^pber — 
Unb »ottenbet toax bcr 9)?orb. 

3ofcp^! 3ofcpl&! auf ftttfernte Weifeti 

Sage bir ber grimme ©d^atten na6^, 
SBog' mlt fatten 2lrmen bid^ ereilen, 

X^onnre bid^ au^ SQonnetraumen mad^; 
3nt ®eflimmer fanfter ©tcrne judfe 

!Dir bed ^inbed graffer (ZttxhthM, 
gd begegtie blr im btut'gen @<^mucfe, 

®eip(e btc^ t>om ^arabied 3urudf. 

©e6t! ba lag'd entfeeU gu nteinen gu^en, — 

^alt, ^inflarrenb, mit »ern)orrnent ©inn 
©a6 i(^ feined Sluted ©trBme fliegen, 

Unb mein Seben flog mit i^m ba^in ; — 
©d^recflic^ poc^t fcbon bed ®erid^te« Sote, 

©c^redlidjer mein ^erjl 
greubig eilt' id^, in bem lalten lobe 

Sludgulofc^en meinen glammcnfc^merg* 

3ofcp^ ! ©ott im ^immel fann tjergei^en, 

T)ir "otxiti^t bie ©itnberin. 
SWcinen ®rofl toitt id^ ber grbe ttjei^en, 

©d^lage, glamme, burc^ ben ^oljflog l&in! • 
®liidf(id^! gliidflid^! ©eine Sriefe lobern, 

©cine Gibe fript ein flegenb geu'r, 
©eine ^iiffe! wie fie l^odj auflobern! — 

SCad auf grben war mir einjl fo tl^eu'r? 

Irauet nic^t ben Sflofen eurer 3ugenb, 
Srauet, ©d^weflern, OTannerfc^wiiren nlel 
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ton their graves his oaths spoke 'oack in thunder I 
le peijnry stalked like murder in the son — 
ver-— God ! — sense, reason, soul, sunk under— 
te deed was done I 

idB, O Francis I let the spectre chase thee — 
f league on league upon thy hurrying flight — 
le dread clasp of icy arms emhrace thee, 
id mutter thunder in thy dream's delight I 
n from the soft stars, in their tranquil glory, 
t thy dead infant look with ghastly stare ; 
ihe shape haunt thee in its cerements goiy, 
id scourge thee hack from heaven— its home is 
there! 

ess — how lifeless I— see, oh see, before me 

lies cold—stiff I — O God I — ^and with that blood 

I, as swoops the dizzy darkness o'er me, 

ine own life mingled — ebbing in the flood. 

c, at the door they knock — more loud within me — 

ore awful still — its sound the dread heart gave I 

ly I welcome the cold arms that win me — 

re, quench thy tortures in the icy grave I 

icis— a God that pardons dwells in heaven — 

"ancis, the sinner — yes — she pardons thee — 

t my wrongs unto the earth be given : 

ame, seize the wood I— it bums— it kindles— see I 

:« — there his letters cast — behold are ashes I — 

is vows — the conquering fire consumes them here : 

kisses — see — see all are only ashes — 

il, all — the all that once on earth were dear I 

(t not the roses which your youth enjoyeth, 
(ters, to man's faith, changeful as the moon I 
10 
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©d^on^cit toax bie gatte mtincr Sugenb, 
Slttf ber aiic^tjlatt ^ier wflud^' i(% jle! — 

Barren? Sal^rcn in bed SCurgerd Sllden? " 
©c^neU bic Sinbc urn mcln 2lngeft(^tl 

^enfer, fannjl bu Icinc ?Uje fnidm? 
S3leid)er Renter, gittre ni(^tl 



pie ^roge 6er ^eff. 

t>it ber fd^affenbe ®fi{l einfl au^ bent S^aod fAItti^ 
!Durc^ bie fc^n>ebenbe SBelt f(ieg' i(^ bed SBinbee ghis, 

Sid am ©tranbe 

3^rer 2Bogen ic^ lanbe, 
Slnfer »erf\ wo fein .^auA ntel^r m^t, 
Unb ber aRarfflein ber ®(%8pfung flel^t 

@terne fa(^ i&i bereitd jugenbtic^ auferfle^n, 
^^aufenbjia^rigen ®an()d bur^d girmament gu g^tt, 

©a^ f!e fpielen 

?Wa(!^ ben lodfenben 3^^^^^; 
Strenb fucftte mein Slid unt^er, 
©a^ bie ^liiume fd^on — flernenleer* 

Slnjufeuern ben Slug weiter jum Slcidft bed Wid^td, 
©teur' id^ mut^iger fort, ne^me ben glug bed Sic^td, 

!Rebiid)t triiber 

^immel an mir )»oriiber, 
ffieftfpfleme, glut^en im ^a&i, 
©trubetn bem ©onnenwanbrer nad^« 

©ie]^, ben einfamen ^^at wanbelt ein ^ilger ntltr 
9lafd^ entgegen — ,,|)alt an! ffiafler, toM fud^fl bit 

//rr3«nt ®eflabe Ricrf" 

©einer fflelt meine 5)fabel 
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Beaniy to me brought guilt— its bloom destroyeth : 

liO, in the Place of Death I curse the boon : 
Tears in the headsman's gaze— what tears? — 'tis 
spoken I 
Quick, bind mine eyes — all soon shall be forgot — 
Doomsman— the lily hast thou never broken ? 
F^ Doomsman — tremble not I 

Sir Edward Bidwer LyUoru 



THE VASTNESS OF CREATION. 
Amidst revolving worlds, which the creative mind 
Erst out of chaos struck, I fly on wings of wind, 

Seeking to land 

On the billows' strand — 
Cast anchor where stirs no breath vibration, 
Where stands the bound-stone of creation. 
And stars I there beheld, radiant in youth, arise. 
Their fixed millennial course to travel thro' the skies ; 

Saw them sportive roll 

To the beckoning goal- 
Then cast a wandering glance around me, 
Ajid already in starless space I found me. 
More wide *into the realm of thought to urge my 

flight, 
I steer right boldly on, and take the wings of light. 

With dim clouds o'ercast 

Is the heaven I've past : 
Wave after wave, world-systems gushing, 
On my sun-dazzled sense come rushing. 
And lo ! athwart my path, along the lonesome way, 
A pilgrim hastens. '* Halt I what seek'st thou, trav- 
eller, say I " 
* ' To the furthest shore 

Of this oceau hoar 



♦ See note a. 
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©e^Te I6in, too fcin ^aud) me^r »c6t, 
Unt) t)cr OTarfflcin tcr ©d^opfung flc^t!"" 

,,©tc^! bu fe(\e(|l umfonfl — tjor bit UnenbliAfeit !" 
„n®ttt^ '• t^w KQe^*^ umfonfl— 5)ilger auc^ Winter mir! 

©cnfc nicbcr, 

3lt)(cri?ct'an!\ beiu ©efteberl 
^ubne ©eglcrin, 5^^anta(Ie, 
2Birf ein mut^Iofed 2ln!tr l^ie/'" 



c^feflte auf 6en "^ob eines Sungfings.* 

Sattf^cd ©tobnen, »ie »orm najen ©turme, 

pallet %tx )}om oten ^^rauer^aud, 
2:ottcnt6nf fatten tjon bed aRunjletd Sl^urme! 

Sinen 3wtt{l^i"9 ^wgt man l^ter ^eraud, 
Ginen aiingUnci — nod^ nitfet reif ^um ©arge, 

3n ted 2ebend ^al gepfludft, 
g)ocfecnt> mit t>cr 3w9Pnb 9?en>enmarff, 

'aWit ber glamme, bie im ^uge jutft — 
gincn ©obn, bie SBonne feiner OTutter 

(O ba« Icbrt i^r jammcrnb ^6^) 
3Kcincn ©ufcnfreunb, ad^l meincn Sruber — 

aiuf, wae 9nenfd^ ^ti^t, folge nad^! 

5)rablt ibr, gicbten, bie x^x bo*, t)eraltet, 
©tikrmcn jlfbet unb ben Donner nedt? 

Unb ibr Serine, bie ibr ^immel baltet, 
Unb ibr ^imme!, bie ibr ©onnen be(^t: 

?)rabtt ber ®rei« nocb, ber auf floljen ®er!ett 
ffiie auf ©ogen aur Soflenbung jleigtt 



/ 



• Ttt SRamc bc« duitelinfl* »«r dcbiinR CMfHan Ocif(crTI«. 



r 
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I sail, where Btin no breath vibration, 
Where stands the bound-stone of creation." 

" Thou saiPst in vain. Btfwt thee lies LB^nsrmr," 
^^Thon too — jBe^md me, Pilgrim, spreads unbounded 
sea." 
Thought, eagle-pinioned, stoop 
Thy wings that flag and droop I 
Fancy I — thou daring sailor ! — here, at last, 
Here, thy desponding anchor cast I 

Jchn Herman Merivale^ Esq., F,8,A. 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OP A YOUNG MAN.» 

Mournful groans, as when a Tempest lours. 

Echo from the dreary house of Woe ; 
Death-notes rise from yonder Minster's towers I 

Bearing out a youth, they slowly go ; 
Yes I a youth — unripe yet for the Bier, 

Gathered in the spring-time of his days, 
Thrilling yet with pulses strong and clear, 

With the dame that in his bright eye plays — 
Yes ! a Son — the Idol of his Mother, 

(Oh, her mournful sigh shows tJiat too well I) 
Yes I my Bosom-friend, — alas, my Brother I — 

Up I each Man, the sad Procession swell I 

Do ye boast, ye Pines, so gray and old, 
Storms to brave, with thunderbolts to sport ? 

And, ye Hills, that ye the Heavens uphold ? 

And, ye Heavens, that ye the Suns support ? 

Boasts the graybeard, who on haughty Deeds 
As on billows, seeks Perfection's height ? 

* The youDg mau's name was Jobann Christian Wcckherlin. 



VicMid> hiiuftcit, ih4( trr ^Hviontfrcutc, 
3cine lai^c bin im iHcfcnflcibe, 

Unt) t)ie S[i3e(t, t)ic iJBelt roar i^m fo fu^ - 
lint) fo frcunt'Iic^, fo bcaaubimt) roinfte 
3^m t)ic 3u^wnf^ m"^ f«> 9olt)en blinUe 

3^m t)(^ 8cbctt« ^arabied; 
9lo(!br <ttd fc&on bad Slutterauge t^rante, 
Unter i^m bad ^obtenreic^ f(!bon gSl^nte, 

Ueber i^m ber f^arjen gabeti ri§, 
grb* unb ^immel ftinem Slicf entfanfen, 
glo^ er angfllid^ t>or bem ®rabgfbanfen -^ 

31^, bie SQfU ifi @ttrbenben fp fu^l 

@tumm unb taub ifl^d in bem tn^tn J^aufe, 
Ilcf ber @4(ummet ber ©egrabenen; 

©ruber! atb, tn e»ig tiefer 9)aufe 
gelern atte beine ^offnungen; 

Dft erwSrmt bie Sonne beinen ^ugel, 
3^re Olttt^ empfinbefl bu nid^t me^r^ 

Seine ©lumen wiegt bed SQeflroinbd S(u9e(, 
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Boasts the Hero, whom his prowess leads 
Up to future Glory's Temple bright ? 

If the gnawing worms the floweret blast, ' 
Who can madly think he'll ne'er decay ? 

Who above, below, can hope to last, 
If the young man's life thus fleets away ? 



Joyously his days of youth so glad 
Danced along, in rosy garb beclad, 

And the worlds the world was then so sweet 1 
And how kindly, how enchantingly 
Smiled the Future,— with what golden eye 

Did Life's Paradise his moments greet I 
While the tear his Mother's eye escaped, 
Under him the Healm of Shadows gaped, 

And the Fates his thread began to sever, — 
Earth and Heaven then vanished from his sight. 
From the Grave-Thought shrunk he in afiVight — 

Sweet the World is to the Dying ever ! 



Dumb and deaf 'tis in that narrow place. 

Deep the Slumbers of the Buried One I 
Brother I Ah, in ever-slackening race 

All thy hopes their circuit cease to run I 
Sunbeams oft thy native hill still lave. 

But their glow thou nevermore canst feel ; 
O'er its flowers the Zephyr's pinions wave, 

O'er thine ear its murmur ne'er can steal ; 
Love will never tinge thine eye with gold. 

Ne'er wilt thou embrace thy blooming bride, 
Not e'en though our tears in torrents rolled — 

Death must now thine eye forever hide ! 



3lber tro^t bir! — fofllid^ ifl bein ©dbtummet, 

:)lu^ig f^laft f!d)'d in bem eiiijcn ^au«; 
Sfflit ber grcube flirbt ^ier auc^ bcr Summer, 

0l6ci^eln auc^ ber ^enfd^en Quaten ani* 
Ueber blr mag bie Serteumbung geifern, 

Dtc ajerfu^rung i^re ®ifte fpei'n, 
Ueber bid) ber ^^fearifacr cifcrn, 

grommc TOorbfuc^t bic^ ber ^otte weil^n, 
©auner burc^ 2lpojlet*2Ra<5!en fcj^leten, 

Unb bie ©aflarbtoc^ter ber ©crec^tlgWt, 
aCic mit SBiirfcln, fo mit aJlenfd^en fpielen, 

Unb fo fort, bi^ ^in gur Swigfeit. 

Ueber bir mag aud^ S^^tuna gauMn, 

Slinb ^erum nad^ i^rcn Sullen fpa^n, 
SWenfdJcn balb auf fc^wanfen i^ronen f^auMii, 

93alb f)erum in muften ^fit^en bre^n; 
2Bo^l bir, tool^I in beiner f(^maten ^tUtl 

Diefem fomifc^tragifc^en Qittouf^l, 
Diefer ungeftiimen ©liicfe^roette, 

I;icfcm pojfenbaftcn l^ottofpiel, 
Diefem faulen flei^igen (i^emimmel, 

Diefer arbeit^ooUen 0luV 
©ruber! — biefem teufebotlen ^immel 

@c^Io§ bein ^uge fld^ auf emig ^u* 

ga^r benn too^l, bu Irauter unfrer ©eele, 
Singewiegt t?on unfern @egnungenl 

®d)lummre ru^ig in ber ®rabe^lbo^I^ 
©djlummre ru^ig bi^ auf SBieberfe^nl 

93id auf biefen leid^eniooflen J£)ugcln 
Die aHmac^tige 9)ofaune flingt, 

Unb nad^ aufgerijfnen Xobe^riegeln 
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Tet 'tis well I— for precious is thy Best, 

In that narrow house the Sleep is calm ; 
There, with Bapture, Sorrow leaves the breast, — 

Man's afflictions there no longer harm. 
Slander now may wildly rave o^ thee, 

And TUiptafci<m vomit Poison fell. 
O'er thee wrangle on the Pharisee, 

Murderous Bigots banish thee to Hell I 
Rogues beneath Apostle-masks may leer, 

And the bastard child of Justice play. 
As it were with dice, with mankind here, 

And so on, until the Judgment Day I 

O'er thee Fortune still may juggle on, 

For her minions blindly look around, — 
Man now totter on hie staggering throne. 

And in dreary puddles now be found I 
Blest art thou, within thy narrow cell ! 

To this stir of tragi-comedy. 
To these fortune-waves that madly swell. 

To this vain and childish lottery, 
To this busy crowd effecting naught, 

To this rest with labor teeming o'er. 
Brother I — to this Heaven with Devils fraught. 

Now thine eyes have closed forevermore. 

Faro thee well, oh, thou to memory dear, 
By our blessings lulled to slumbers sweet I 

Sleep on calmly in thy prison drear, — 
Sleep on calmly till again we meet I 

Till the loud Almighty trumpet sounds, 
Echoing through these corpse-encumbered hills, — 

Till God's storm- wind, bursting through the bounds 
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®otted @turm»inb biefe eeid^n in Setoesitiis 

fc^wingt — 
Sid, bffru(^tet oon 3^^0)>a^d ^ciu6^, 

®raber frei§en — auf fein maAHg Drau*ii 
3" jerfcbmeljentier 3)tancten 9lauc^ 

3^ren 9laub t)te ®rufte »let)eriatt'tt — 

9li(6t in ffielten, tvie bie SBdfen traumen, 

^uc^ nic^t in bed $obeId ^arabied, 
9lic^t in ^xmmtln, »ie bie Dic^ter reimeu, — 

^bcr mir ereilen bic^ getDi§. 
Daf ed »a^r fet, toai ben $ilger freute? 

£)af no(^ ienfeiU ein ©ebanfe fei? 
Da§ bie lugenb uberd ®rab geltite? 

Daf ed me^r benn eitle 3)^antafei? 

©c^on ent^iiUt finb bir bie Slat^fel afle! 

^a^r^eit fc^lilrft bein ^oc^entaiicfter ®eift, 
SCa^r^eit, bie in taufenbfac^em ©tra^le 

Son bed gro^en 3Saterd ^eld^e fleuf t. — 

3if^t benn ^in, i^r ^djtoax^tn, ^ummtn 3:rttgert 

lifc^t au^ ben bent gro^en iSQurger auf I 
^bxtt auf, ge^eulergojfne ^lager! 

Iburmet auf i^m (^taub auf ^^taub gu $auf I 
aCo ber 2Jieufci, ber ®otted 9lat^f*lu^ priiftel 

^0 bad Slug', ben Slbgrunb burc^^ufd^aun? 
^eilig, ^^eilig, ^eilig bift bu, ®ott ber ©riiftel 

aiHr »ere^ren bic^ mit ®raun I 
Crbe mag luvud in Srbe flauben, 

gliegt ber ®etfl boc^ au^ bent morfd^tn ^audl 
@eine Slfc^e mag ber vBturmminb treiben, 

Seine iitbt bauert ewig and* 



26 

Placed by Death, with Life thoee corpses fills — 
Till, impregnate with Jehovah's blast, 

Graves bring forth, and at His menace dread, 
In the smoke of Planets melting fast, 

Once again the tombs give up their Dead I 

Not in Worlds, as dreamt of by the Wise, 

Not in Heavens, as sung in Poets' song, 
Not in e'en the People's Paradise — 

Yet we shail o'ertake thee, and ere long. 
Is that true which cheered the Pilgrim's gloom ? 

Is it true that Thoughts can yonder be f 
True, that Virtue guides us o'er the tomb ? 

That 'tis more than empty Phantasy ? 
All these riddles are to thee unveiled I 

Truth thy Soul ecstatic now drinks up. 
Truth in radiance thousandfold exhaled 

From the Mighty Father's blissful cup. 

Dark and silent Bearers, draw, then, nigh I 

To the Slayer serve the Feast the while I 
Cease, ye Mourners, cease your wailing cry I 

Dust on dust upon the body pile I 
Where's the Man who God to tempt presumes ? 

Where the eye that through the Gulf can see ? 
Holy, holy, holy art thou, God of Tombs I 

We, with awful trembling, worship Thee ! 
Dust may back to native dust be ground, 

From its crumbling house the Spirit fly, 
And the storm its ashes strew around, — 

But its Love, its Love shall never die I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 
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(Si^wtx unb bumpftg, 
Sine SBettertDolfe, 
Durd^ bie gritne Sbne fc^toanft ber Starfd^* 

^um milben eifernen ^urfelfpiel 
@tredt ficb unabfe^Iic^ bad ©eftlbe* 

Slide friec^en niebemarU, 
^n bie 9ltppen poc^t bad Wdnner^erg, 

Sorixber an ^ot^Ien ^obtengefld^tetn 
yiicberjagt bie gront ber SWajor: 

Unb 9iegimrnter feffelt bad flarre Commanbo* 

Sautlod Ht bie gront 

3)ra(]^tig im glix^enben TOorgenrotl^ 
liOad bli^t bort ber »om ©ebirge? 
©c^t i^r bed geinbed ga^nen we^nt 
SBir fe^n bed geinbed ga^nen webn, 
®ott mit eu^, iffieib unb Ainberl 
l^uflig! ^ort i^r ben ®efang? 
^rommelmirbel, ^feifenflang 
@d^mettert burc^ bie ©lieber; 
iSSie braudt ed fort im fc^onen, milben Sactl 
Unb hxau^t burc^ SRarf unb Sein. 

®ott befo^len, Sriiber! 

3n einer anbern ffielt »ieberl 

®^on fleugt ed fort wie ffietterleu^t, 
Dumpf briiUt ber X)onner fcbon bort, 
Die SBimper jucft, l^ier fra^t er laut, 
Die fiofung braudt tton fyttx gu ^ttx — 
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J)te §d|fcd|f. 

^i^rctx nn't bumpftg, 
(Sine 20ctter»ol!e, 
Durd^ bie grune (Sbne fc^ivanft ber Starfd^ 

3um njill'en eifernen SCurfflfpiel 
Stredt jtcb unabfc^Iic^ bae ©efilbe* 

Slide friccbcn nieberwarW, 
2ln bic Slippen poc^t bad ^anntr^tx^ 

^Qxubcx an ^o^Ien Xobtengejlc^tern 
^flicbcrjaijt bic grent bcr SRajor: 

i>an\ 

Unb ^egimrnter fcjfelt bad flarre Commaitbo. 

Sautlod \ttf^t bie groitt 

yraci^ti^ im glii^enben TOcrgcnrotl^ 
iJl^ac blipt bort bcr »cm (iJcbirgc? 
Scljt ibr bed geinbec gabnen n>e(n? 
2i>ir febn bed geinbed gabnen »ebn, 
($^ctt mit eucb, SDeib unb i^inberl 
Vufrig! bcrt ibr ben ©efang? 
Ircmmelwirbel, 3>feifenfland 
.2d>mettert burd> bie (Slieter; 
:2v^ie braudt ee fort im fd^onen, n«ilben Sactl 
Unb braudt burd) "iD^arf unb Sein. 

@ett befcblen, g?rubcr! 

3n einer anbcrn ©elt iDiebfr! 

3d>en fleujit ed fcxi »ie ©ettcrlniAt, 
rumef bruUt ber Xcnner [d>on bcrt, 
£ie S^imrer jtudt. bier frad^t er laut, 
Xie !^cfun^ brauct ??cn ^^eer ju ipecr — 



27 



THE BATTLE. 

Hravy and solemn, 

A cloudy oolamn, 
Thrcmgh the green plain they marching came ! 

Measureless spread, 

Is that table dread, 
For the wild grim dice of the iron game, 
Suinkingly down bend the looks to the ground, 
And the heart beats loud with a knelling sound ; 
Fde is the face of the stoutest man 
As the Mi^or spurs fast by the ranks to the van. 

" Halt I" 
And fettered they stand at the stark command. 

Silently halts the van I 

Proud in the blush of morning glowing, ' 

What on the hill-top shines in flowing ? 
"See you the Foeman's banners waving ?" 
"We sec the Foeman's banners waving I " 
"God be with ye — children and wife I " 
Hark to the music— the drum and the fife, 
How they ring through the ranks which they rouse to 

the strife I 
Thrilling they sound with their glorious tone, 
Thrilling they go through the marrow and bone I 
Brothers, Ood grant when this life be o-er, 
In the life to come that we meet once more I 

See the smoke how the lightning is cleaving asunder ! 
Hark the guns, peal on peal, how they boom in their 

thunder I 
Quivers the eyelid, as round and round. 
From rank to rank, files the signal sound ; 



28 

8a§ braufcn in ©otted ^amtn fort, 
greier fd^on dtt^mtt ^ie Sruft 

S)er Sob ifl tod — fc^on toogt f!^ ber J(am)>f, 
Sifen im toolfigttn ^uberbampf, 
Sifern faUen bie SBurfeL 

9la( umarmen bie ^eere f!^; 

gertig ! ^eult'd »on 3)'Ioton gu 3)'Ioton ; 

SlttfbieAniee getoorfen 

geuern bie Sorbern, t)ie(e fle^en nid^t mel^r auf, 

Sitden rei§t bie flreifenbe Staxtat^dit, 

Sluf Sormannd 9lumpfe fpringt ber ^intermaitit, 

Sertouflung re(!^td unb (infd unb urn unb um, 

SataiUone niebertoalit ber Sob. 

S)ie @onne lofd^t aud, ^eig brennt bie (Sc^Tadftl 
©c^mara brutet auf bent $eer bie 9tad)t-— 
®ott befo^Ien, ©ruber! 
3n einer anbern SBelt »ieberl 

^0^ fpri^t an ben Wadfen bad ©tut, 

gebenbe weAfeIn mit Sobten, ber Suf 

©trau(^ett fiber ben Seid^namen — 

,,Unb auc^ bu, grana?" — ,,„®ruge mein 8ott*c 

greunb!"" 
SBilber immer toutbet ber ©treit; 
,,®rfi§en toiH id^" — ®ott! ^ameraben, fe^tl 
Winter undroie bie ^artatfcbe fpringt! — 
,,®rugen toiU id^ bein Sottc^en, greunbl 
,,@(blummre fanft! too bie jtugelfaat 
,,9le8net, jHir|' i(^ SerlaJTner binein.'' 

i&ieber, bortbin f^toanft bie ©d^Iait. 
ginjbrer brutet auf bent ^ttx bie !Ra(bt — 
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Shout it forth— shout it forth— to the life or the death I 
Freer already breathes the breath I 

Death has broke loose, and the strife is begun, 
More fiust through the smoke comes the flash of the 

gun; 
More fast through the vapor, that hangs like a pall, 

Do the iron dice fall. 

Nearer they close — foes upon foes. 
*' Beady I" — ^from square to square it goes, 

Down on the knee they sank, 
And the fire comes sharp from the foremost rank. 
Many a man to the earth it sent. 
Many a gap by the balls is rent — 
O^cr the corpse before springs the hinder-man. 
That the line may not fail to the fearless van. 
To the right, to the left, and wherever ye gaze, 
Goc>s the Dance of Death in its whirling maze, 
God's sunlight is quenched in the fiery fight. 
Over the host falls a brooding Night ! 
SroiJicrs, God grant when this life be o'^er^ 
In the life to come tlicU we meet once more ! 

The dead men lie bathed in the weltering blood. 
And the living are blent in the Blipi)cry flood. 
And the feet, as they reeling and sliding go, 
Stumble still on the cori)8es tliat sleep below. 
"What, Francis 1" '*Give Charlotte my last fare- 
well." 
As the dying man murmurs, the thunders swell — 
*' I"!! give— O God I are their guns so near ? 
Ho I comrades !— yon volley I— look sharp to the rear I 
I'll give thy Charlotte thy last farewell. 
Sleep soft ! where Death thickest descendeth in rain. 
The friend thou forsakest thy side shall regain !" 
Ilitherward- thitherward reels the fight, 
And broods o'er the battle yet darker the ni^ht. 
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®ott Befo^tcn, ©ruber! 

3n ciner anttxn SCelt »icberl 

$or^! toa€ fhrampft tm ®aIopp oorM! 

Die Slbjutanten flicgcn, 
Dragoner ra([eln in ben gcinb, 

Unb feine Donner ru^en* 
SSictoria, ©ruber! 

©c^rerfen rci§t bie feigen Olieber, 

Unb feine ga^ne (!nft — 

(Sntfc^ieben ifl bie f^arfe ©cbla^t, 
£)er Xag blicft flegenb bur^ bie tRa^tt 
<$)or(^! 2:rommeI»irbel, ^^ifenHang 
@timmen f^on S^riump^gefang ! 
8ebt wo^l, ibr gebliebenen ©ruber I 
3n einer anbern 3BeIt »ieber ! 



'gtoufTecu. 

SWonument »on unfrer 3^it^« S^anbe, 
6»'0e Sc^mac^fdjrift beiner SWutterlanbe, 

9tou|Jeau^d ®rab, gegrit§et feifl bu mtr! 
grieb' unb Sflu^ ben Xriimmern beined Sebendl 
grieb' unb Slu^e fucfetefl bu ©ergebend, 

grieb' unb SRu^e fanbfl bu ^ier! 

SBann »irb boc^ bie alte 3Bunbe naxltn ? 
(Sinfl toar'd finfler, unb bie SBeifen flarbeni 

<Run ifl'd lic^ter, unb ber fficife jiirbt. 
@o!rated ging itnter burc^ ©opl^iflen, 
Sioulfeau leibet, Sflouffeau fdttt bur^ S^riflen, 

Sioujfeau — ber aud S^rifhn SRenfc^en toirBt 
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BroAers, Ood grant when this life he o^er^ 
hi the life to come that toe meet once morel 

Haik to the hoo& that galloping go I 

The Adjutants flying, — 
The horsemen press hard on the panting foe, 
Their thunder booms in dying — 
Victory I 
The terror has seized on the dastards all, 
And their colors fall I 
Victory I 
Closed is the bitter but glorious fight : 
And the day, like a conqueror, bursts on the night. 
Hark to the music — the drum and the fife, 
How they ring with the triumph that follows the 

strife 1 
Farewell, fallen brothers, though this life be o^er, 
There'*s anot/ier, in which we shall meet you once more I 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton. 



ROUSSEAU. 
Monumental scandal of our time I 
Blot eternal on thy parent clime I 

Rousseau's grave 1 — receive a votary's tear — 
Peace and Rest may with thy bones remain. 
Peace and Rest thou, living, sought'st in vain. 

Peace and Rest await thee here. 

Will this bleeding fountain ne'er be dried ? 
Once 'twas darkness all, and sages died — 

i^ow 'tis light — yet dies the sage again. 
Socrates was doomed by sophist bands. 
Rousseau's fate was sealed by Christian hands — 

Rousseau — who, of Christians, made us men. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq,, F, S.A 
11 ' "i » 
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8ul ben Driefen dultui* an fRop^nd, dncm no^ ungcbrnAcB Rtai 

greun^! gcnugfam ifl bcr SBcffittcnfer — 
©d^amctt fl^ neinmeiflcrif^c D«nfer, 

Die fo angflli(^ nac^ ®cfc^en fpa^ti — 
®ciflcrriri^ unb jtorpcrroeltgcwu^fe 
JBafjct eincd SHat^ed ^c^mung ^um 3W^> 

^ier fa^ cd mein 9?e»tott ge^n. 

©p^aren tc^rt t€, ®!ra\)cn eined 3ttttw«*i 
Urn bad ^crj bed grogen ffiertenraumed 

Sabprint^cnba^nen aie^n — 
®eifler in umarmcnben ©pflemen 
9lad^ ber gro§en ©ciflerfonne jlrBmen, 

SBie sum 9Reere Sad^e flie^n. 

SBar'd nid&t bie« atlma^Hge OctrieBe, 
!Dad jum en>'gcn Subelbunb ber Siebe 

Unfre ^erjcn aneinanber jwang? 
Slapbacl, an beinem 2lrm — o 3Bonne! 
SQag* auc^ icb jur gro§en ®ei|letfonne 

greubigmut^ig ben SoQenbungdgang* 

®ludfli(!^! d(u(f(i(!^, bi(b ^ab' t(^ gefunben, 
{)ab^ aud S^iQionen b i c^ umwunben, 

Unb and ^}J^iflionen mein bifl bu — 
Sa§ bad S^aod biefe ^eU umrutteln, 
Dur(j^einanber bic Sltomen fc^utteln ; 

(£n)ig fltebn f{(^ unfre ^er^rn gu. 

^up i^ nid^t aud beinen grammenattgen 
iWeiner ffloflujl ®iberfha^len faugettf 
9lur in bir beflaun' i6^ mi6^ — 
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FBIENDSHIP. 

Fhm the *' Letters of JalluB to Baphael :" an anpabUshed 

Texpebatb is the Being-Buler, Friend I— 
On thoee Thinkers mean let Shame attend 

Who so anxiously seek Laws to solve ! 
living-Worlds, and Regions of the Soul 
On one Fly-wheel, toward their limit roll ; 

Here my Newton saw that Wheel revolve I 

Spheres, — the slaves of but one rein,— it tells 
Bound the mighty World's heart, as it swells, 

Labyrinthine paths to cause to rise — 
Spirits, in entwining Systems laced. 
Toward the mighty Spirit-Sun to haste, 

As the stream to join the ocean flies. 

Was't not this Machinery divine. 
That compelled our bosoms to entwine 

In the blest and endless bonds of Love ? 
Raphael, on thine arm — oh, ecstasy I 
Toward that mighty Spirit-Sun, e'en I 

On Perfection's path would gladly rove. 

Joy, oh, Joy I Thou now art found by me I 
I, of millions, have embraced but thee, 

And, of millions, mine art thou alone — 
Let this World in Chaos still be lost. 
Atoms in confusion wild be tossed. 

Into one our hearts for aye have flown I 

Must not I, from out thy flaming gaze. 
Of my Rapture seek the answering rays ? 
»Tis in thee alone myself I view — 
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@d6oner malt {!(( mix tie f^one Srbe, 
i>tUtx fpiegelt in bed greunbd (Sthtx^t, 
3let|cnber ber ^immel (id^. 

©(^toemtttt^ tvirft bie bangnt Sl^rSnentafle 
®u§er tton bed ?eiben0 ©turm gu rajlen, 

3n ber 8iebe Sufen al; 
©ud^t nid^t felbfl bad fotternbe Sntaucfen 
3n bed greunbd berebten ©tra^Ienblitfen 

Ungebulbig tin tootlufl'ged ®rab? 

©tunb' im 5ltl ber ©d^Bpfung i(^ ttHelne, 
©eelen traumf id^ in bie gelfenjleine, 

Uttb umarmenb fu§t idi fie — 
gWeine illagen flo^nf id^ in bie 8ufle^ 
greute mi^, antworteten bie ^(iifte, 

^^or genug! ber fu§en ©pmpat^ie* 

STobte ®ruppen (!nb »ir — »enn wir l^affei 
©otter — mnn mir liebenb und umfajfenl 

Se^aen nac^ bem fiipen gejfela»ang — 
9(ufnjartd burd^ bie taufenbfa^cn ©tufen 
3ailenIofer ©eijler, bie nid^t fci^ufen, 

ffialtet gottlid^ biefer Drang. 

3(rm in Slmte, l^ol^er ftetd unb ^o^er, 
Som 3)^ongolen hi& jum griec^'ftj^en ©e^er, 

Der fld^ an ben le^ten ©erap^ rei^ 
SBaHen toir, einmut^^gen dlingeltanaed, 
S3id fic^ bort im ^eer bed em'gen ©langed 

©terbenb untertauc^en Wla^ unb 3^i^ — 

greunblod mar ber gro§e ffiettenmeifler, 
giiblte 9K a n g el — barum fc^uf er ®eifler 
©ePge ©piegel feiner ©ftligfeitl 
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Fairer still appears the Earth so fisdr, 
Brighter in the Loved One's features there 
Heaven is mirrored, — of more dazzling hoe. 

Sweeter from the Passion's storm to rest, 
Melancholy casts npon Love's breast 

All the burden of her tearful gloom ; 
Does not e'en tormenting Rapture seek, 
In thine eyes that eloquently speak, 

Eagerly to find a blissfhl tomb ? 

Stood I in Creation all alone, 

Spirits I would dream into each stone, 

And their forms with kisses then would greet,- 
When my wailings echoed far and wide, 
Would be happy, if the rocks replied, 

Fool, enough I to Sympathy so sweet I 

Lifeless groups are we, if hate we prove, 
Gods — if we embrace in kindly love I 

While we languish for the fetters blest — 
Upwards through the thousand-varying scale 
Of unnumbered Souls that naught avail. 

Does this godlike impulse raise the breast. 

Arm in arm, tow'rd some still higher sphere, 
From the Mongol to the Grecian seer. 

Who is with the last of Seraphs bound. 
Roam we on, in dancing orbit bright. 
Till in yonder Sea of endless light 

Time and Measure evermore are drowned I 

Friendless was the mighty Lord of Earth, 
Felt a Want — so gave the Spirit birth, 

Mirror blest where His own glories shine I — 
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^an\> bod :^o(6flc ffiefen fd^en Mn ®Ief^c«, 
Slucf tent ^eld^ tc0 gotijen ®eelenrei(^e«, 
S^umt l^m — tie Unentlid^felt. 



^ord^ — »ic 9RurmeIn bed cmporten ^ttTt9, 
2Bie burd^ ^o^Ier gelfen Sccfen weint eln 

@to^nt bort bumpftgtief eiti \d^totxt^, leered, 
Qualerprepted ^c^l 

©d^merj toerjerrct 
3^t ®cP(^t; 3Ser3weif[ung fperret 

3^ren SRac^cn fluc^cnb auf. 
$0^1 {!nb i^re Slugen, il^re SUcfe 
@pa^en bang na^ bed Socptud Srudfe, 

golgen t^rdnenb feinem Xrauerlauf, 

grogen (Id^ einonbcr Sngjlltd^ leife, 
Dh nod^ nid^t SSotlenbung fel? — 

(£»lg!elt [(^wingt fiber i^ncn ^reife, 
Srid^t bie Senfe bed ©oturnd ent^weU 
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Boruber bie (lo^ncnbc ^lagel 
(Slpflumd greubenfiage 

(Srfaufcn ieglid^ed %6^ — 

gl9fiumd 8eben 

Swige SSJonne, e»iged @(J»eBen, 
£)ur^ lad^enbe gluren ein flotenber Sad^. 

3ugenbUd^ milbe 
a3ef*»ebt bie ®efHbc 
g»iger 9Rai; 
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Ke^er Hit Uke haa found that Being high,— 
Naught e'er giuhes— save Infinity — 
From the Spirit-Begion's Cup Divine I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

GROUP FBOM TARTARUa 
Hark I like murmurings of the troubled ocean — 
Like some brook, that weepe thro' beds of cavemed 
stone — 
Thence is heard the sound of stifled, deep emotion— 
A low, pain-extorted moan. 

Anguish rending 
Every face— Despair extending 

Every throat with curses wide. 
Hollow are their eyes ; their looks explore, 
Strained in anxious dread, the Stygian shore, 

Tracing, tearful, its lugubrious tide. 

*' Is not yet the cycle ended ?" — 
Whispers each to each in plaintive strain. 

O'er them swings Eternity suspended. 
And the scythe of Saturn breaks in twain. 

John Herman Merioale^ Esq.y F,8,A, 



ELYSIUM. 
Away with the moanings of sorrow! 
The feast of Elysium's morrow 

Shall drown every accent of woe. 
Life Elysian I 

Endless bliss of floating vision, 
Through fair smiling meadows where silver streams 
flow. 
Spring-tide's mild morning. 
The landscape adorning. 
Gleams o'er the plain. 
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Die ®htnbrn entflie^en in golbetten SrS'umen, 
£)ie ©eele fd)n)int aud in unenbliciM StSnmeiii 
SBal^rl^eit reipt l^ter ben Sc^Ieier entgmel 

Unenblid^e grcube 

jDurd^watlet bad ^er^. 
^iet mangelt bcr OTame bent trauernben 8eibc} 
@anfter (Snt^ucfen nur ^i§et l^ier @((mer)* 

JgJier (Irecfet ber »aflenbe fxl^tv bie matten 
Srennenben ©liebcr im faufelnben ©d^atten, 

£cgct bte Siirbe auf ewig bo^in — 
©cine ©id^cl entfattt ^ier bem ©c^nitter, 
Cingefungcn »on ^arfengejitter, 

Srfiumt er gefd^nittene ^alme gu fe^n. 

Deffcn ga^ne Donnerjlurme roaVitt, 
Dejfen D^ren ^Worbgebrufl umboUte, 

93crge bebtcn untcr beffcn Donnergang, 
©d^Iaft ^ier linbe bei bed 93o(^c0 Slicfeln, 
Dcr tptc ©ilber fpielct ubcr iticfein; 

3^m t>er^aQet tvilber ©peere Alang* 

J^ier nntarmen (Idb getreuc ®atten, 
Jtujfen (Id^ auf grunen fammtnen SRatten, 

?icb0cfoi5t »om Salfamwejl; 
3bre itrone finbet :^ier bie Siebe, 
©idjer »or bed 2:obed (Irengem ^iebe, 

geiert pe ein e»tg ^Jodbjcitfejl. 



|)er ^tffi^tfiitfl. 

grifd^ atbmet bed SJ^orgend lebenbiger ^anA\ 

^urpurifd) gudft burc^ bujlrer ^annen 9li^n 
T)a€ junge iid^t unb dugr(t aud bem ©traud^; 

eWni (&mint(. tDcrfe. L 3 
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The houn wing their flight 'mid sweet traaoes of 

pleasure; 
The soul gushes forth into space without measure ; 
Truth here rends the veil in twain. 

Joys never &iling 

Overflow the glad heart 
Here grief has no name to express her hewailing, 
But keen is the rapture, and hiissful the smart. 

The way-fiuing pilgrim, with weariness hending, 
Beneath the cool shade his parched memhers extend- 
ing, 

Casts off the load that so heavUy weighed : 
Here too the reaper, his sickle forsaken, 
Lulled hy the notes that the harp-strings awaken. 

Dreams of rich harvests around him displayed. 

He whose banner 'midst war's tempests fluttered. 
Bound whose ea,rs the murder-cry was uttered. 

Whilst earth shook beneath his thunder-tread, 
Grently slumbers here, beside the purling 
Streams, o'er silvery pebbles peaceful curling — 

Clashing spears break noiseless o'er his head. 

Here the tender wife her spouse embraces, 
Soft reposing In these verdant places ; 

Balmy gales, caressing, round them play. 
Here Love finds the crown on earth denied her. 
And, Death's threatening arm no more beside her, 

Keeps an endless wedding holiday. 



THE FUGITIVE. 

FBEsn breathes the living air of dawning day. 

The young Light reddens through the dusky pinefi, 
(^ling the tremulous leaves with wanton ray : 
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3n golbnen Slammen lli^tn 
Der Serge SSoIfenfpi^en. 
9Rit freut)i9 melobifc^ gemirbeltem HA 
Segrit^en ermacj^nbe itxd^tn bie @onne^ 
Die fc^oti in la^enber SSonne 
3u0enblt(t fc^on in Surorad Umarmungen glfi^t 

®ei, i\6^t, mix gefegnet; 

3>in @tra^Iengu§ regnet 
Smarmenb l^ernieber auf Snger nnb 9il 

aSie fllberfarb flittem 

Die ffiiefen, »ie gittem 
Saufenb ®onnen in ]»erlenbem S^aul 

3n faufelnber ^iible 
Seginnen bie ®piele 

Der jungen 9latur« 
Die 3^P^9^« ^ofen 
Unb f(^meid)eln urn 9tofen 
Unb Dixfte beflromen bie lac^enbe S^ur. 

SBie ^od^ au« ben ©tabttn bie Sftauc^molbn bampfn 
iaut toie^ern unb fc^^nauben unb Inirfcben unb fbran 

pfen 
DieSflojfe, biegarren; 
Die SBagen erinarren 
3n« ac^genbe Zf^aU 
Die SBalbungen leben, 
Unb Sbler unb Sa(!en unb ^abi^te fd^toeben, 
Unb tt>iegen bie gliigel im blenbenben @tra^U 

Den grieben gu ftnben, 

fBobin foQ id) wenben 

Smelenben @tab? 
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The dond-capt hill-tops shine 
With golden flame divine, 
And all melodious thrills the lusty song 

Of skylarks, greeting the delighted Sun, 
As to Aurora's arms he steals along ; — 
And now in hright emhraee she clasps the Glowing 
Onel 

ought, hail to thee 1 

How the mead and the lea 
The warmth and the wave of thy splendor suflfbse 1 

How silver-clear shimmer 

The fields, and how glimmer 
The thousand suns glassed in the pearl of the dews 1 

How frolic and gay 

Is young Nature at play, 
Where the cool-breathing shade with low whispers is 
sweet; 

Sighing soft round the rose, 

The Zephyr, its lover, caressingly goes. 
And over the Meadow the light vapors fleet I 

How, high o^er the city the smoke-cloud is reeking. 
What snorting and rattling, and trampling and creak- 
ing; 
Neighs the horse— the bull lows. 
And the heavy wain goes 
To the valley that groans with the tumult of Day ; 
The life of the Woodlands leaps up to the eye — 
The Eagle, the Falcon, the Hawk, wheel on high. 
On the wings that exult in the ray 1 

Where shall I roam, 
O Peace, for thy home ? 
With the staff of the Pilgrim, where wander to Thee ? 
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S)(e facfeenbe grte 
SKit 3un9lin9^0cBerbe 
gur mic^ nur eiti ®raBl 

©teig' em]»or, o 9J^orflenrot^, unb r3t^e 

9Wit ]»urpurnem j^uffe ^ain unb gelbl 
©aufle nicber, 5lbenbrot^, unb flote 
©anfr in ©c^Iummer bie crjlorbne ffieltj 
moxQtn —a6^l bu rot^efl 
(Sine 3:obtenflur, • 
Sd)! unb bu, o 2lbenbrot^! umflotejl 
SReinen langen @d()Iummer nur. 



pie "SSfumeiL 

Jllnber bcr toerjungtcn @onne, 

Slumen ber gefd^mudften gfur, 
Sud^ er^og 3u 2u{l unb SBonne, 

3a, euc^ Hcbte bic 5^atur. 
@c^dn bad jlleib mit £ic^t grflidfet, 
@cb6n ^at glora eu(6 gefdbntucfet 

3Wit bcr garbcn ©otterprad^t. 
^olbe grul^Iingefinbcr, flaget! 
@eele f^at fie euc^ t)erfaget, 

Unb i^r felbcr n?o^nt in 5^ad^t 

TlacbtigaQ unb Serd^e fingen 
eu^ bcr ?iebe felig ?oo«, 

(Saufelnbe Splp^tben fc^mingen 
Sul^Icnb ft^ auf eurem (Bc^^oop* 

SDolbte cured itclcbcd i^ronc 

{Ricftt bic $ed)tcr bcr ITione 
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The fkoe of the Earth, 
With the smile of its mirth, 
Has only a grave for me ! 

Rise, rosy Mom, to light and life arise I 

Forest and field with purple kisses flushing, 
Sink, rosy Eve, with flute-like melodies 

The weary world in happy slumhers hushing. 
Mom, in the world thou mak'st so beautiful 

But one dark Burial-place the Pilgrim knows 1 
Eve, the sleep thy melodies shall lull 

Is — ^but my long repose I 

Sir Edward Bulvoer Lytton. 



THE FLOWERS. 

Childben of the sun's new splendor. 

Flowers of the enamelled earth, 
Bom fresh gifts and joys to render, — 

Nature loved you at your birth I 
Broidered rays, a robe, surround you, 
Flora has with beauty crowned you. 

Heavenly pomp of colors bright I 
Spring-born, weep for one thing wanted ' 
Soul the Goddess has not granted I — 

For yourselves you dwell in night. 

Nightingale and lark are singing 
To you love's delicious haps ; 

Tricksy sylphids, too, are flinging 
Rival forms into your laps. 

When Dione's daughter moulded 

Your arched cups, she surely folded 
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^artcgru^ftng^finber, mriattl 

Stber &at auiS 9lann^i* ©Mm 

fBrnn tu^ mtint ^anbr pfludeit 

3^t jum jartfit Siftf^pfanb, 
ithm, %^md^t, ©eelen, JPfrjen, 
©tumme ^oteii [uger iSt^merim, 

@d| cudj bicS SScriibrcn ein, 
Unb bcr madjtigffe^ b*r ©otter 
©djlifit in eure (tiOfn flatter 
©einr ^D^e ^ott^eit tin. 



SCiflfommcn^ fc%&nfr3iit!glingl 

3)u aBoniif bfr giatur! 
SRit bdncm ©lumen forfedjrn 

^iUEommen nuf brr glurl 

Si! Gi! bfl 6ifl la miebcrl 
Uiit feifl fu Hfb nnb fi^fin! 

Unb frcun v^ix iin^ fo ^eqlif^, 
gntge^en bir ju gf^n, 

!OeTtfft aut| nod^ an mein ^abii^in? 

Si, Sifbft, bcnfe bo* I 
T:Drt litbU miA bafi Iffiabt^cn, 

Unb'tf Mabc^m litbt mic^ not^t 
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LoTO'a own swalliag pillow there. 
Hattm^ ye Spring-bom, that forever 
LoTB and you are doomed to Bever, 

And its blis§ you cannot share 1 

But when mother ^s words, stem apokeo. 

Banish me from Kanny'a view, 
And, aa tender pledge and token, 

I am leeking, gathering you, — 
liiffe, mind, heart, and soul's expression, 
Heralds dumb of sweet-sick passion. 

Through you pours this flame of mine ; 
And the chief of heavenly powers 
Id your silent leaves, ye fiowers. 

Wraps his energy divine. 

If. X- Frothingha 



ODE TO SPRmG- 

Thou^t welcome, beauteous Stripling, 

Thou, Nature's only Love I 
With basket fuU of flowers, 

Alt welcome from above 1 



Thou'rt come again to cheer ua I 
How womlrous fair and sweet 1 

And heartily rejoicing 
We hasten thee to greet I 

Bemember'st thou my Maiden ? 

Oh, do not answer, nay 1 
She loved me erst so dearlj, — 

She loves me to this day. 
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gur« ^abd^en manc^e« Slumd^en 
(irbat icf) mir toon bit — 

3(^ fomm' unb bltte »iebcr, 
Unb bu ? — bu glcbfl e« mir* 

SBiflfommen, fd^oner Swttfl^ittfl I 
Du ffionnebcr 5^ohtr! 

Win bcinem SIumenf6rt(%ett 
SBtQfommen auf ber glur 1 



Sraum' (d^? Ifl mein Muge trubert 

5^cbclt'd mir um« Slngcflftt? 
9Weinc ^inna gel^t tooriiber ? 

^eine ^inna fennt mid^ nid^tf 
S)ie am $lrme feic^ter ^^oren 

Sliibenb mit bem gac^erflc^t, 
(Sitel in fic^ fclbfl toerloren — 

Weine ^inna ifl ed nidf^t 

Son bcm Sommer^ute nidfen 

©tot^e gcbcrn, mcin ®ef^enf, 
©d^leifcn, bie ben Sufen fd^murfen, 

SRufen: OTinna, fei gebcnf! 
Slumen, bic id^ felbfl eqogen, 

3iercn Srujl unb Socfcn nod^ — 
Sldb bie ©rujl, bic mir gclogen! 

Unb bic SSiumcn biii^en bod^l 

®cb, um^iipft toon Icercn Sc^meid^Icml 
(3ct} ! tocrgif auf cmig mi6^. 

Ucbcrliffcrt fcilcn J£)eud^lcrn, 
eitle^ SBeib, tocrac^f ic^ bi^» 
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Por her I begged fiur flowen, 

I never begged in vain ; 
Onoe more I comd entreating, 

And thou ?— wilt give again I 

Thou^ welcome, beauteous Stripling, 
Thou, Nature's only Love 1 

With basket Aill of flowers. 
Art welcome firom above 1 



TO MINNA. 

Is'T a dream that hovers o'er me ? 

Have my senses told me right ? 
Does my Minna pass before me ? 

Does my Minna shun my sight ? 
On some shallow coxcomb leaning, 

Flirting with her fan so free, 
Lost in vanity immeaning, — 

No I my Minna—'tis not she. 

On her light hat nodding proudly, 

Grorgeous plumes — the gift was mine I 
Flaunting breast-knots, calling loudly, 

'' Minna, look 1 who made us thine ? " 
Blossoms trained in happier hours 

For thy bosom and thy hair — 
Ah I they're blooming yet, those flpwers. 

And that bosom false and lair. 

Gro I vain flatterers skipping round thee— 

Go I forget my love to prize. 
Base dissembling arts have bound thee, 

And their victim I despise. 
12 
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®e( ! bit ^at tin ^er^ gefd^Iagett, 
Dir tin ^txi, bad ebe( Wh* 

®rog genug, ben ©d^merg a^ trageti, 
S)af ed einer ^^5rtn fd^Iug. 

(Bd^bn^tit iat bein ^erj t)erbortcn, 

Ddn ®c(I(^td(^en! — ©d^ame bic^I 
9Rorgcn ifl fcin ©lang er^torbeti, 

©eine Mofe Btattert j!(!^. 
©^»alben bie Im Setije minncti, 

gliel^cn, totnn ber 9lorb»inb »e^t; 
Sutler f^eud^t bein ^erbfl »on l^innen, 

(Sinen greunb $afl bu )»erfd^ma$t 

3n ben Irummern beincr ©d^Bne 

©e^' i<^ bid^ ))erla{fen ge^n, 
SQeincnb in bie Stumenfcene 

Deinc0 9Wai'« ^nxudt fe^tt. 
£)ie mit ^eigem Stebedgeije 

£)etnem jlug entgegenflo^n, 
3ifc^en bcm erlofd^nen Sleije, 

Sac^en beinem SDinter ^o^n* 

©^on^eit bat bein ^erg t)erboTben, 

Dein ©ejitbtcben! — ©c^ome bi^I 
aRorgen ift fein ®Iana erflorben, 

©eine Slofe blattert (idf^ — 
^a! tt>ie tt>itl id^ bann btd^ ^5^nen! 

^ol^nen? ®ott bewabre mid^ I 
SBeinen mU i^ bittre 3:]^rancn, 

j!&einen, 9Rinna ! itber bi^* 
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Go 1 for ihee a heart was beating, 
Once, with honest pulse and true— 

Ah I how painful 'tis, repeating, 
That it ever beat for you. 

'Tis by beauty thou'rt betrayed— 

By thy features, shameless one I 
But their roses soon will fade. 

Soon their transient charms be gone I* 
Swallows courting Spring's warm cover 

Flee when wintry storms descend — 
From thine Autumn shrinks the Lover ; 

And thou hast disdained the Mend. 

'Midst the wrecks of all thy beauty, 

Lo 1 1 see thee stand alone — 
Flatterers none to do thee duty ; 

And thy May forever flown. 
They who once, with love delighted. 

Flew to meet thy melting kiss, 
Laugh to scorn thy beauties blighted, 

And thy lost allurements hiss. 

'Tis by beauty thou'rt betrayed— 

By thy features, shameless one I 
But their roses soon will fade, 

Soon their transient charms be gone I* 
Ha I how then will I too scorn thee I 

— Scorn, thee, Minna ? — Heaven forefend I 
No I with bitter tears I'll mourn thee,— 

Mourn thee, Minna I to the end. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq., F,8.A,j 
and Lord Francis Egerton, 



* See note 6. 
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3>er "^rhtmpQ bet JiieSe. 

Sine (^mne. 

@elig bur^ bie iitU 
©otter — burd^ tie 8ie*e • 

9Renfd^tn ®9tttrn gleic!^ I 
Siebe ma^t ben ^immel 
4)immlif(^er — tie grbe 

3u bent ^immelrei(j^» 

Sinfhnd i^inter |)9rr]^a« fHuStn, 

©timmen Di^trr ein, 
Sprang bie 93elt and S^Ifm^dkn, 

9Renf(^en and bent @teim 

@tein unb Selfen il^re ^er^en, 

3^re ©eelen 9lad^t, 
Son bed ^intmeU Slammenfer^eii 

m\t in ®Iut^ gefa^t. 

gflo(^ mlt fanften 3lofen!ettett 
Sanben )unge Slmoretten 

3^re ©eelen nie — 
9loc^ mit Siebern il^ren Sufen 
$uben nt^t bie toeic^en SRufen, 

9lie mit Saiten^armonie* 

fld^l no(^ tt>anben teine ArSn^e 

?iebenbe f!c^ urn! 
Xraurig fliic^teten bie Sense 

9la4 Slpfium. 

Ungegru§et {Heg Aurora 
au« bent ©cboo^ bed 9Retrd, 

Unc^egrtt^et fanf bie Sonne 
3n ben €(^oof bed 9Reerd. 
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THE TRIUMPH OP LOVE. 

A HTMN. 

CrODS through Low az6 blessed : 
Men, of Xow poBsessdd, 

Equal Gods above. 
Heaven more heavenly showeth — 
Earth a Heaven growetb — 

Through the force of Xove. 

Onoe, In Fyrrha'8 age, our planet 

— (So the bards have shown) 
Sprang from shapeless blocks of granite, 
• And mankind from stone. 

Hard their hearts as rocks unriven — 

Dark their souls as night — 
Never by the torch of Heaven 

Waked to Life and Light. 

Never had young Loves been wreathing 
Kosy fetters perfume-breathing, 

Those rude souls to bind ; 
Nor the Muses bliss-bestowing 
Ever poured their raptures glowing 

On the Poet's mind. 

Ah I for them in close embraces 

Yet no garlands twined, 
And, without the vernal graces, 

E'en Elysium pined. 

Eos from the bed of ocean 

XJnsaluted rose ; 
Unsaluted to the ocean 

Phoebus sank at evening's close. 
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ffittt) umlrrten f!c bif ^atne 
Unter Sunad 9tebelf4eine, 

Xrugcn eifcrn 3o^. 
@e^nent) an t)er ©ternenbul^ne 

Sttint ©fitter nod^* 



Unt) f!e( ! ber (Taueti glut^ tntquilft 
X)ie ^immeUtod^ter fanft unb milb, 

©etragen ))on 9taiaben 

3u trunfenen ®eflaben. 

Sin {ttgfnbtid^tr SRaienf^tottng 
jDurcbwebt, toit SRorgenbammmtng, 
9luf tad aQmac^t'gf Serbe 
Suft, ^immel, SRcrr unb Crbe. 

3^fd botben Xaged Xuge tad^t 
3n bujtrcr ©albcr 9Ritttnia^t; 

$alfamifd>e 9{arcitfen 

S?Iubn untrr ibrtn gufnu 

€6on flctrtr bir 9ta4tiga1I 

Ttn fTJtfn Sang btr ^irbe, 
Sibctt mumtclte bfr CneOoi 3^0 

3tt iPciAf Sufm iifbc 

(?ln<fftlictrr ^^^nalicn! 

& fi^Bi:!;^ n dtlttbt Ms IVdraer ttem! 
O^ctt tncT. UebcTvimbcrl 
Ubatbic beisc ittsbcr! 
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Savages through forests roaming 
Under Luna's misty gloaming — 

(Hard the yoke they bear I) 
In the starry vault, with yearning, 
No soft tears of secret mourning 

Sought a God to cheer. 



And lo I by circling Naiades 

Soft cradled on the balmy breeze, 
Prom out the dark blue water 
Glides forth bright Heaven's daughter* 

A burst of universal May 
Like faintest blush of opening day, 
At the Almighty's breathing 
Air, sky, sea, earth enwreathing. 

The beauteous eye of Day shines bright 
Amidst the gloom of dark midnight ; 
Narcissus fragrance shedding 
Around his gladsome treading. 

Lofve^s earliest notes the nightingale 
Sweet carols through the grove ; 

And fountains murmur through the vale, 

To each soft bosom, Lave. 

O blest, thrice-blest Pygmalion I 

It melts — it bums—thy sculptured stone. 

O Love I all-conquering power — 

Thy children safe embower I 



41 

©elig bttr(^ t)ie HtU 
®otter — t)ttrd^ bie SieBe 

Sifbe mad^t ben {>immel 

{)immlif(^er — bie Crbe 

3u bent {>{mmelreid^* 



Unttr gotbiifm 9lcftarfi^attm^ 
Sin moUufl'ger SRorgentraum, 

Smig Suflgetage, 

Sliel^n ber ®9tter Za^t, 

S^ronenb auf er^aBnem @i(, 

@(^n>ingt Aronion fetnen 9U^; 

£)er Olprnpud f^mantt erfc^roden, 

©alien jurnenb feine Sodfen — 

i 

®3ttern Tajt er felne Zf^vont, 
9liebcrt f[(^ jum Srbenfo^ne, 
@euf|t arfabifi^ bur(^ ben ^ain, 
3a^me Donner untern gujen, 
(5c^Iaft, gemiegt oon Sebad Au|fen, 
©c^Iaft ber Sliefentobter ein^ 

9Raie|laf f(^e ©onnenroffe 
jDur(^ bed iid^M meiten Staunt 
Seitet 3)^6bu«' gotbner 3aum; 

SBIter {liirit fein raffelnbed ®efd^o{fe. 
©eine mei^en @onnenroffe, 
Seine raffelnben ®efc^ojfe^ 

Unter Sieb' unb ^armonie, 

^a! »ie gem »erga^ er (lei 
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Gk>d8 through Love are bless^d^ 
Men, of Love possessed, 

Equal Grods above. 
Heaven more heavenly showeih— 
Earth a Heaven groweth — 

Through the force of Xove. 



With the Immortals glides away, 
Like a morning-dream, the day, 

In ambrosial bowers, 

'Mid bright nectar-showers. 

Throned on high, the King of kings 
Bound his forkM lightning flings, 
Shaking from his locks the thunder. 
Whilst Olympus trembles under. 

Yet he quits the heavenly portals, 
Mixes with the herd of mortals, 
Roams Arcadian forests deep ; 
And— his bolts all harmless lying — 
Sinks on Leda's bosom sighing, 
By her kisses lulled asleep. 

Heavenly coursers, radiant glowing, 
Through the light's unbounded plains, 
PhoBbus guides with golden reins, 

Nations with his shafts overthrowing. 
Yet, in all his glory's pride, 
Steeds and quiver laid aside, 

Leaves them— (ah, how willingly I) 

Lost in Love and -Harmony. 
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Sor ber ®attin be^ ftroniben 
Seugen f[(^ bie Uraniben. 

@tol3 ))or il^rem SBagent^rone 
Sruflet f!d^ bad |)faufn|)aar; 

SSRit ber golbnen ^errfcj^erfrone 
@4mu(!t f!e i^r ambroflfc^ ^aar* 

@43neSur{lin! a^bifSMe 
3itttrt, ntit bent fu^en Sriebe 

Deiner Waieflat ^u na^n; 
Unb )>on i^ren flolaen ^5^en 

3Ru§ bie ®bttttUniQin 
Urn bed Sleiaed ®urtel fle^ 

Set ber ^eraenfepleriiu 



©elfg bttr(^ bie SieBe 
©otter — burd^ bie ?ieBe 

SRenf^en ®5ttem gteid^I 
Siebe mad^t ben ^immel 
4)immTif(^er — bie grbe 

3u bent ^immelreid^* 
* 

Siebe fonnt bad Steid^ ber 9la<!^t! 
8(mord fii§er 3<tttbernta(i^t 
3{l ber Drfud untert^anig; 
greunblid^ bitdt ber fd^toarae Stini^, 
8Benn i:^m Sered' Xod^ter lad^t 
Siebe fonnt bad 9teid^ ber 9lad^t* 

{)immlif(^ in bie ^oOe Uan^tn 

Unb ben milben i^itter 3tt>angeit 

Deine Sieber, Xl^racier — 
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To the Bister-Queen of Jove 
Bow them all the powers above. 

Proud before her car a^therial, 
Breasting sail the peacock-pair, 

And the golden crown imperial 
Circles her ambrosial hair. 

Beauteous Empress I Love aspiring 
Trembles with the sweet desiring 

To approach thy sacred might ; 
Yet from her celestial station 

Must Satumia's self descend, 
And in lowly supplication 

To the Queen of soft delight 

For her conquering oestus bend. 



Gods through Lave are bless6d — 
Men, of Love possessed, 

Equal Gods above. 
Heaven more heavenly showeth- 
Earth a Ileaven groweth— 

Through the force of -Lore. 



Love illumes the realm of night. 
Orcus owus his magic might. 
E'en the gloomy monarch's pride 
Melts before his ravished bride, 
When she smiles, divinely bright — 
Love illumes the realm of nio:ht. 



Heavenly sweet, through Hades swelling, 
And its guardian fierce compelling, 
Thracian bard 1 thy lays resound. 
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mttttt bie Qualgerid^te, 
3artli4 urn SRegaren^ SBattgen 
itu§ten |!(^ bie »t(bm ©d^Iangm, 

^eine ®ei^el tlafc^te me(r; 
Sufgftagt ))on Orp^eud* Seier 
g(og ))on Sitpod ber ®eifr; 
Seifer ^in am Ufer raufd^ten 
Set^e unb Soc^htd, laufd^teii 

Deinen Siebcrn, S^racitrl 

Siebe fangfl bu, S^radert 

@el{g burd^ bie 8ie(e 
®6ttfr — bur^ bie SieBe 

SRenfc^eit ® otter n gletd^I 
giebe ntac^t ben ^immel 
^immlifd^er — bie Srbc 

3u bem ^immelreid^^ 
* 

Durd^ bie etoige 9latur 

Diiftet i^re ©lumcnfpur, 
ffie^t i^r golbner gliigel. 

9Btn!te mix Mom Woitbenlid^t 

Sp^robitend ^uge nid^t, 
gii^t »om ©onnen^ugel, 

gad^clte t)om ©ternenmeer 

9lic^t bie ®ottin au ntir ^er, 

©tern' unb ©onn' unb aRonbenlidJt 

SRegten ntir bie ©eele nic^t* 

Siebe, Siebe (ac^elt nur 

9[ud bem S(uge ber 9tatur, 
SBte and einem ©piegel I 



48 

Minoe, tears of soft repentance 
Shedding, 'bates his penal sentence. 
Amorously, the serpents wild 
On Megsera's brows are coiled ; 

And the air no longer wound 

Whip and scourge, with torturing sound. 
Chased by Orpheus' lyre, away 
Tityus' yulture firom his prey 
Flies— more soft on either shore 
Lethe and Cocytus roar. 

Listening, Thracian, to thy strain— 

Thracian I Low inspired Uie yein* 



Gods through Lofce are blessM — 
Men, of Love possessed. 

Equal Gods above. 
Heaven more heavenly showeth ; 
Earth a Heaven groweth, 

Through the force of Love. 



Through eternal Nature's reign, 
Fragrance tracks Love'*s flowery train- 
Wave his pinions streaming — 
Aphrodite I did thine eye 
Look not from the moon-lit sky. 
From the hill-tops beaming — 
From the starry Ocean floor 
Did the Goddess smile no more ; 
Stars, and sun, and moonlight free. 
To my soul a blank would be. 
Let but Zove, with smile divine. 
From the eye of Nature shine. 
Like a mirror gleaming I 
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iitU raufd^t ber QilUtiai^, 
Siebe Ut^xt i(n fanfter maUtn; 

@eele ^aud^t fie in bad 9((jft 
ittagenrdc^ Sta^tigaQen — 

eteH iitU lifpelt nur 

«ttfber8attteber 9»atttT. 

SBetd^eit mit bent @onnenMid^ 
®ro^ ®ottiit, tritt auntd, 

Skic^e ))or bcr iitUl 
Wie Crobrcrn, gurfbit nle 
Seugtffl bn tin @nat>fti!nif; 

Seug'etf i^tbereiebel 

ffier bie ^te @tenten6a(n 
®ing bir V^benfu^n ^oxan 

3u ber ®ott^eit @i0f ? 
fficr lerrij bad ^riUgt^mn, - 
3ei9te bir Slpfiuin 

T>ux6> bed ®ra6td 9ti^f ? 
So(!te fie und nic^t binein, 
9Ro4ten »ir unjlerbCid^ fetnf 
@u(j^ten au(!^ bie ®ei{hr 
C^ne fie ben 9Reifhr? 

Siebe, 2iebe (eitet nnr 

3tt bent 8ater ber 9latut, 

Siebe nur bie ®ei(ler. 

6eTi9 burd^ bie 8iebe 
©otter — bur* bie ?iebc 

SRenf^en ®5ttern gleid^t 
Siebe ma^t ben ^immel 
^immlifcj^er — bie grbe 

Qu bem ^immelreid^. 



N 
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Silver brooks glide gentler by. 
Love their course restraining — 

Love^the soul that breathes the sigh 
Of the nightingale complaining. 

Xot^e—'tis Love that thrills alone 

In responsive Nature's tone. 

Wisdom, with her sun-bright eye— 
(Mighty Goddess I) turns to fly, 

When true Love advances ; 
Thou, who never bendest knee 
Unto mortal sovereignty, 

Bow to Lovers sweet glances I 

Who the starry path sublime 
Did before thee boldly climb 

To the seat of Heaven ? 
Who the sacred veil hath rent, 
And Elysian glimpses sent 

Through the grave-stone riven ? 
Wer't not for Lovers witchery. 
Should we all immortal be ? 
Might our souls inherit, 
Else, the Master Spirit ? 

Love — 'tis Love alone that leads 

To the source whence all proceeds — 

Love alone that guideth 

There where God presideth. 

Gods through Love are blessed — 
Men, of Love possessed. 

Equal Gods above. 
Heaven more heavenly showeth — 
Earth a Heaven groweth — 

Through the force of Love. 

John Herman Merivaley Esq,^ F.8,A^ 
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Pa!$ ^CM unb Me ^dd^eit 

Sntjtoeit mtt einem Sa)>oriten, 
SI09 einfl gortun' ber SBei«(eit gc: 

,,3^ miU bir meine ©d^a^e bieten, 
@et meine Sreunbtn bu I 

anit meinen reid^flen, f(^oit{len (Saitn 

Sef*en!f i(^ i^n fo mutterlic^, 
Unt) fie^, er mid noc^ immer l^aben, 

Uitb nennt noc^ gei^ig mid). 

ftomm, @4me{ler, ta^ und Srettttbfd^aft f^Ilc^ 
X)u marterfl bi^ an beinem 9flug| 

3n beinen 8d^oo§ miQ tdft fie gie^en, 
^ier ifl fitr bi(^ unb mi(^ genug.'' 

@op^ta ISd^elt biefen SBorten 

Unb mifd^t ben @d)met§ ))om SngeflAtt 
,,Dort eilt bein grennb, fi4 8u ermorben, 

9>erfd|)net eu^, id) braud^ bi^ ni(^t*^ 



'gSannenDttrbe. 

3(^ bin ein "SRann ! S3er ifl e« mel^r? 

i^Ber'd fagen fann, ber fpringe 
grei unter ®otM @ontt' einl^er 

Unb ^iipfe ^oc^ unb |!nge. 

3u ®otted f^onem Sbenbilb 
Stann i^ ben Stempel geigen, 

3um Sorn, moraud ber ^imme( quiOi^ 
jDarf ic^ ^inunter fleigen. 
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FOBTnurS AKD WISDQIL 

tarao^ wifth a ilMrarite haying tacoikiaif 
Fartnne to Wisdom choee to wend. 

rune be my riches, by this token, 
That thoa become my ftiend. 

On, JSim I showeted my ehdoest treasm • 
Most like a mother, fond and ftee ; 

fet now he asks for larger measure, 
And calls me niggardly. 

!)ome, sister, let's condude a treaty- 
No more stand drudging at the plough ; 

'U pour forth all my stores to greet ye; 
I have for both enow." 

lophia laughed, and heard no further, 
But from her forehead wiped the brine : 

rhere runs thy friend to act self-murther. 
Pray pardon me— I'll none of thine." 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F,8JL 



THE DIGNITY OP MAN. 

I AM a man I Who more can be ? 

Then let him come and fling 
His fetters to the winds, and free 

And joyous let him sing I 

Upon God's image I impress 
My manhood's royal seal ; 

And on love's fountain I possess 
A claim without repeal. 



18 
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UrCt tto^t mix, baj ic6'« tarf ttnb lann! 

®e^t' d aJlatJ^en mix »oruber, 
Stuff « laut in mlrt ©u bt|l eln Vtannl 

Unb fuffe |!e fo liebet. 

Unb rStl^er mirb bad 9lab^en bann, 
Unb'« aRieber »irb i^r cn^e. 

Dad 9)tab(^en met ^, idft 6in ein 9Ranit, 
Drum »irb i^r'd SRiebcr eiiflf. 

IBic »irb f!e er|l urn ®nabe fd^rcin, 

ertapp' id^ |!e im Sabe? 
3(i^ bin ein 9J{ann, bad faQt i(r ein, 

£Qie fc^rie fie fonfl urn ®nabel 

34 bin ein mann, mit biefem ffiort, 

Segegn' i(^ i^r aQeine, 
3ag' id^ bed Jtaiferd Zoi^ttx fort, 

@o lumpiest i(^ erfd^eine« 

Unb biefed golbne SBortc^en mac^t 

9Kir manege giirflin ^olbe. 
aWi* ruft (le — l^abt inbejfen fQai^t 

3^r Suben bort im Oolbe! 

3d^ bin ein 9Rann, bad fBnnt il^r fd^oii 

^n meiner Seier riecben, 
®ie braudt ba^in im ©iegedton, 

@onfl ttiirbe fie ia triec^en. 

Sfud eben bfefem ©d^Bpferfluf, 
SBoraud mir aitenfd^en werben, 

QttiUt ®5ttcrfraft unb ®entud, 
SQad mad^tig ifl auf Srben. 
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And fkith! I love this predouB boon I 

A maiden passes me ; 
And if I see the maiden swoon, 

I kiss her tenderly. 

And sweetly does the maiden blush, 

And gently beats her heart ; 
Sweet nature's instincts what can hush, 

Or counterfeit by art ? 

Will she, perchance, for pity cry,* 

If unawares she's caught ? 
She finds that I'm a man— then, why 

By her is pity sought ? 

I am a man I this potent spell 

Inspires with trembling fear 
A princess in a lonely dell, 

Though ragged I appear. 

And royal maids are fond of me 

And love my talisman ; 
While lackeys watch, they send for me, 

Because I am a man. 

I am a man I you know it all, 

I sing a manly song ; 
If I were not, my lyre would crawl, 

Not rush with might along. 

Ev'n genius, kingly power and worth, 

In one mysterious flow, 
Gush from the same deep fountains forth. 

That human life bestow. 



* See note c 
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Unb Wlenbmt elenb bitrc^ bie ffielt 

SBie Aurbiffe 9011 Suben 
3u Wenf(^en!5pfen audge^o^It; 

Die ©(Isabel leere ®tuben I 

aSie SBein t)on einem Sl^ontht^ 
Durc^ bie StttoxV getriebett, 

Sum Ztn^l ifl ber @piritu«. 
Dad 9)^If0ma ifl gebltebetu 

Unb fliel^en iebed S^eibdgepc^i, 
Unb gittern ed au fe^cn — 

Unb burften fir, unb fonnen nici^t; 
Da mod^ten fie ^VQtf^tn. 

Drum fliel^n fie jleben Sbrenmann, 
©fin ®Iud wirb fie betriiben ; 

SQer feinen iinenfdb^n madden tann, 
Der !ann an6^ feinen lieben. 

Drum tref i(^ frei unb flotj ein^er 
Unb britfle mic^ unb flnge: 

3d> bin ein ^ann, »er ifl ed mejr? 
Der ^upfe ^06^ unb fpringe. 



'gKn einen "^oxaRften. 

SBa« jiirnfl bu unfrer frolb^n 3ugenb»eife 

Unb le^rfl, bag Sieben lanbeln fei? 
Du jlarrefl in bed ffiinterd (Stfe 

Unb fc^ma^Iefl auf ben golbnen 9Rai. 

Cinfl, aid bu nodi bad Slpmp^enttol! befriegtefl, 
Sin ^elb bed Sarnet)atd ben beutf(^en S^irbel flogfi, 

(Sin ^immttreic^ in beiben Slrmen wiegtefl 
Unb 9le!tarbuft \>on 9Raoci^enIippen fogfl, 
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The brainless wretches stagger 'bout 
like gourds which playful boys 

like human skulls have emptied out. 
To serve as foolish toys. 

like chemicals in glass-retorts, 

Their blood is thick and slow ; 
The devil with their spirits sports, 

And lets their carcass go. 

They flee from every woman's form, 

Stand quaking in her sight ; 
They cannot conquer her by storm, 

And swear they'll die outright. 

The cowards hate an honest man, 

Feel troubled by his bliss ; 
No one can love his fellow-man 

Who does not love a kiss. 

And thus of freedom I can sing, 

A thing which tyrants fear ; 
'^ I am a man I" these words shall ring 

In every tyrant's ear. 

Charles J. Hempd^ MJ). 



TO A MORALIST, 
nr teach that Love is naught but trifling vain ? — 
^hy cavil at our youthful joyous play ? 
3u art benumbed in Winter's icy chain, 
Lnd yet canst view with scorn the golden May I 

len erst thou didst assail the Nymph's bright 

charms, 
L Hero of the Carnival, — didst trip 
ierman Waltz,— held 'st Heaven within thine arms, 
LQd from the lips of Maidens balm didst sip, — 



49 

^a, Selabon ! toenn bamald aui bnt Sc^fm 
®en)i(^en wax' ber dvU fd^merer 9aU — 

3m Siebedfnaul mit SuHen t)erma(^fen, 
X)u ^attefl u6er^5rt ben gaOI 

O bent gurud na(4 beinen Stofentagett 

Un^ lerne: bie y^ilofopipie 
@d)ld0t urn, »te uni're $ulfe anberd fd^IftgeiK} 

^u (i)ottern fc^ap bu SRenfc^en nit. 

3Qo^(, wenn ind Sid bed flitgelnben Serflaiibca 
l:ad ivarme SSlut ein bi^d^en munrrer fprtngU 

Sa^ ben ^cmoi^nern eined beffern ^anbi:0, 
^ad nie ten v^terblid^en gelingu 

3»in9t botft ber irbifc^e ©efa^rte 

Den gottgebornen (^eift in ^ertermauent rin, 
Sr we^n mir, ba^ ic^ (Sngel werte, 

3c^ will il^m folgen, a)ienf(^> au )«ttt» 



^raf JifierQarb ber prettier von ^ilrffein6ei|i 

Jiri(g0li(t. 

3fer — i^r bort au^tn in ter fflelt, 

Die dia]m eingefpannt! 
9lud) maiid^ea iD^ann, auc^ manc^en $elb, 
3in 3^tc(^n gut unb ftarf \m ^M, 

(^t'bar tac od^wabenlanb. 

3)rablt nur mit Jlarl un^ Sbuarb, 

iWiit (jrieDnc^, i^uOciuig! 
Jtarl, (Jrietric^, ilubcwig, tfbuarb 
iJi't uue tier (^raf, 5cr Viber^arb, 

i£in ^LLH'ttcrjtuvm im ^rug. 




Vol.1, p. 49. 
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Ha, Seladon I if then Earth's ponderouB ball 
Had from its axis slipped with mighty groan, 

Thine ears would not have heard the heavy ikll, 
In loF&-knot twined with Julia into one ! 

Oh, look back now upon thy rosy days I 

Leam that Philosophy degenerates, 
E'en as the pulse with feebler motion plays ; 

Thy knowledge, man Immortal ne'er creates. 

Tis well when, through the ice of Sense refined. 
The fervent Mood more fiercely can expand I 

What ne'er can be accomplished by mankind. 
Leave to the inmates of a better Land 1 

And yet in prison walls the guide of Earth 
Confines the Soul whose life in Heaven began ; 

He will not let me rise to Angel-worth, — 
I fkin would follow him, to be a Man ! 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



COUNT EBERHARD, THE QUARRELER OP 
WURTEMBERG.* 

[War-Song.] 
Yk I— ye, there, in the world without, 

Lift not your heads so grand I 
Men hath it borne, and heroes stout. 
Alike for peace or battle-rout, — 

Our gallant Swabian land I 

Boast of your Edward, Pred'rick, Charles, 

And Ludwig as ye might, 
Charles, Pred'rick, Ludwig, Edward too, 
Was Eberhard, our count so true, — 

A tempest in the fight. 

* See note d. 



50 

Utt^ CLui^ fein Su(, ber Uleri^, 

ffiar gern, tpo ^d eifern flang ; 
Ded ®rafen Su6, ber Uleric^, 
j^ein Supbrett rudmSrU log er f!(^, 
SBenn'l brauf unb brunter fprang* 

SAt 9teutUn0er, auf unfem ®Ian| 

Srbittert, fo*ten ®\ft, 
Unb bu^tten urn ben ®iege«Iran) 
Unb tpagten mand^tn ©d^toertertan) 

Unb gitrteten bte i^uft\ 

5r griff fie an — unb flegte nidfet 
Unb lam gepantf(^t nac^ $aud; 
Der Sater fd^nitt ein falM ®efl(^t, 
Der junge jtriegdmann flo^ bad Sic^t, 
Unb ^^ranen brangen 'raud. 

Dad tt)urmt ibm — ^a I ibr ©d^urfen »ar 

Unb trug'd in feinem Aopf, 
9ludn>e0en, bei bed S^aterd Sartl 
2lud»e0en tooUV er biefe ©cbarf 

9Rit manc^em (Stdbtlerfc^opf* 

Unb S^bb^ entbrannte ba(b barauf 

Unb gogen 9lo§ unb Wann 
Sei Diiffingen mit beHem 4)auf, 
Unb befler ging'd bcm'3un!er auf, 

Unb burrab! b^if ging^d an. 

Unb unferd i^eered Sofungdn>ort 

2Bar bie \>erIorne (5cbla(^t; 
T>a^ ri§ nn^ »ie bie SBinbdbraut fort 
Unb f(bmi§ und tief in Stut unb 9Rorb 

Unb in bie Sangennac^t. 
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The county's boy, young XJlric, too, 

Loved well the iron clang ; 
The county's boy, young XJlric, too, 
No foot&U backward ever drew, 

Where men to saddle sprang. 

The Beutlingers brewed vengeance-pain 

To see our names so bright ; 
And strove the victor's wreath to gain, 
And many a sword-dance dared maintain, 

And drew their girdles tight. 

He gave them war, — beshrew the fight 

Whence beaten home he came I 
The father's brow was black as night, — 
The youthful warrior fled the light. 

And wept for very shame. 

That galled him : " Ah, ye knaves, beware I" 

(And kept it in his soul) — 
"Now by my father's beard I swear 
To grind the notch my sword doth bear 

On many a townsman's poll I" 

Nor long the time ere rose a feud : - 

Forth sallied horse and man ; 
Toward Doffingen the army stood. 
And brighter grew the younker's mood, 

And hot the fight began. 

The watchword to our men that day 

Was given—" The ill-starred fight »'— 
That drove us like the storm away. 
And lodged us deep in bloody fray. 
And in the lances' night. 



51 

S)er {unge ®raf, \>oU iototn^ximm, 

^u^ivuug I'eiiun Jpel^enftab, 
aSilO our xt)m ging ^ae Unge|tum, 

Un^ urn il^n l^er ^ae (^rab, 

Dod^ tve^l ad^ lue^l tin @dbel(^ieb 

v:^uuf fc^wer auf )ein (^enicf, 
©c^nell urn i^tt ^er ber Jpelben ^rieb, 
Um|urt)tl um)oii|'t! erftarret blieb 
Uno iterbett^ brac^ [em ^licf, 

Sefliirgung ^emmt bed Sieged Sa^n, 
i^aut lociiite geinb unb iiJireunb — 

^oc^ fitl^rt ber (^raf bie ^eiter an; 

^{em ^o^tt ift iDie etn anbrer ^^^aniil 
^J)lar)c^, Jdmber! 3n ben gembi 

Unb I'an^en faufen feuriger, 

Die dia6)t ipornt fie all, 
9la|C^ iiber I'eic^en gmg'e ba^er, 
2)u v£>tabtier laufeu treua ^^^ Ruer 

!£)urc^ :^aib unb ^erg unb It^aU 

Unb abgen n)ir mit Jpornerflang 

^ne Vager fro^ luiud, 
Uno ^t'io unb ^mo im ^unbgefang 
S3eim i^ai^cr unb betm $)ec^erUang 

)fu)tfeiern un)er (^liicf. 

£)oc^ unfer ®raf — xoa^ t1)at er i^t? 

i^or tljim ber tobte (Bol^n, . 
atlcin in feincm Jelte fipt 
X)er ®raf, unb erne l^rdne bli^t 

3m '^ug' auf \ixn<n ^o^n. 
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Our youihftil Coonti with lion's wratb. 

Swung high his hero-glaive ; 
Wild battle-roar before hiB path, 
Wailing and groans his feet beneath, 

And all around — the grave. 

But woe I ah, woe 1 a ghastly sword 

Fell heavy on his head ; 
The hero-band surround their lord 
In vidn ; young Ulric on the sward 

With glassy eyes lay dead. 

Then horror stayed the battle's plan. 
Tears from all eyes 'gan flow ; 

But ho ! — the Count to charge began — 

^' My son is as another man ; 
March, children, on the foe I" 

And fiercer rageth now the fight, 

For vengeance spurs them well ; 
Forth o^er the corpses went their might. 
And townsmen flying left and right 
O^er forest, hill, and dell. 

And blithely all our clarions rang 

When to our camp hied we ; 
And wives and children gaily sang, 
'Mid dances' whirl and beaker-clang, 

To praise our victory. 

But Eberhard, what doth he here ? 

Before him lies his son ; 
Within his tent, no mortal near. 
The Ck)uat hath dropt one sparkling tear 

That silcut form up^n. 
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^ojiuujig \untn JpFl^eit|tab, 
SBiU ^ur iljm ^iti^ tai) Un^cftiim, 

Uut urn i^ii ^cr ^aa ^lab. 
*S)i>^ me^l ac^ [dc^! tin 8abel^te6 

©djmii UHi i^n ^cT Prr ^elben iriet, 
Umiottfi! uinpti|l! erftarrer biitb 
Vim \inbtn^ bra(4 [em ^Ucf, 

i!aut roujik innt unt tf^AJnt' — 
^00^ fii^rr (cr U)raf tie :Hnter ait; 
^Dfeiti ^(»^n i[l [pte tin atiDrer !^2aitiil 

1it)taT|c^, .KLaDiT! ^n ten geinbi 

Unb i^anani faufcn fturiger, 
£.i£ :Had)e jVyriir \u aU, 
iHaicl^ iit^cr ^nd^cu ^m^'a oa^fr, 

£uic^ :i3iaiC uut) si5erg unD i,|^aU 

Uitl) ao^fit mir mit ^crtierttang 
;3u«i!Qdcr ito^ luriiif^ 

Srim ^aijcr uut bcim ^i:(l^eiUiiii|} 
);u|tftitn: irnftr ^iHudt^ 

fo^i^ iiitfer i^^;a| — «ii4 l(df ^ t|^tf 
^ar lint Hi fOMi £49 lU 
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S)ntm l^angftt toit fo treu unb toarm 

am ®rafen, unferm ^crrn. 
aUein ifl er ein $elbenfd^»arm, 
Der Conner raft in fdnem Srm, 

Sr ifl bed Sanbed @tem. 

Drum iV bort an^ in ber fBdt, 

£)ie !Rafen eingefpannt! 
9ud6 mand^en SRann, aui^ maniitn ^elb^ 
3m grieben gut unb (lar! im gelb, 

®e6ar bad @(i^n>abenlanb* 
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Therafore, with love so troe and wann, 

Around the Cknint we stand ; 
Alone, he it a hero-ewarm — 
The thunder rageth in his arm,-* 
The star of S waUan land. 



Then, ye there in the world without. 

Lift not your heads so grand I 
Men hath it home, and heroes stout, 
Alike in peace and hatUe-rout, 

Our gallant 8wabian land. 

E. W. IhMhmu 



<itMrf)te 



t«t 



Ittietten ^ertobe. 
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POEMS 
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THE SECOND PERIOD. 



(68) 






"^n hie ^reit5e. 

Srettbe, fii^Sner ®9tttrfunlen, 

SBir betrrten feuertrunfeti, 
^immlif^ff, bein ^ei(igtl^ttm« 

jDeine Qaubtt binben mieber, 
SBad bie WloU fheng get^eilt) 

SQe aRenfd^en merbett Sruber, 
fBo beitt fanfter glfigel meilt 

@eib umfd^Iungen, ^DliQiotten! 
Diefen S(u^ ber ganaen ffieltl 
©ruber — ubcrm Sternenselt 

SRu^ ein lieber Sat^ »ol^tteiu 

SBem ber gro§e SQurf getttngen, 
* 6ine« greunbed greutib gu feiti, 
SBer ein l^olbed SQeib errungen, 

aRif*efeinen3ubeIeitiI 
3a — »er au^f ww^ ^i^^ ®«I^ 

@ e i n nennt auf bem Srbenrttfib! 
Unb toer^d ttie gefonnt, ber |le^Ie 

ffieinenb |Id^ and biefem Sunb* 

ei^or. 
SBad ben gro^en 9ling Betvol^nei, 
^ulbige ber ©pmpatl^iel 
3tt ben ©ternen leitet fit, 
SBo bet Unbelannte t^ronet 
(55) 



HYMN TO JOY. 

Joy, thou Goddess, fidr, immortal, 

Ofibpring of Elysium, 
Mad with rapture, to the portal 

Of thy holy fane we come I 
Fashion's laws, indeed, may sever, 

But thy magic joins again ; 
All mankind are brethren ever 

'Neath thy mild and gentle reign. 

Chorus, 
Welcome, aU ye myriad creatures I 

Brethren, take the kiss of love ! 

Yes, the starry realms above 
Hide a father's smiling features ! 

He, that noble prize possessing — 

He that boasts a friend that's true, 
He whom woman's love is blessing, 

Let him join the chorus too I 
Aye, and he who but one spirit 

On this earth can call his own I — 
He who no such bliss can merit. 

Let him mourn his fate alone I 

Chorus. 
All who Nature's tribes are swelling 
Homage pay to Sympathy ; 
For she guides us up on high. 
Where the UNK5fOWN has his dwelling. 
(65) 






u (tint ®o»«** ^Sm ^U»» 
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From the breasts of kindly Katnre 

All of Joy imbibe the dew ; 
Good and bad alike, each creatore 

Would her roseate path pursue. 
Tis through her the wine-cup maddens, 

Love and friends to man she gives ; 
Bliss the meanest reptile gladdens, — 

Near God's throne the Cherub lives I 

ChoTvs. 

Bow before him, all creation I 
Mortals, own the God of Love I 
Seek him high the stars above^- 

Tonder is his habitation I 

Joy, in Nature's wide dominion. 

Mightiest cause of all is found ; 
And 'tis Joy that moves the pinion. 

When the wheel of Time goes round ; 
Prom the bud she lures the flower — 

Suns from out their orbs of light ; 
Distant spheres obey her power, 

Ear beyond all mortal sight 

As through Heaven's expanse so glorious, 
In their orbits suns roll on. 
Brethren, thus your proud race run 

Glad as warriors all-victorious I 

Joy from Truth's own glass of fire 
Sweetly on the Searcher smiles ; 

Lest on Virtue's steeps he tire, 
Joy the tedious path beguiles. 
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Suf bed ®Iaubend @onnenBerge 

€>tei^t man i^re gaf^nen »e^n, 
£)ur(^ ben 9lip gefprengter @argc 

@ie tm S^or ber Sngel flelj^iu 

Dulbet mut^ig, 9Riaionen! 

!Dulbct fiir Die beflf're ffleltl 

Droben iiberm ©ternenacU 
SBirb ein grower Q)ott beloi^nen* 

®ottern fantt man nid^t t>ergeltm, 

©c^on i|V0, i^nen gleit^ ju jciti* 
®ram unb ^rmuti^ foil flc^ melbett, 

'Sflxi ben gro^cn fi(^ erfreun* 
®roU unb ^ac^e fei vergeffen, 

Unferm Xobfeinb fei oerjiei^n, 
iteine Xt^rane foil if^n pre)|en, 

Jteine Sleue nage i1fn^ 

e^or. 

Unfer Sd^ulbbuc^ fei ))erni(i^tetl | 

^iluogefo^nt bie gange ^clt! 

SJriicer — iiberm ©ternenjeU 
Siid)Ut ®ott, »ie toir geric^tet 

8 r e tt b e fprubelt in 3)oldett, 

3n ber Xraube golbnem Slut 
Srinfen ©anftmut^ jtannibalen, 

Die ajera»eiflung ^elbenmut^ 

Sriiber, fliegt t)on euren ©i^en, 

SBenn ber ttoUe 9lomer freidt, 
ia^t ben ©c^aum gum ^immel fpri^t 

Dicfed ®la0 bem guten ®eijH 
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High on Faith's hright hill before ns, 
See her banner proudly wave I 

Joy, too, swells the Angels' choms,— 
Bursts the bondage of the grave I 

Chorus. 

Mortals, meekly wait for Heaven 1 

Suffer on in patient love 1 

In the starry realms above. 
Bright rewards by Gk>d are given. 

To the Crods we ne'er can render 

Praise for every good they grant ; 
Let us, with devotion tender, 

Minister to Gkief and Want. 
Quenched be hate and wrath forever, 

Pardoned be our mortal foe- 
May our tears upbraid him never, 

No repentance bring him low I 

Chorus. 

Sense of wrongs forget to treasure- 
Brethren, live in perfect love I 
In the starry realms above, 

God will mete as we may measure. 

Joy within the goblet flushes, 

For the golden nectar, wine, 
Every fierce emotion hushes,— 

Fills the breast with fire divine. 
Brethren, thus in rapture meeting, 

Send ye round the brimming cup, — 
Yonder kindly Spirit greeting, 

While the foam to Heaven mounts up I 
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X)en ber ©terne SBiriel loBen, 
X)en bed @erap]^d ^pmtte preUt, 
Diefed ®Iod besn guten ®e{^ 

Ueberm @ternen3elt bort obenl 

Seflen 9Rut^ in fd^toerem Sdbnt, 

^i(fe, too bie Unfti^ttlb meint, 
Ctoigteit gef^toornen Stben, 

SSa^r^eit gegen S^eunb unb S^itib, 
SRannerfloIa oor jtonigdt^ronen, — 

aSruber, gair ed ®ut unb Slut — 
X)em Serbienfle feine Aronen, 

Untergang ber Sugenbrutl 

©*(ic§t ben ^eirgen 3irfel bitter, 
®dimxt bei biefem golbnen SSein, 
Dem ®elubbe treu gu fein, 

®(i^»6rt e« bei bent ©ternenrid^terl * 



* dn b€t X ( « I i«, »o bid Ocbi^t |scrt crf^im. cmMet If mtt fUga 

Rrttvnt Hon Ziynittttcstmeii, 

Orefmnt^ au^ ban DSfmi^t 
^effnung auf btn 6terbebctrni, 
' • On«be anf bcm ^oc^gcrii^l ! 

lttc( bit Xobtcn foOeii Icbcn ! 

9rnbcr, trinlt unb IHrnmrt chit 
IQcK 6finbcni foS vcrgcbni. 

Uab bie ^»lc vi^t mtkt fdal 

€Uicbtltrt«br4{cb<fKiabc! 

efifta e^Iaf im Sd^atn^ ! 

9rftbcr— ciBCR fraftn 6»ni4 
«■• bet Zfbtmii^Krt ftvobcl 
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Chorus. 

He whom Seraphs worship ever, 
Whom the stars praise as the j roll, 
Yes — ^to Him now drain the bowl — 

Mortal eye can see Him never I 

Courage, ne'er by sorrow broken I 

Aid where tears of virtue flow I 
Paith to keep each promise spoken 1 

Truth alike to friend and foe I 
'Neath kings' frowns a manly spirit 1 — 

Brethren, noble is the prize — 
Honor due to every merit I 

Death to all the brood of lies I 

Chorus. 
Draw the sacred circle closer I 
By this bright wine plight your troth 
To be faithful to your oath I 
Swear it by the Star-Disposer 1* 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



* In the Jhalia^ where this poem originally appeared. It eondndet 
th the foUowing itropbe : 

Safety from the Tyrant's power I 

Mercy e'en to traitors base ! 
Hope in death's last solemn hour! 

Pardon when before His fiice I 
Lo, the dead shall rise to Hearen I 

Brethren, hail the blest decree: 
Ev'ry sin shaU be forgiven, 

HeU forever cease to be ! 

Chorus, 
When the golden bowl is broken, 

Qentle sleep within the tomb ! 

Brethren, may a gracious doom 
By the Judge of Man be spoken I 
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IU4 dnoR literal Dieter. 

@{e lommt — fie lommt, bed 9)tittag4 ^ol^ Slotti^ 

Dad SBeltmeer mimmert unter i^r, 
!Dlit jtettentlang unb einem neuen ®otte 

Unb taufenb Donnern na^t f!e bir — 
Sin fd^tDimmenb ^eer fitrii^tbarer (EitabeQen 

(Der Dcean fal^ il^redgleiii^en ttie) 

Unlibertvinbli^ nennt man fie, 
Qkt^t fie ein^er auf ben erf(6rodfnen SBeOen; 

Den flol^en 9tamen mei^t 

£)er @(j^redfen, ben fie urn fld^ f)>e{t 
3}ltt majeflatifd^ fliUem @4fritte 

a:ragt feine 8afl ber gitternbe 9lej)tun; 
SBeltuntergang in ii^rer SRitte, 

9la]^t fie ^eran, nnb aQe ©turme rul^m 

Z)ir gegenuber flel^t fie ba, 
©ludfferge 3ttfel — ^errfAerin ber ?Weere, 
Dir broi^en biefe ©attionenl^eere, 

©ro^l^eqige Sritannta! 
9De^ beinem freigebornen Sotfel 
Z)a flel^t fie, eine toetterfd^wangre SQoIIe* 
SBer ^at bad ^o^e jtleinob bir errnngen, 

Dad aw ^f^ Sanber SurjMn bid^ gemaii^t? 
^afl bu nicj&t felbfl, »on flolgen Jtonigen geawttngeii 

Der 9lei(j^dgefe^e »eifcfled erbad^t? 
Dad g r § e S I a 1 1, bad beine jtonige ^u Surge 

3u gurflen beine Siirger mai^tl 

Der Segel flolje Dberma(^t, 
^afl bu fie nid^t ^on WiUionen SBitrgent 

Srflritten in ber 3Bafferf(^Ia(^t? 
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THE HrVlNCIBLE FLEET. 

▲FTXB AN OLDXB POST. 

fi&B oomee, proud nayy of the southern ocean— 

Beneath her foams the world-wide sea : 
With dank of chains, and fbrms of strange deyotion, 

And thousand thunders, lo I she nears to thee — 
A floating host of citadels tremendous — [swelL 

Ke'er did the floods heneath so huge a monster 
They call her name—^' Invincible." 

O'er the afifHghted waves she moves stupendous. 
Terror, that round her waits. 
The proud name consecrates. 
With silent sweep, majestic flowing, 

Old Neptune trembling doth his burthen bear : 
She, in her womb the World's destruction stowing, 

While storms are lulled around, moves on in full 
career. 

Thrice happy Isle— Queen of the Sea I [ing — 

There stands she now, thy bulwarks* strength oppos- 

Magnanimous Britannia I— thee [ing. 

They threat — these galleon squadrons round thee clos- 
Woe to thy free-bom sons 1 Descending 
Swift on their heads, bursts the big cloud impending. 
Who hath that noblest jewel for thee wrested. 

That o^er the nations sets thy conquering throne ? 
Say, was it not thyself the prize contested. 

From haughty monarchs greatly won. 
The wisest statute-law beneath the sun ? — [raises, 
That great Land-charter which to Kings thy Burghers 

To burghers lowers the regal height — 

And didst thou not thy navy's right [praises, 

From bloody pirate bands, amidst the world's loud 

Achieve in glorious Ocean fight ? 
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SBem banlji bu fie — errStH S3Iler biefer grbe — 
SBem fonfl, aU beinem ®eifl unb beinem @c^ioertr? 

Ungtudl^e — Mid ^in auf biefe fettertverfenben A 

lojfen, 

Slid l^in unb al^ne beined 9lu]^me« SaQI 

Sang fd^aut auf bid^ ber SrbenbaQ, 
Unb aUer freien aJtanncr ^eraen fd^Iagen, 
Unb aUt guten, fd^onen @eelen flagen 

£^eilne^menb beinem Slummed gaU* 

(Sott, ber SlOmaii^f ge, fa^ l^eral^, 
@a^ beined getnbed flolae Sotoenflaggen »e^en, 

©al^ brol^enb offen bein getof jfe« ®rab — 
@oQ, f)>ra4f er, foQ mein Slbion »erge]^en, 

Srlofc^en meiner ^elben (Stamm, 

£)er Unterbrudhtng tester gelfenbamm 
Sufammenfluraen, bie Xprannentoe^re 
Cernitifetet fein t>on biefer ^emifpare? 

?lie, rief er, foil ber grei^eit 9)arabie«, 
Der SRenfc^enwiirbe flarfer @(j^irm ^erfd^minbenl 

(Bott, ber ^amad^t'ge, blied, 
Unb bie Slrmaba flog nad^ alien SBinben* 

jDie |»ri le^tm Qcrfe finb eine Snfi^ielung ouf tie anebaiae, Ad^e ^ 
\ahttti itttn Snbenfrn i^ttt Giegce f^Iagen lief. €• wirt anf berfelteii i 
flette Dorgefleat. »d^t im 6tnnii ttiUcrge^, aril ber bcK^citCKCii 3«f<|r 
Afflavit Deos et diasipati sunt 



per ^ampf- 



Slein, ISnger »erb' id^ biefen *ampf nld&t lampftn, 

Den SRiefenTampf ber g)flid^t. 
Jtannfl bu bed i^eraend glammentrieb nid^t bamf>fen 

®o forbre, a:ugenb, biefedJDpfcr nid^t. 
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Who gave it thee ?— Blush, natioDs of the earth 1 — 
Who else, but thy brave spirit, and thy good sword's 
worth? 

Unhappy I — ^these colossal forms fire-sleeting 
Survey— and thence presage thy glory's fkll I 
Gazes in sad suspense the earthly ball—- 

For thee the hearts of all free men are beating ; 

Whilst all that's good and beauteous mourns thy 
fleeting 
Splendors, and partakes thy funeraL 

But the Almighty Grod looked down — 
Saw where thy foe's proud lion banners floated — 

He saw thy yawning grave wide open frown. 
"And shall my Albion (spake he) fall devoted ? — 

My line of heroes thus expire ? 

The last rock-barrier 'gainst oppression dire 
At once in ruins fall— the strong defence 
That guards this Hemisphere be banished hence ? 

Ne'er be this Freedom's paradise o'erthrown — 
This refuge tower of Human Virtue shattered 1" 

— The Almighty God hath blown — 
And lo I to all the winds the Armada scattered I* 
Jdhn Herman Merivale^ Esq.^ F.8.A. 

* These last two Unca refer to the medal struck by Queen Elizabeth 
to commeiuorate the overthrow of the Armada, on which a fleet if 
represented sinking in a storm, with the following modest inscription: 
AiBATit Deus, et dissipati sunt. 



THE CONFLICT. 
No longer will I fight this conflict weary, 

The giant fight that Duty bids me wage ; 
Why, Virtue, ask a sacrifice so dreary. 

If thou my bosom's pangs canst not assuage ? 
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®cfd&n?orcn ^ab' id^'d, {a, id^ ^ab'« Qt^i^rooxtn, 

^Rxd^ felbjt in banbigen. 
^icr ifl bdn Xxani, er fei auf ewig mir t>crioren! 

9limm i^n guriidf unb la^ mic^ funbigem 

3erri([en fci, wad »lr bebungen ^aben! 

©ie licbt m\6^ — beine Xxont fcl t>crf(j^ergtl * 
©ludfclig, »er, in JBonnetrunfen^eit begraben, 

®o leic^t, mie ii^, ben tiefen gaQ t>erf(j^meqtl 

©ie (lebt ben ®urm an meiner 3"fl^tt^ S3tume na 

Unb metnen Senj entflo^n, 
Sewunbert \t\ii mein l^elbenmut^iged Sntfdgen, 

Unb grogmut^d)}oQ befc^Iie^t fie meinen So^n* 

iWiptraue, f^one ©cele, biefer Sngelgiitel 
SRein OTitlcib »ajfnet gum ^Serbred^en mid&» 

©ibt'd in bc0 ?cbend unerme§Uc6em ®ebiete, 
®ibVi einen anbern, fd^onern Sol^n, aU bid^f 

au bad S?erbred^en, bad id^ e»ig flie^en woDte? 

Iprannifd^ed ©efcbid! 
Der einj'ge ^ot^n, ber meine Jugenb Tronen foUte, 

3jl meiner lugenb letter ^ugenblicf ! 



^eflgtiofion. 



Sudb idb tear in ^Irfabien geboren, 

9lud) mir (at bie 9{atur 
^n meiner S)iege Sreube jugefd^moren; 
Kud^ i(f war in ^rfabien geboren, 

jDo* X^ranen gab ber fur^e Senj mir nur. 
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^ sworn ity— yes 1 1 solenmly have sworn ife| — 
Upon my paasioDS to impose a rein ; 
iehold fhy gariand 1— yet, tho' long I've worn it, 
Take it back now, and let me sin again 1 

toolved be every vow between us spoken- 
She loves me 1— What is now thy crown to mef 
[flppy the man who, wrapped in bliss unbroken, 
His deep, deep fidl can view so tranquilly I 

be sees the worm my youthfhl bloom assailing, 
8be sees my days in sorrow fleeting on ; 
kud my heroic efforts gently hailing, 
Awards tiie prize she deems me to have won. 

'aif soul I mistrust this virtue angel-seeming. 
For on to crime thy pity hurries me ; 
the unbounded realms where life is beaming, 
8 there another, fairer prize than iheet 

ban that sin so dreaded by my spirit ?~ 
\ cruel, all-relentless tyranny I 
>nly prize my virtue e'er can merit 
9t, in the moment, see that virtue die I 

Edgar Alfred Bcwring, 



BESIGNATION. 

K), was amidst Arcadia born, 
N^ature seemed to woo me ; 
' cradle such sweet joys were sworn : 

was amidst Arcadia born, 

\ short spring gave only tears unto me I 
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Df« ?eBen« iWai U^t cinmal unti nld^t koiAer, 

9J^ir ^at er abgeblu^t. 
Dcr (llUc ®ott — »einet, mcine ©ruber — 
£)er fttae ®ott taudjt meine gacfel nieber, 

Unt) bie Srfc^einung flie^t. 

Da |lcV ic!& fc^on auf beiner fin|lern Srufc, 

gurd^tbarc Sn)lc<fcit. 
(Smpfange meinen ^oQmaci^tbrief gum ®IudeI 
3d} brings i^n unerbrod}en bir gurude, 

3(!^ n?eip nt^td ))on ©lucffeligfeit. 

8or bcincm 3:bron er^cb' i^ mcine Stla^t, 

Sert^uUtc SRic^tcrin. 
Muf jcncm Stern ging eine fro^e ©age, 
Du tbroncfl ^icr mit bed ©eric^ted SBage 

Unb ncnnejl bic^ Sergelterim 

^ier, fpridjt man, »arten ©c^recfen auf ben Soft 

Unb greuben auf ben SReblidben* 
X)etf J^erjcntf Arummen werbefl bu entblopen, 
Der iNorfid)! ^Idtbfel »erbe(l bu mir lofen, 

Unb :}le(^nung ^alten mit bem Seibenben* 

^ier ojfne (ic^ bie ^eimatt} bem 9?erbannten, 

^ier enbige bed Dulbcrd Dornenbabn. 
Sin O^etterfinb, bod ftemir £^abr(}eit nanntei 
iDie aWfijlen ficben, ©enige nur !annten, 
^ielt meined 2ebend rafd^en 3m9^I <^^* 

w3A jaMe bir in einem anbern Jeben, 

®ib bcine 3wd"*b mir! 
*J^id)tiJ fann id* bir aU biefe ©rifung geBen." 
3d) nabm bie JiJcifung auf bad anbre geben, 

Unb meiner 3ugenb Sreuben gab ic^ ijt. 
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life but one blooming holiday can keep — 

For me the bloom is fled ; 
The silent Grenios of the darker Sleep 
Toms down my torch—and weep, my brethren, 
weep— 

Weep, for the light is'dead I 

Upon thy bridge the shadows round me press, 

O dread Eternity I 
And I have known no moment that can bless ;— 
Take back this letter meant for Happiness— 

The seal* 's unbroken — see I 

Before thee, Judge, whose eyes the darknapun vail 

Conceals, my murmur came ; 
On this our orb a glad belief prevails. 
That thine the earthly sceptre and the scales — 

Requiter is thy name. 

Terrors, they say, thou dost for Vice prepare, 

And joys the good shall know ; 
Thou canst the heart through all its windings bars ; 
Thou canst the riddle of our fate declare. 

And keep account with Woe. 

With thee a home smiles for the exiled one — 

There ends the thorny strife. 
Unto my sight a godlike vision won, 
Called Tbuth (few know her, and the many shun), 

And checked the reins of life. 

"I will repay thee in the world to be — 

Give thou to me thy youth ; 
Naught save this surety can I grant to thee I" 
I heard, and, trusting in the world to be, 

iiave my young joys to Truth. 
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„®\h mir t)a« SBeib, fo t^cuer Mncm ^gen^ 

®ib t)cinc Saura mir! 
3cnfcit« ^cr Oraber wuc^erit bcine ©d^mcqm/' — 
3c^ rt§ fie blutenb au^ Dent tvunben ^eqen, 

Unb meinte (aut, unb gab fte i^r« 

„Die ©(!^ult)»erf(!breibunfl lautet an Me lobtcn/' 

^o^nlac^eltebieSDelt; 
,!£)ie £ugnertn, gebungen ))on Defpoten, 
J5)at fiir Die SBa^r^eit ©(fatten Dir geboten, 

Du bijl nic^t me^r, n>enn biefer ©c^ein werfafft" 

grcc^ roi^clte t>ad ©c^langen^eer ber ®p5ttcr: 

„?5or einem SBa^n, ben nur ^Serja^rung n>ei^t, 
Sraitterjl Du? 2Bad foUen beine ©otter, 
De<$ franfen SDeltplan^ fd^Iau erbaci^te Sletter, 
Die SRenf^enmi^ be^ ^enfci^en 9lot^burft (ei^t ?'' 

„®ad Vipt bie Sufunft, bie und ®raber betfent 

Die Smigfeit, mit ber bu eitel prang jl? 
ffi^rroilrbig nur, roeil ^iitten fie Derflecfen, 
©er S^liefenfc^atten unfrer eignen (Scftredett 
3m ^o^len Spiegel ber ®e»ijfen«angfU" 

„6in Siigenbilb lebenbiger ©eflalten, 

!Die SJlumie ber 3eit, 
SSom ©alfamgeijl ber ^offnung in ben fatten 
Se^aufungen bed ®rabed ^inge^alten, 

!Dad nennt bein gieberwa^n Unflerblid^feit?'* 

Siir ^ojfnungen — SSerwefung flraft fie iiiitn — 

®abfl bu gewiffe ®iitcr ^in? 
<5e(i^dtaufcnb 3a^re ^at ber lob geftl^miegen, 
Ram je ein Scid^nam aui ber ®ruft gejliegen, 

Der iWelDung t^at bon ber Scrgelterin?" — 
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'' Give me thy Laura, dearest to thy heart. 

And I, beyond the grave, 
Will tenfold pay thee every pang to part.^' 
I tore her bleeding from the wounded heart, 

And wept aloud— and gave* 

Laughed out the world—'' The bond thou trustest to 

Is drawn upon the Dead. 
The tool of despots palmed upon thy view 
A shade, and called it Truth— *thi8 bond is due 

The day thy days are sped." 

''Tremblest thou," hissed the serpent brood in sconij 

'' Before the vain deceit V 
Made holy by convention, stale and worn, 
Grods of Man's need and of Man's cunning bom — 

The sick world's solemn cheat ? 

"What is this Future underneath the stone 

Which earth-bom never saw ? 
Why is it reverenced, but because unknown ? 
A shadow on the glass of Conscience thrown 

By our own craven awe. — 

" Life's counterfeit, by Hope the fair deceiver, 

Embalmed, with death to lie I 
Time's bloodless mummy, niched in tombs forever, 
Which the crazed fancy of delirious fever 

Calls * Immortality I ' 

" Giv'st thou sure joy for hope that disappears 

Into corrupted mold ? 
Death has been silent for six thousand years ; 
Nor from the grave one corpse to living ears 

OftheRequitertold." 



* See Note «. 
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3(^ fa^ bie 3eit nad& Mntn Ufern picgen, 

Die blul)cnDc S^atur 
S3licb Winter i^r, cin welfer 8ei(!&nam, liegen, 
^ei n Zot)ttx lam ausJ fcincr Oruft gcfHcgen^ 

Unt) fcfl ttcrtrauf ic^ auf Den ©otterfcfewur. 

Sltt meine greuben Ijab' left bir gefc^lac^tet, 

3e5t »erf ic^ mi^ »or beinen 9li^tert^r«)iu 
©er SKenge ©pott i^ah' i(^ be^cqt ttera^tet, 
9lur beine ©itter i^aV ic^ gro§ geac^tet, 
SJcrgeltcrin, i^ forbre meinen So^n. 

„5Kit glcici^er Siebe Ueb' ic^ meine jlinberl" 

9lief unfi^tbar ein ®eniud. 
,,3»ci Slumen/' rief er, „i^'6xt t€, SWenfd^ettfinbeT, 
3»ei S3lumen blii^en fur ben »eifen ginber, 

@ie ^ei^en J^offnung unb (^enu§« 

„SBer biefer Slumcn eine brac^, begel^re 

Die anbre @c^mcfler nid^t. 
®eniepe, »er nic^t glauben tann. Die 8e^re 
3(1 ewig, »ie bie 5Be(t. 5ii3cr glauben fann, entbe^ 

Die ^eltgefc^ic^te ijl bad ^eUgeri(^t, 

,,Du ^ajl ge^offt, bcin \!o^n ijl abgetragen, 

Dcin (^laube war bein gugemegned Q)lit(!* 
Du fonnteft beine :L13jifen fragen, 
'^ai man ))on ber *i!Rinute au0gef(^(agen, 
®ibt feine Smigfeit guriid." 



pte potter ^rierfienfanid. 

Da l^r noc^ bie fc^one SBclt regieret, 
3ln ber greube leid)tcm (Sangelbanb 
©elige ($)efc^(ed)ter noc^ gcfiil^ret, 
©c^cne ^efeu au^ bcm (^abellanbt 
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I aaw Time flying to thy promiBed shore ; 

Behind him, hloomless now, 
Nature lay corpse-like ; —silent, as of yore, 
Was DeaUi—and stUl my trustful soul the more 

Clung to thy solemn vow*— 

Judge !— all my joys to thee did I resign, 

All that did most delight me ; 
And now I kneel ; — man^s scorn I scorned ^-thy shrine 
Have I adored ;— Thee only held divine ; — 

Bequiter, now requite me I 

'^ For all my sons an equal love I know. 

And equal each condition," 
Answered an unseen Grcnius — " See below, 
Two flowers, for all who rightly seek them, blow — 

The HOFB and the Frxhtion. 

^^He who has plucked the one, resigned must see 

The sister's forfeit bloom : 
Let Unbelief enjoy— Belief must be 
All to the chooser ; — the world's history 

Is the world's judgment doom. 

"Thou hast had Hope— in thy belief thy prize— 

Thy bliss was centered in it : 
Thou might'st have learned, hadst thou but asked the 

wise, 
That all Eternity ne'er resupplies. 
The sum struck from the minute I" 

Sir Edward Bulwer LytUm. 



THE GODS OF GREECE. 
Whilst the smiling Earth ye governed stUl, 

And with Rapture's soft and guiding hand 
Led the happy Nations at your will, 

Beauteous Beiof^s from the Fable-land 1 
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^6^, ba euer 3Qonnet)ienfl no(( glSnstc^ 
S^ie gan3 anber^, anbcrd war ed bal 
£)a man beine ^empel noc^ betran^t^ 
Senud 3lmat^u{ial 

' 3)a ber Dic^tung aauberifi^e ^uDe 
@i(^ no^ lieblic^ urn lit ^a^r^eit toan\>, - 
3)urc^ ^te (Sc^opfung flo§ ba Sebeni^futle^ 
Unt) mad nie empftttben wixx>, empfanb, 
2ln t)er 2icbc ©ufcn fie ju briidcn, 
(Dab man l^o^ern Slbel ber 9^atur, 
$lUed mied ben eingemei^ten Sliden, 
Silled fined dotted ®pur. 

20 Je0t nur, »ie unfre SBelfen fagcn, 

©ecleulod ein geuerball fic^ bre^t, 
£en!te bamald feitten golbnen SOagen 
^eliod in ftiUer iD^ajcftaU 
2)iefe ^o^en fiiUten Dreaben, 
Sine Drpad lebt' in ienem Saum, 
Slud t)eu Urnen liebiic^er 9kjaben 
©prang ber ©trome ©ilberfdjaum* 

3ener Sorbeer n?anb ft^ einjl um ^ilfc, 
2.antald Xoc^ter fc^iveigt in biefem ©tein, 
©priny Stia^t tout' aue j^ncm ©c^ilfe, 
9)9tlomclad ©c^mer^ aue biefem Jpatn* 
3ener 23ad) empfing Demeterd S^^^^r 
Die fie um 3)erfipl)ouen gcmeint, 
Unb ))on biefem Jpiigel rtef Spt^ere 
^c^, umfonft! Itm jc^onen greunb« 

Svi X)eufaliond ©efc^Iec^te jliegen 
!i)amal0 nod) Die t)immiifc^eu ^erab; 

e^ltitt* fammtl. SDcrle. I. 5 



• 
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Whilst your blissM worship smiled around, 
Ah I how diflE^rent was it in that day I 

When the people still thy temples crowned, 
Yenus Amathusia I 

When the magic veil of Poesy 

Still round Truth entwined its loving chain- 
Through creation poured Life's fulness free, 

Things then/e/t, which ne'er can feel again. 
Then to press her 'gainst the breast of Love, 

They on Nature nobler power bestowed, — 
All, to eyes enlightened from above. 

Of a God the traces showed. 

There, where now, as we're by Sages told, 

Whirls on high a soul-less fiery ball, 
Helios guided then his car of gold, 

In his silent majesty, o'er all. 
Oreads then these heights around us filled, 

Then a Dryad dwelt in yonder tree. 
From the Urn of loving Naiads rilled 

Silver streamlets foamingly. 

Yonder Laurel once imploring wound, 

Tantal's daughter slumbers in this stone ; 
From yon rush rose Syrinx' mournful sound. 

From this thicket, Philomela's moan. 
Yonder brook Demeter's tears received. 

That she wept for her Persephone, 
From this hill, of her loved friend bereaved, 

Cried Cythera, fruitlessly I 

To Deucalion's race from realms of air 
Then the great Immortals still came down ; 
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3n>ifd)en Wenf^en, @5ttern unt ^eront 
iinupfte Slmor einen fc^onen ^ixn't, 
©terblic^e mit ®5ttern nxCt> fyxotn 
^ultiigten in ^mat^unt 

ginfher Srnfl unb trauriged (Sntfagen 
^ax au^ eurem ^eitern Dtenft ))erbanttt; 
(^iixdiid) foUten ade ^eqen fc^lagen, 
1>tixn euc^ tpar brr (^liidlic^e oenoanbt 
£)amal0 tpar nt4td t^eiiig, aU bad @cl^in<^ 
itciner grcuDe jc^amte jld) Dcr ®ott, 
SBo tie ffufc^ errot^etiDe ^amone, 
^0 t)ie (^raate geboU 

(Sure Xempcl la^ten gletd^ 3)ala|len, 
i^uc^ 9er^errlic^te tae JpeUen|piel 
3ln bee 3)t!^inue froaeureic^en it\ttn, 
Unb Die ^agcn bouncneii gum JieU 
(^d)ctt gefc^iungne, feelett^olle Xanje 
jlreicten urn Kti praii^cnDen *illtar, 
(^ure 3d)lafe )'d)mucfien ^it^titxan^t, 
kronen euer Dufteuo <)aar, 

Dad St)oe muntrer J^vrfudfc^tDingct 
Unb Der $ant^er prdo^ttgce (^efpann 
^elbeten Den gro^ett QreuDebrtnger, 
gaun unD Sarpr taumcln it^m ))oraii; 
Urn i^n fpringen rafenDe "^dnaben, 
3^re idnje lobeu fetmti ^cnx, 
Unb bed ^irt^ec brautte ^angen laben 
^ujtig 3U bf m ^ed^er eiiu 
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And to vanquish TynhsL^s danght^&ir, 
Then a shepherd's staff took Leto's son* 

Then 'tween Heroes, Deities, and Men, 
Was a heauteoos bond by Eros twined, 

And with Deities and Heroes then 
Knelt in Cyprus' Isle, mankind. 

Gloomy sternness and denial sad 

Ne'er were in your service blest descried ; 
Each heart throbbed then with emotions glad, 

For the Happy were with you allied. 
Nothing then was Holy, save the Fair ; 

Of no rapture was the God ashamed, 
When the modest Muse was blushing there. 

When their sway the Graces claimed I 



Palace-like, then smiled your Temples all, 

Ye were honored in the hero-sport 
At the Isthmus' crown-clad festival, 

And the goal the thund'ring chariots sought. 
Beauteous dances that a Spirit breathed 

Circled round your altars bright and fair ; 
Round your brows the crown of triumph wreathed, 

Garlands graced your fragrant hair. 

Thyrsus-swingers' loud Evoe then, 

And the panther-team that shone afar, 
Welcomed Him who Rapture brought to men ; 

Fauns and Satvrs reeled before his car I 
Round him sprang the Mtenads' raving crew. 

While their dances showed his wine's great worth. 
And the Host's full cheeks of tawny hue 

Pointed to the cup with mirth. 
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!EamaT« trat !cin gra§Ii^efi ®tx{^^t 
SSor Dad S5ett t)e« oterbcntcn. 6in Stu^ 
3laf^m bad le^te Seben Don t)er Sippe, 
©cine garfel fcnft' cin Oeniud. 
©clbjl t)cd Drfud flrciigc 9lid)ter»a0e 
^ielt bcr C£nfcl cincr &txbii6^tn, 
Unt) bed X^raferd feelenDoUe Jllage 
Sflii^rte bie (Srinnpcn, 

©eine greubcn ttaf ber fro^e ©d^atten 
3n CElpfiend ^ainen wieter an, 
%vcnt !i!icbe faub ben treuen ®atten, 
Unb ber SBagcuIenfer feine ^ai)n*j 
ifinud' ©piel tbnt bie gemol^nten Siebcr, 
3n ^(Iccftcnd %xmt [inlt 2(bmet, 
©cinen greunb erfeniit Dreftcd wieber, 
©eine 5)feile 9)^ilofteL 

$)6^'rc 5>reife jlarften ba ben Sflinger 
5luf ber Xugenb arbeitooUer 93a^n; 
®r«^er 3:^aten l^errlic^c ^iNoUbringer 
Jtlimmten ^u ben ©eligen l^inan. 
S5or bem 2i^icberfort>erer ber 2^obten 
9leigte fic^ ber (^iitter (liUe ©c^aar; 
Durd) bie glut^en leuc^tct bem 5>ilotett 
93om Dlpmp lai ;im\iin^iipaax* 

©d^one ffielt, »o btfl bu? ftc^re »ieber, 
4)olbed SSliit^enalter ber Vlatuxl 
8l(^, nur in bem geenlanb ber iJiebcr 
Sebt noc^ beine fabel^afte ©pur* 
Slucgeflorbcn traucrt X^aa (^efilbe, 
iteine (iJctt^eit jeigt fid) mcincm S3Ui, 
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In those days, before the bed of Death 

Stood no ghastly form. Then took away 
From the lips a kiss the parting breath, 

And a Grenius quenched his torch's ray. 
Even Orcus' rigid judgment scales 

By a Mortal's offspring once were held, 
And the Thracian's spirit-breathing wails 

E'en the angry Furies quelled. 

Once again within Elysium's grove 

Met the happy Shade his joys so dear; 
Lover faithful found his faithful Love, 

And his path regained the charioteer ; 
Linus' lute gave back each -wonted strain, 

^mct clasped Alcestis to his heart, 
And Orestes found his friend again, 

Fhiloctetes found his dart. 



Nobler prizes then the wrestler crowned, 

Who the arduous path of Virtue pressed ; 
Glorious workers then of deeds renowned 

Clambered up to join the Spirits blest. 
All the Band of silent Gods the while 

Bowed to Him who summoned back the Dead ; 
From Olympus' height the twin-stars' smile 

O'er the waves the Pilot led. 



Beauteous World, where art thou gone ? Oh, thou. 
Nature's blooming youth, return once more I 

Ah, but in pong's fairy region now 
Lives thy fabled trace so dear of yore I 

Cold and perished, sorrow now the plains. 
Not one Godhead greets my longing sight ; 
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Sld^, ttott jenem lebcnmarmen ©like 
S3Ue6 ker <5d^atten nur ^urud* 

^tle iene Slut^en finb gefaden 
Son t)ed 9lort>ed f(^auerU(!^em SJe^^n; 
(Sin en ju beretc^ern unter atlen, 
9Ku§te ticfc ©ottcmcU »crge^n. 
2:rauri9 fu^' ic^ an ^em ©tcrnmBoflftt, 
X)id^, ©dene, pnt)' id^ bort nid)t mc^r; 
£)ur(^ t)ie SBalDer rup i^, t^ur^ tie SBogei^ 
9l(i^, fie toiebert^aUen leerl 

Unbewupt ber greuben, ble fie fd^enH 
9lie entjudt »on i^rer WrU(^!elt, 
9lie geival^r bed deified, ber fte lenfet, 
©ergcr nie burd^ mcine ©eligfeit, 
gii^lloo fclbfl fur l^red Mnfllerd (Sf^rt, 
Q)Ieid^ bent tobten ®6^ia^ ber $enbe(u^r, 
jDient ftc fnccbtifd^ bcm ^efej ber ®c^»ere> 
jDie entgotterte 9latur« 

SRorgen n>ieber neu f!(!^ ju entbtnben, 
S^itblt fie Vute fid) i^r cignee ^rab, 
Unb an etvtg gletd^er ©pinbel minben 
(Bi(b ton felbjl bie SWonbe auf unb ah. 
^In^i^ fc^rtcn gu bcm !Did^rerlanbe 
^eim bie i^btttx, unnu^ einer Kelt, 
jDie, enti[vad)fen ibrem ^angelbanbei 
@i(^ burc^ eigned ©cbtocben ^alt 

' 5<^, fie febrten ^eim, unb afle« ®d^6nc, 
SlUed ^obe nabmen fie mit fort, 
^Qe garben, aUe ^ebenetone, 
Unb und blieb nur bad entfcelte SBort* 
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Lh, the Shadow only now remains 
Of yon living Image bright ! 

Hi those lovely blossoms now are gone, 

Scattered by the North-wind's piercing breath; 
?o enrich, amongst the whole, but one, 

All this God-like world was doomed to death, 
iadly turn I to the stars on high — 

Thou, Selene, canst not there be found I 
?hrough the forest, through the waves I cry — 

Ah, they echo back no sound I 

reeling not the joy she bids me share. 
Ne'er entranced by her own majesty, 
knowing her own guiding spirit ne'er, 
Ne'er made happy by my ecstasy, 
'useless even to her Maker's praise. 
Like the pendule-clock's dead, hollow tone, 
lure Gravitation's law obeys 
ervilely, — her Godhead tiown. 

t to-morrow she herself may free, 
i prepares her sepulchre to-day ; 
on spindle balaiiceti equally, 
and down the Moons alternate play, 
omeward to the Poet-land 
he Gods — a world they'd serve in vain, 
upheld by its own motive hand, 
ig off the guiding-rein. 

;^y homeward go,— and they have flown, 
t's bright and fair they've taken too, 
or, every living tone, — 
oul-less world is all we view. 
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8lu« ber S^^Ptttl^ toeggcriffcn, fd^tocBen 
®ie gerettet auf bed 3>inbud ^o^n; 
^ad unflerbltc^ im Q^efang foil lebm, 
9}iu| im Sebcn untergc^n. 



pie goffer $nfc$etilditii5. 

9nr tic dttnntc trr er#es 8tt«gabc a^cbnult 

Da i^r noc^ bie f(^dne tSelt regiertet, 
$tii ber greube leic^tem Q)angelbanb 
Q)luc!ltd)ere ^JRenfc^enalter fit^rttt, 
@d^one SQefen au0 brm gabeUanb! 
Sid) 1 ba euer £^onnebien{l noc^ glanjtc^ 
SBie gait) anberd, anbtrd toar etf ba! 
Da man beine ^em^l no(!^ befran^te, 
$$enu(» '^mat^ufla I 

Da ber Dtc^tfunfl malerifd^e ^uKe 
@id) nod) lieblid) um bie ^a^rbeit ipanb, 
Durc^ tie €d)opfung po^ ba ^^ebendfitlle, 
Unb voa^ nit empfinten n>irb, empfanb. 
5ln ber I'iebe Sufen fie ju briicfen, 
(^ab man bob^^n '2lbel ber 9?arur, 
^Ucd loied ben eingen?ei^ten Sliden, 
^Ued eined (Jotted v^pur. 

©0 jc^t nur, »ie unfre SBeifen fagen, 
@eelenlod ein geurrball ftc^ brebt, 
Senfte bamald fcinen golbnen ^agen 
^eliod in fliUer ^r^ajtjlat 
Diefe ^o^en fiiUteu Crcaben, 
Sine Dryad jiarb mit jenrm 9aum, 
9lud ben Urnen lieblid>er ^^ajaben 
Sprang ber ^trome Silberfc^aunu 
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Borne off bf the Time-flood's current strong, 
Thej on Findus' height have safety found : 

All that is to live in endless song, 
Must in Life-time first be drowned I 

Edgar Alfred Bawring, 



THE GODS OF GBEECE.* 

(PUBLXBHSD FOB THE FKIEHDS OF THIS FIBST KDITIOH.) 

Whilst the smiling Earth ye governed still, 

And with Bapture's soft and guiding hand 
Led the happier Nations at your will, 

Beauteous Beings from the Fable-land I 
Whilst your blissful worship smiled around, 

Ah I how different was it in that day 1 
When the people still thy temples crowned, 

Venus Amathusia ! 

Picturesque the veil of Poesy 

Stife round Truth entwined its loving chain- 
Through creation poured Life's fulness free, 

Things then/e?f, which ne'er can feel again. 
Then to press her 'gainst the breast of Love, 

They on Nature nobler power bestowed, — 
All, to eyes enlightened from above. 

Of a God the traces showed. 

There, where now, as we're by Sages told. 

Whirls on high a soul-less fiery ball, 
Helios guided then his car of gold. 

In his silent majesty, o'er all. 
Oreads then these heights around us filled, 

Then a Dryad died with yonder tree, 
From the Urn of loving Naiads rilled 

Silver streamlets foamingly. 



• See Note /. 
16 



70 

3ener Sorbeer n>anb |1(^ ditft ittn ^ilfe^ 
2:antaU ^oc^ter fd^tpeigt in biefem @tein, 
(Bprinir jllage tont aud jienem ©c^ilfe, 
^^ilomelend (Sc^merj in t)iefem ^ain* 
3cncr ©ac^ em^jfing Demeterd 3^^rc> 
Die fie urn 3)erfep^onen gewcint, 
Unt) t>on biefem Jpiigel rief Sptl^ere 
Slc^ Dergebend ! i^rcm fci^onen greunb* 

3u Deufaliond ©efci^lec^te jliegen 
£)amaU noc^ bie ^immlifd^en ^erab; . 
9)Vrr^a0 fc^)one Joc^ter ju beflegen, 
9k^m ^pperion ben JE)irtenpab* 
3njif^en ^Kenfc^cn, ©ottern unb ^erom 
^niipfte ^mor einen f(^onen Sunb, 
8terbli^e mit ©ottern unb i&eroen 
^ulbigten m %mat\)unt 

93ctenb an ber ©ragien ^Itaxtn 
StnitU ba bie ^olbe 5)riefterin, 
©anbtc (lillc S^Biinf^e an Spt^eren 
Unb ©elitbbe an bie (S^aritin. 
^o^cr ©tolj, and^ trebcn 3U gebieten, 
Se^rte fie ben gottcr^leic^en ^ang, 
Unl) bei5 9lfi3ei3 ^cirgen ©iirtel ^iiten, 
Derben Doun'rer felbft be^wang. 

^immlif(b unb unflcrbli^ war bad geuer, 
Dad in 5)intard ftoljen ^pmncn flop, 
9hebcrftromte in ^ilrionsf lacier, 
3n ben (Btcin bed ^^^itiad fic^) gop* 
Seffrc SScfen, eblere ©eftaltcn 
Aiin^igtcn bie ^o^e 5lbtuuft an, 
©otter, bie »om Jpimmel niebcrwallten, 
(Bai^tn i^itx i^n wiebcr aufget^^am 
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' Yonder Lamel once imploring wound, 

Tantal'8 daughter slumbers in this stone ; 
From yon rush rose Syrinx' moumfUl sound, 

In this thicket, Philomela's moan« 
Yonder brook Demeter's tears received, 

That she wept for her Persephone, 
From this hill, of her loved frieud bereaved. 

Cried Cythera, fruitlessly! 

To Deucalion's race firom realms of air 

Then the great Immortals still came down ; 
And to vanquish Pyrrha's daughter fair. 

Then a shepherd's staff took Leto's son. 
Then 'tween Heroes, Deities, and Men, 

Was a beauteous bond by Eros twined, 
And with Deities and Heroes then 

Knelt in Cyprus' Isle, mankind. 

At the Graces' shrine, on pray'r intent. 

Lay the Priestess fair on bended knees, 
Silent wishes to Cythera sent, 

Vows most ardent to the Charitees. 
Lofty pride, to rule in realms of air. 

Taught the Fair her Grod-like rank maintain, 
And the holy cestus watch with care — 

That could e'en great Jove enchain. 

Heavenly, undying was the fire 

Flowing in the Hymns of Pindar grand. 
Streaming down into Arion's Lyre, 

In the marble formed by Phidias' hand. 
Better Beings, nobler forms, by far. 

To announce the high Descent were fain, 
Gods, descending in aerial car. 

Here saw Heaven ope again. 



71 

SQert^er toax ))on eined ®ottf« ®tttc^ 
Sl^eurer iet)c ®abe bcr 9latur. 
Unter 3ri« fd^oncm Sogen Mul^te 
S'leiien^er bic perlenwotlc glur. 
9)rangenbcr erfc^icn bic SRorgcnrStl^e 
3n J^imercnd rofljjtem ®e»anb, 
©c^mcljcnber erflang bit glote 
3n be^ ^irtcngottcd ^anb. 

Siebendtoert^er matte fic^ bie 3ugenb, 
Slii^fiiber in ©anpmcbad 93ilb, 
^clbcnfii^ner, gottlic^cr bie S^ugenb 
ma Xritonicnd OTebufenfc^ilb* 
©anfter mar, ba ^^menti nod^ tnupftt, 
JE)eiIiger ber ^cr^en em'ge« ©anb, 
©clbjl bed Seben« garter gaben fc^tiipfte 
SCcld^er bur^ ber ^^argen ^anb. 

Dad (S^oe muntrer 2:^9rfu«f(!^n)in0Ct 
Unb ber 5)ant^er prat^tiged ®efpantt 
^etbeten ben gro^en Sreubebringer^ 
gaun unb ©atpr taumeln i^m woranj 
Urn i^n fpringen rafenbe ^anaben, 
3^re Zan^t loben feinen 2Bein, 
Unb bie 5Bangen bed 33e»irt^er« laben 
Suj^ig |U bent Seeder ein. 

^o^er n?ar ber ®aU 3Bert^ gefliegen, 
Die ber ®eber freunblid^ mit gen op, 
%a^er toav ber <5(^opfer bent ^ergnugcn, 
Dad im Sufen bed ©ef^opfed flo^. 
9lennt ber meinige |Ic^ bem SSerflanbe? 
Sirgt i^n et»a ber ®ewoI!e 3elt? 
SWubfant fpd^' id^ im 3beenlanbe, 
gruc^tlod in ber ©innenwelt* 
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Favors of a Grod gave more delight, 

Dearer every gift of Nature seenied. 
'Neath the pretty bow of Iris bright 

Lovelier the pearly meadows teemed. 
Ah, the morning-red more brilliant glowed 

In Aurora's rosy garb arrayed, 
From the flute the strains more sweetly flowed 

When by dex'trous Pan 'twas played. 

Fairer, lovelier was painted Youth 

In the picture Granymede revealed, 
More heroic Virtue was, forsooth. 

With Tritonia's Medusa^hield. 
Softer, when the knot by Hymen tied, 

Stronger was the Heart's eternal band. 
Smoother Life's frail thread was wont to glide 

Through the Farce's tender hand. 

Thyrsus-swingers' loud Evoe then. 

And the panther-team that shone afar, 
Welcomed Him who Eapture brought to men ; 

Fauns and Satyrs reeled before his car I 
Round him sprang the Msenads' raving crew. 

While their dances showed his wine's great 
worth, 
And the host's full cheeks of tawny hue 

Pointed to the cup with mirth. 

Gift was worth more, when the giver, too, 

Shared it with the one on whom bestowed, 
Nearer to those joys the Maker drew 

Which within his creature's bosom flowed. 
To my mind is my Creator brought ? 

Is he hidden by the starry maze ? 
I, with effort in the land of Thought, 

Vainly in the Actual, gaze. 
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Sure Icmpcl lad^ten fl(eid& |)ata|lett, 
euc^ ^erfecrrlic^tc bad ^clbenfvl:! 
2ln t>cd 3|l^mud !ronenrei(^en geflcn, 
llnb tie ffiagen t)onncrten gum ^itU 
©d)6n gefc^Iungne, feelen^oUe 3:an|e 
^rctdten urn t)en prangenben 9lltar, 
Sure ©d^lafe f(^mu(ften ©iegedfrange, 
kronen euer buftcnb ^aax. 

©einer Outer fc^enfte man bad befk/ 
(Seiner gammer Hebjled gab ber ^irt, 
Unb ber greubetaumel feiner ®afte 
So^nte bem er^abnen ffiirt^. 
2I}o^in tretM(^? Diefe traur'ge ©Hffe 
^unbigt fie mir meinen ©dbopfer ani 
ginfler, n?ie er felbjt, ijl fcine ^iille, 
2)?cin Sntfagen — wad il^n feiern fann. 

Damald trat !ein gra^H(fte« ®erippe 
9Jor bad Sett bed ©terbenben. Sin Stu^ 
9la^m bad le^te SJeben oon ber ?ippe, 
©tin unb traurig fenft' ein ®eniud 
©eine gadel. ©cfeone, li^te 93ilber 
©^ergten auc^ urn bie ^^ot^roenbigfeit, 
Unb bad crnfle ©cfeirffal blicfte milber 
Dur^ ben ©c^teier fanfter TOenf(^lic^!eit* 

9la(^ ber ®eifler f^redflic^en ®efe^en 
Slic^tete fein ^ciliger Sarbar, 
Dejfen 5lugen 2:^ranen nie bene^en, 
3artc 3Befen, bie ein 2Bcib gebar. 
©elbjl bed Drfud flrenge SRi^tenragc 
JE)ie(t ber Snfcl einer ©terblidjen, 
Unb bed I^raferd fecIen^oUe Jtlagc 
Slii^rte bie Srinnpcn* 



^ 
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Falaoe-likBY then smiled your Temples all, 

Ye were honored in the hero-sport 
At the Isthmus' crown-clad festival, 

And the goal the thundMng chariots sought. 
Beauteous dances that a Spirit breathed 

Circled round your altars bright and fisiir ; 
Bound your brows the crown of triumph wreathed, 

Garlands graced your fragrant hair. 

Of their goods, presented was the best. 

Lambs, the shepherd gave, he treasured most, 
And the noisy pleasures of his guest 

Well repaid th' Immortal host 
Whither go I? Silence sad pervades, 

Does it tell me that my Maker 's by ? 
Gloomy, like Himself, His covering shades, 

Self-denial — Him can glorify. 

In those days, before the bed of Death 

Stood no ghastly form. Then took away 
From the lips a kiss the parting breath, 

And a Genius quenched his torch's ray. 
Playful phantoms light and graceful, too, 

Floated round and round Necessity, 
Through Humanity's bright veil the view 

Milder was of Destiny. 

No barbarian God, by laws severe, 

God whose eye the tear dims nevermore, 
Executed then, nor ruled thro' fear, 

Grentle Beings whom a woman bore. 
Even Orcus' rigid judgment-scales 

By a Mortal's offspring once were held. 
And the Thracian's spirit-breathing wails 

E'en the angry Furies quelled. 
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Seine Steuben traf ber fro^ ©d^atti 
3n Slpjlen^ ^ainen »ieber an, 
Srcuc SJiebe fanb ben treuen ®atten, 
Unb ber SBagcnIenfer feine ^a^n ; 
Crp^eud' @piel tont bie gemo6nten Siebc 
3n aicejlend 2lrme flnft abmet, 
@einen greunb erfennt Orefled n>ieber, 
€elne 2Cajfen 9)^ilo!tet 

^ber o^ne SBieberfe^r ©ertoren 
Sleibt, ma« i* auf biefer Kelt ©erlief, 
3ebe SBonne haV ic^ abgef(^»orctt, 
SlQe Sanbe, bie i(6 felig pried, 
grcmbc, nte.^erflanbene (Snt^ucfen, 
©c^aubern mic^ an^ jenen ffielten an, 
Unb fur Sreuben, bie mid^ je^t beglucfen, 
Jaufd^' ic^ neue, bie ic^ mijfen fann* 

^bf^'xt 5>reife flarften ba ben fftin^tt 
Sluf ber ^^uQcnb arbeiboller SSal^n; 
®ro§er J^aten ^errliAe Sottbringer 
^Hmmten ju ben ©eligen l^inan* 
9Sor bent SJieberforberer ber Xobten 
9leigte fid) ber ® otter flitte ©(^aar; 
Durc^ bie glut^cn leuc^tet bent 5^i(oten 
Som Dl^mp bad B^i^ii^d^P^^^* 

©c^one 2Be(t, »o bifl bu? — j^e^re »ie 
^olbe« S3(iit^enalter ber S'latur! 
3l(^ nur in bem geenlanb ber Sieber 
Sebt noc^ bcine golbne ©pur. 
Sludgejlorben trauert ba« ®e|ilbe, 
^eine ®ott^eit geigt ftd^ meinem S3Iitf, 
Slc^ ! »on jenem lebenwarmett ©ilbe 
Slieb nur bad ®erippe mir jurud. 
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Onoe again within Elysium's grove 

Met the happy Shade his joys so dear ; 
Lover Mthful found his faithful Love, 

vlnd his path regained the charioteer; 
(Kpfiai^^ye each old, accustomed strain, 

Admet clapped Alcestis to his heart, 
And Orestes found his friend again, 

Philoctetes found his dart. 

But forever, ay, forevermore 

Lost what in this world I left hehind, 
Every joy and pleasure I forswore, 

All those b^nds which things most sacred 
bind. 
From yon worlds with chilling awe me fill 

Strange delights, those comprehended ne'er, 
And for joys which me at present thrill, 

I choose others, I would gladly spare. 

Nobler prizes then the wrestler crowned. 

Who the arduous path of Virtue pressed; 
Glorious workers then of deeds renowned 

Clambered up to join the Spirits blest. 
All the band of silent Gods the while 

Bowed to nim who summoned back the Dead; 
From Olympus' height the twin-stars' smile 

O'er the waves the Pilot led. 

Beauteous world, where art thou gone? Oh, thou, 

Nature's blooming youth, return oncki more I 
Ah, but in Song's fairy region now 

Lives thy fabled trace so dear of yore I 
Cold and ijerished, sorrow now the plains, 

Not one Godhead greets my longing sight ; 
Only now the sketeton remains 

Of yon living Image bright I 
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Mc ienc Stut^cn flnb gefaffen 
Son t)e«j 9lort)e« winterlicfeem SBe^tt, 
Sin en au bereid^ern, unter aHen, 
SRu^tc bicfe ®6tter»eU »ergc:^n. 
2:raurtg fud^' id^ an bent <&ternenBogen, 
Dic^, iSelene, finb' id^ tort nid^t me^r; 
' Dur(^ tie SBalber ruf id&, burc^ ble SBogen, 
Slc^! fie mtber^aden leer! 

Unbemuft ber 5teuben, bie fie fd^enfet^ 
9lic cntsu(!t »on i^rer Xrefflid^feit, 
%ie gemabr be« armed, ber fie lenfet, 
Sfleid)cr nie burd^ meine Danfbarfeit, 
5u^ao« fetbfl fiir i^red J^unfWer« gbrc, 
®leic^ bent tobten ©c^Iacj ber 5>enbel«5r, 
Dient fte fnec^tifd^ bent ®efe0 ber ©d^mere^ 
Die entgotterte 9^atur! 

^orgen tvieber ntu fid^ gu entbinben, 
SBit^U fie beute flc^ i^r eigned ®rab, 
Unb an ewig gleic^er ©pinbel minben 
®id^ »on felbfi bie TOonbe auf unb ab. 
9^upi0 fe^rten ju bcm Dic^terlanbe 
^eim bie ©otter, unnii^ einer SEelt, 
!Die, entwacbfen i^iem ®ange(banbe, 
®ic^ burc^ eigned ^di^mthen ^alt. 

greunbtod, obne ©ruber, obne ®teicben, 
j^einer ®6ttiii, teiner 3rb'f(ben ©o^n, 
^errfAt ein 'Jlnbrer in bed ?(etberd Sleid^en, 
2iuf ©aturnud' umgefiiirjtem I^ron. 
©elig, eb fid^ 2Sefen urn ibn freuten, 
©elig im enttjolfertcn ®cfilb, 
©iebt er in bem langcn v^trom ber 3^iteii 
Swig nur — fein eigned Silb. 
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All thofie lovely bloBsonuTltlNUto fall, 

Scattered by the North-wind '8 piercing breath ; 
To enrich but one among them all, 

All this Grod-like world was doomed to death. 
Sadly turn I to the stars on high — 

Thou, Selene, canst not there be found I 
Through the forest, through the waves I cry— 

Ah, they echo back no sound I 

Feeling not the joy she bids me share. 

Ne'er entranced by her own migesty, 
Knowing her own guiding spirit ne'er, 

Ne'er made happy by my ecstasy, 
Senseless even to her Maker's praise, 

Like the pendule-clock's dead, hollow tone, 
Nature Gravitation's law obeys 

Servilely,— her Godhead flown. 

'hat to-morrow she herself may free. 
She prepares her sepulchre to-day ; 
id on spindle balanced equally, 
Jp and down the Moons alternate play. 
y homeward to the Poet-land 
o the G^s— a world they'd serve in vain, 
t's upheld by its own motive hand, 
sting off the guiding-rein. 

dless, brotherless, without a peer, 
a Goddess' son, nor Mortal's— lone 
'inother in the iEther-sphere, 
? from Saturn's desecrated throne, 
e was ere Mortals sung His praise, 
in worlds where dwelt the Gods of yore, 
ong stream but mirrors to His gaze 
'n Ima^e — evermore. 
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Surf^cr bc« Dlpmp^ fonnt* id^ trrdd^ett, 
3enem ^otte, t)en fcin 9Rarmor pTti% 
Aonnte einfl t)er ^o^e Silbner glcid^eitj 
aCad ijl tif ben t)lr t)cr ^o*fle ®fi(t 
Dcrer, mclc^e ©tcrbU(^e gfbarent 
9lur bcr SBurmcr erfler, e^Iflcr. 
Da tie hotter menfd^Ud^er no(^ warm, 
SBaren iD^nfci^en gottUdber. 

Dejfen Straiten m\6^ barnieber fd^Iagen, 
©erf unb vg^opfcr bc^ SSerjlanbed, bit 
9la(l)aurin9en gib mir glugel, SQagen 
£)tc^ 3u tpdgen — ober nimm loon mir, 
9iimm bie ern(le flrenge ®ettin wiebcr, 
!£)ie ben Spiegel blenbenb ))or mir l^&lt^ 
3bre fanftrc ©c^wejier fcnbe nieber, 
©pare jene fiir bie anbre SSelt. 



pie feruQntfe ^raiL 

Wfttl rintf (Stetnann< an dneu anbmu 

S3er(agen fott id^ bid)? mit Zt^xaxitn Mttm ftm 
ffiirb 4*9meniJ 93anb »on bir »erflud>tt 
♦Karum? mcil beine Ungetreue 
3n eineiJ 5lnbern Slrmen fuc^t, 
SCad i^r bie bcinigen tterfagen ? 
Sreunb, l^fire frembe Seiben an, 
Unb lerne beine leic^ter tragen^ 

Did^ fcbmerjt, ba§ ficfe in beine SRed^te 
gin 3n>eiter t^eilt? S3encibeniJ»ert^er 9Rann! 
^ein ©eib ge^ort bem gan^en menfd^Iid^en ®cf(^Icd( 
SBom »e(t hi^ an bcr "iDiofel ©tranb 
93id an bie Slpennincnwanb, 
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I oonld aoar to thoee in godly sphere ; 

E^n the Qod^ whose praise the tnarhle tellii 
In the noble sculptor found his peer ; 

What's the highest Genius that dwells. 
Unto thee^ in those whom Mortals bore ? 

Worms the noblest, first— and only this. 
When the Grods were human more, 

Man was nearer them and bliss. ') 

Thou, Creator of the Mind, whose ray 

Strikes me low and lower, Thee I'd be 
Emulating, give me scales to weigh 

Thee, and wings to dy— or, take from me. 
Take the earnest Goddess, pray, once more, 

Who the mirror holds with blinding glare, 
Send her gentler Sister, I implore. 

For the other world the first one spare I 



THE CELEBRATED WOMAK. 

A LETTKR FKOM ONE HUSBAND TO ANOTHER. 

«^aiL I lament thy lot? Dost curse thy marriage 

vows, 
ith tears of grief and rage combined ? 
^d why ? Because thy faithless Spouse 
^ks in another's arms to find 
iat she no more obtains from thee ? — 
end, hearken to Another's cares, 
d bear thine own more easily I 

alDs thee that a Second shares 
rights ? — How truly enviable thy case I 
7Lfe belongs to the whole human race. 

from the Belt to the Moselle, 

oenninC'S high walls as well, 
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Sf« ftt bie Satcrflabt bcr 9)^obctt, 

SBirb fie in alien Suben feil geboten, 

5Kug (le auf Diligenccn, g>afetljootett 

Son jebem ©d^ulfuc^d, {ebcm ^afen 

Aunflrtc^terlic^ ftd^ muflcrn laffcn, 

5Ku^ jle ber Sriae be^ 5)^ilifler« jle^n, 

Unb luie'd ein fc^muft'ger Slriflard^ befol^Ieti, 

tttuf SSlumen ober l^ei^en ^o^Ien 

3um S^rentempel ober 5)tanger gefin. 

gin 8ei|)3i0er — bag ®ott i^n jlrafen »oIIte! 

IRimmt to?>09ra^l^ifd^ fie wie eine geflung auf, 

Unb bietet ©egenben bem 5)ublicum lum Xauf, 

2Bo»on id^ billlg boc^ alletn nur f?>re(^en fofftc. 

©ein ®eib — DanI ben lanonifd^en ©efe^tnl 
aCeig beiner ®attin Zittl bod^ gu fcfta^en. 
(Bit tt)cig toarum? unb t^ut fe^r njobi baran* 
OTid^ fennt man nur aU 9linon« 9Jiann. 
Du flagjl, bag im ^arterr' unb an ben ^^arottfd^en, 
Srf^einfl bu, alle 3«w(?en giWen ? 
D 9Rann bed ®lu(!d! iffier einmal bad )>on f!d^ 
3u tubmen ^atte! — 9Ki^, ^err Srubcr, mid^, 
Sefd^ert mir enblid^ eine 9)^ol!en!ur 
Dad rare ®lii(f — ben 5^la0 an ibrer 8inlen, 
9R i d^ merit fcin Slug', unb atte 83lt(fe winfen 
Sluf meine flolge ^alfte nur. 

Aaum i|l ber 9Ror<^en grau, 
<Bo frac^t bie 2:rep)>e fc^on i>on blau unb (^elben 9io<fet 
3Rit Sriefen, Sallen, unfranfirtcn 9)a(fett, 
©ignirt: Sin bie berii^mte grau. 
®ie fc^Iaft fo fiig!— Dodfe barf idfe fie nt^t fc^onet 
„©ie SfitungeU; ^Kabam, aud 3ena unb Serlin !'* 
Slafd^ offnet \i6^ bad Slug' ber ^olben 8(^laferin, 



7fi 

Even in fashion^s native city, 

She is exposed for sale in every shop. 

And may be handled (more's the pity I) 

By every pedant, every silly fop 

On board the packet, on the coach's top, — 

Beneath the cockney's stare must patient be, 

And, as each dirty critic may desire, 

Must walk on flowers or coals of fire 

To the Pantheon or the pillory. 

A Leipzig fellow — may the rascal meet his due I — 

As of a fortress, takes her topographic measure, 

And parts for sale he offers to the public view. 

Which I alone should know about, had I my pleasure I 

Tlty wife, — thanks to the canon law, 'tis true, — 
The name of consort holds ail-duly prized ; 
She knows its meaning and its practice too. 
As Ninon's husband I'm but recognized. 
Thou'rt grieved that at the Faro-table, in the Pit, 
When thou appear'st, each tongue exerts its wit ? 
Ob, happy man I How fortunate is he 
Who can say that I Good brother, as for me, 
A whey-cure purchased me, at length, the honor 
At her left side to humbly wait upon her. 
Me no one sees, and every look is thrown 
Upon my haughty spouse alone. 

The veil of night is scarcely rent. 

When, lo I the staircase swarms with blue and yellow 

coats. 
With unpaid letters, packages, and notes. 
To " The Illustrious Lady " sent. 
How sweet her sleep I— to wake her though 's my duty : 
*•* Madam, the last Berlin and Jena News I" 
Sudden her eyelids opes the sleeping Beauty : 
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35r crflcr Slid faflt auf 9flccenf!onnu 

Das fc^one blaue 2lugc — m i r 

'Jiic^t einctt SHcf ! — burt^irrt ein rfenbc« |>a|)(i 

(Saut ^ort man in ber ^int)cr|lube »clncn) 

Ste legt ed enbltc^ meg, unt fragt nad^ i^rnt Jll 

Die toilette luartet fc^on, 
Doc^ t^albe Slide nur begluden i^ren (Spiegel* 
i^in mitrrifc^ ungetultig Dro^n 
®ibt t>er erfc^rodneii ^o\t glutei* 
^cn i^rcm ^u^tifc^ ftnt) tie ©raaien entflo^n, 
Uxit) an ter v^teUe l^olter ^morinen 
Sic^t man (iriunpen ten li^odenbau bebienett. 

Carrojjen rajfcln je^t ^eran, 
Unt) ^J}iict^(afaicn fpringcn »on ben 3^rltten, 
Dem biiftcnteu 2lbb6, bem Steic^ebaron, bem Sr 
Dcr — nur nicbtis Dcutfc^ed lefen fann, 
(^re§in^ unb Sompagiiie, bem 3** ^Cunberma: 
(i)f^oi bci ter Scrii^mten gu erbittcn. 
i^in Ding, bav5 bcmut^c^oU ftc^ in bie (£de brud 
\XnJ) l£^mann l^ci^t, ivirb oovnc^m angcblidt. 
K>kx tarf i^r — nnrb bein ^auefrcunb |o tjiel vo 
Der biimmfte 8at, bcr armfte &\6^t, 
^ie fc^r er fie bewunbre, fagen; 
Unb barfe tjor mcinem ^ngefic^tl 
3c^ ftel) babei, unD, wid ic^ artig ^ci^en, 
^J)iup ic^ i^n bitten, mitjuipcifen. 

93ei lafel, greunb, bcginnt er|l meine Slot^ 
"La gcl^t cd iiber meine glafc^enl 
9)iit 2i3einen »on Surgunb, bie mix ber ^Irgt t 
^J)iup ic^ tic ^c^len i^rcr I'cber wafc^eu. 
3J^ein fd^wcr t>ertientcr Sijfcn Srot 
8Birb ^ungriger vBdjmarugcr Seute; 
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rhe first thing that they meet are— the Beviews. 
Ser &ir blue eye for me has not one look, 
k trump'ry Paper 's all that it can brook, 
^n from the nursery comes a roaring cry, 
ind, asking for her little ones, she lays it by. 

Ber dressing-table now is set, 

But half-looks only on her glass she flings ; 

A. grumbling and impatient threat 

To her affrighted Maid gives wings. 

The Graces all have fled from her toilette, 

ind in the place of Cupids young and fitir. 

Furies attend her now to dress her hair. 

The sound of carriage-wheels has now begun, 
find nimble lacqueys from behind dismount, 
To crave an audience with the Famous One : 
First for the scented Abb6, then the Count, 
Or Englishman, who German scorns to know. 
Grossing and Son, or Messrs. So and So. 
A thing that in the comer meekly takes its place,— 
A Husband called,— is stared at in the face. 
Here may the dullest fool, the poorest wight, 

(And this thy rival surely would not do,) 

Express his admiration at her sight, — 

Express it in my presence, too ! 

And I, for fear of being thought uncivil. 

Must beg he'll stop to dine— (the devil I) 

At table Friend, begins my misery. 
Quickly each flask's contents are dried I 
^ith Burguady, that Doctors strictly keep from m«, 
Her flatterers' throats I needs must keep supplied. 
The meat that I so hardly earned at first 
Her hungry parasites' lean-paunches lines ; 
17 
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D btcfe leibigc, ©ermalebcite 
Unflerblid^fcit ifl mcine« Wimnlleitter* Sob! 
Den SBurm an aflc ginger, toelc^e brucfen ! 
2Ca«, melttjl bu, fei mein Danf ? gin STd^felswdfen, 
gin 'iUiienenfpiel, ein uni^cfc^liffened Seflacien — 
grratbfl bu'd ni*t? D ic^ »erfleV« genaul 
X)ag biffen Srillant »on einer grau 
Sin folc^er $a)>ian baboon getragen. 

Der griiMing lommt aufffiiefen unb auf gcfl 
©tveut bie 9latur ben bunten Xeppic^ ^in, 
X)ie Slumen Heiben ftd^ in angene^med (3xun, 
Die Sercfec (ingt, ed lebt in aUen SBalbern. 
— 3ft^ ii^ ^^^ griibting wonneleer. 
Die ©vingerin ber fii§eflen ®efix^Ie, 
Dcr fc^one J&ain, ber 3fW9^ unfrer ©piele, 
<BaQt il^rem ^erjen je^t nid^t« mel^r. 
Die 9lad)tic^aaen baben nicbt gelefen, 
Die ?iUen bemunbern nic^t. 
Dcr aflgemrine 3ubelruf ber ©efen 
Scgcijlert fie — ju eincm ©inngebic^t. 
Dodjncin! Die 3abrd3eit i (I fo fd^ on — gum Sleij 
©ie braiigcnb t?oU mag'<? je^t in 5>9rmont fein! 
2luc^ }^'6xt man iibcratt bad J^arl^bab preifen. 
$ufc^, fie ift bort — in jenen bunten S^ei^^n, 
2Bo DrbeniJbanber unb Doftorenfragen 
gelebritaten aller 5lrt, 
9Jcrtrau(ids, mie in Sbarond J^al^n, gepaarf, 
3ur ©c^au pc^ ftfOfn unb ju ^Karfte tragen^ 
ffio, eingcfci)icft t)on fernen OTeilen, 
SerrijTne 2:ugenben t?on i^rcn 2Cunben l^eilert. 
Dort, grcunb — o lernc bein 2>erbangni§ preifeni 
Dort tvanbelt mcine grau unb ia^t mir f!eben SBai 
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This fatal immortality accursed 

Has been the death of all my choicest wines — 

The plague take every hand that dares to print I 

What, think'st thou, are my thanks ? A scornful hint, 

A gesture or a rude and vulgar sneer. — 

I>ost guess the meaning ? Oh, 'tis very clear I 

That any woman, who is such a jewel. 

Should be possessed by such a clown, seems cruel I 

The spring-time comes. O'er meadow and o'er plain 

Xature now throws her carpet, many-hued ; 

The flowers are clothed in smiling green again — 

Sweet sings the lark, with life teems every wood. 

— To fher no joy does spring impart, 

The songstress of the feelings blest of love. 

The witness of our sports — the beauteous grove, — 

Appeal no longtjr to her heart. 

The nightingales have never learned to read — 

The lilies never to admire. 

The joyous choruses all creatures lead, 

In her— an Epigram inspire I 

But no I — The season 's fine for traveling — 

How very crowded Pyrmont now must be I 

And all in Carlsbad's praises, too, agree. 

Presto, she's there ! — Amongst that honored ring, 

Where lords and sages arc combining, — 

All kinds of folk, in fact, of note, 

Liovingly paired, as if in Charon's boat, 

All at one board together dining ; 

Where, from a distance thither lured. 

The bleeding virtues of their wounds are cured, 

And others — for temptation praying are. 

That they may ward it oflf with more 6clat. 

There, Friend, — Oh, bless thy happier lot in life I 

Leaving me seven young Orphans, — goes my wife. 
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D mciner 2kU crfled giittcria^r! 
SBic fc^nell — ad:^, wic fo fc^nctl bijl bu etttflogcnl 
Gin fB^dh, toit feined i(l, unt) felne« »ar, 
OTir »on bed ^Heijed ©ottinncn erao^en, 
iOiit ^etlcm ®ci^ mit aufgctl^ancm (Sinn 
Unb weidbcn, (cid^t bcmeglic^cn ©efiifelen — 
©0 fa^' ic^ fif, bic ^crjenfe^Icrin, 
®Icid) cincm ^JO'^aitag mir jur ©eite fpielcnj 
Dad fii^e SQort: 3(^ licbe bid^! 
(Sjjrac^ aud bem l^olben ^lugenpaare — 
©0 fii^rt' i(^ (Ic jum Jraualtare, 
D »er toax gliicfUd^er, dd Ic^l 
Sin Sliitbenfelb bcneiben«»crt^er ^a^xt 
(Ba^ (a^enb midi and biefem ©)>ifgel an; 
SWfin ^immel war mir aufc^ctl^an. 
(Bc^on fab ic^ fione Ainbcr urn mid^ fc^^i^3«tt# 
3n ibrem Jtrcid bic (Bci^onfle fie, 
Die ®lii(flid)fle tton aflcn fie, 
Unb mein burci^ ©eelcn^armonic, 
Durc^ enjig feftcn 33unb bcr J£>erjen. 
Unb nun erfd^cint — o mog* if)n ®ott ^erbammen! 
Sin grower 9Jiann — ein fc^oner ®ei|l. 
Der gro§e SSJlann ti^ut tint I^atl — unb reigt 
9Rein Garten ^aud »ott J^immclreid^ aufammen, 

SBen l^ab' id^ nun? — Senjeinendnjert^er £anf(!^! 
Srmac^t aud biefem ^onneraufc^, 
2Bad ifl ©on biefem Sngel mir geblieben? 
Sin jlarfer ®eijl in einem jar ten 8eib, 
Sin 3tt>i^ter jwifd^en 3Kann unb 2Beib, 
®Ieici3 ungefdjicft jum ^errf^en unb jum Sieben; 
Sin ^inb mit eined $Riefen SBaffen, 
Sin SJ^ittcIbing ©on SBeifen unb »on Slffcn! 
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Oh, happy golden time of love's young day ! 

How soon, — alas, how soon thou'rt flown away I 

A Woman who no equal has, or had — 

A very Groddess, in her graces glad, 

With radiant spirit, with a mind. clear-sighted, 

And feelings soft, to pity open wide, — 

I saw her thus, while each heart she delighted, 

Like a fair May-day sporting by my side ; 

Her beauteous eyes appeared to falter 

The blissful words : I love thee well I 

And so I led her to the altar ; 

My rapture then, Oh, who could tell I 

Of enviable years a blooming field 

From out this mirror sweetly on me smiled ; 

A perfect heaven was then to me revealed. 

Soon round me sported many a lovely child ; 

Amongst them all, the fairest, She ; 

The happiest, iS/ie, amid the throng ; 

And Mine by spirit-harmony. 

By heart-alliance, firm and strong. 

But now,— Oh, may he be accursed I— appeared 

A Great Man, aye, a Shining Spirit, too. 

The Great ^Man did a deed I— and overthrew 

The house of cards that I toward heaven had reared. 



What have I now ?— What sad exchange is this I- 
Awakened from my maddening dream of bliss, 
^V^lat of this Angel now remains to me ? 
A spirit strong within a body weak. 
Hermaphroditic, so to speak ; 
Alike unfit for love or mastery — 
A child, who with a giant^s weapons rages, 
A cross between baboons and sages 1 
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Urn fummertid^ bcm flarfern naSjuWc^fn, 
T)cm fcftoncren ©efd^lcd^t cntflo^n, 
^crabgcftiiqt 'oon einem Zf^xon, 
Dfd S^cijed ^eiligen Sivflcrien entwicficn, 
2lu<J 5)c)tbercai5 goUnem 8uc^* flcjirl^m 
giir — cincr 3citun9 ©natcnlo^n. 



coiner iutiitn ^reunbin ins ^iatahSn^ 

Sin blu^cnb ^inb, toon ©ragien unb 2(^erj< 
Umbiipft, fo, greunbin, fpielt urn bi^ ble fflelt 
X)oc^ fo, »ic f!c (Id^ malt in beinem ^erjen, 
3n bcincr (3ce(c fcboncn ©picgcl faflt, 
@o i|l r« ni^t, Die flittcn ^ulbigungen, 
Die beined J^erjen^ Slbel bit crrungen, 
Die ffiunber, bie bu fclbjl getljan, 
Die SReije, bie bein Dafein il^m f(e<^eben, 
Die recbnefl bu fiir ^leije biefem ^tbtn, 
Siir fc^one ^Kcnfc^lic^fcit und an. 
Dem ^olben 3<»wbcr nie entroei^ter 3wfffn^# 
Dent lali^man bcr Unfc^utb unb ber Xugenb, 
Den mill xdij febn, bcr biefem tro^en fann. 

gro^ taumeljl bu im fiigen Ueber^al^Ictt 
Der ©lumen, bie urn beine 5>fabe blii^n, 
Der ®(iic!Iic^en, bie bu gemadjt, ber ©eelcti. 
Die bu genjonnen ^a|l, ba^in. 
©ei 0liicfli(^ in bem licblic^en Setrugc, 
9?ie fliir^e toon bed 3:raumed (lol^em gluge 
Sin trauriged Srwa^en bic^ ^erab. 
Den ©lumen 9lei(^, bie beine Seete fd^murfen, 



♦(JJelbiic* ©u<^; fo »{rb in rinfc|fn Uolifntfdbctt WwuMJfen ta« 
|e{4)nt§ genannt, in I9cld}em tie abeligen gamilicn eingefitriebai jic^ 
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One that has fled the fairer race, 
To gain among the stronger a yain place, 
Hurled headlong from a throne eternal, 
Flying the mysteries by Charm controlled — 
Erased from Cytherea^s Book of Gk>ld,* 
To gain a comer— in a JoumaL 

Edgar Alfred Bofwring. 



YERSES INSCRIBED m A YOUNG LADY'S 

ALBUM. 
A BlfOOMiNQ Child, CD wreathed 'mid sports and graces 
In circling dance — so plays the world round thee, 
Sweet friend I— Yet, as thy heart its image traces, 
As mirrored on thy mind's translucent sea, 
Not such it is. The silent homage rendered 
To thy soul's worth, by holy thoughts engendered — 
The wonders that thy self hast wrought — 
The charms thy fancy sheds in such profusion 
O'er human life, with all its bright illusion. 
That live but in thy secret thought — 
The lovely witchery of untainted youth. 
The Talisman of Innocence and truth — 
I fain would see who sets those gifts at nought. 

Joyous you float along amidst abundance 
Of flowers, that crown your path with glad redun- 
dance. 
Those happy beings, who worship thee, their sun — 
Those souls thyself hast won. 
Be happy in the spell of love's own making 1 — 
-And may no sad awaking 

^uri headlong from thy dream's aspiring flight ; 
^% like the flowers thy gay parterres adorning, 



• TAa Golden Book is the Koll in which, in some of the Italian Bd- 
^icM, th.M uajuca of noble families arc inscribed. 
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• 

©0 ^flange f!e — nur ben cntfernten SlWml 
©ctrac^te f!c, bod^ ?>fluc!e jle nit^t a>. 
®ef(^affen, nur bie Slugen ju )>ergnugm, 
SBel! toerbctt fic gu bdncn giif en liegcn* 
3e na^cr Mr, j[e na^er l^rem ®xabi 



5m ©ftfofier 1788, 

£)ap bu mein ^uge toedtell au biefem golbenen S^te^ 

X)a§ midi^ bein Sletl^er umflieft; 
Da§ id^ au beinem Setter ^inauf einen SRenfd^enMidf 

ri^te 
Der il^tt cbler genlept; 
Daf bu einen unfterbltc^en ®ei{l, ber bid^, ©ottlid^c, 

benfet, 
Unb (n ble ft^Iagenbe Srujl, 
®utige, mix bed (Sc^meraend too^It^atige S^arnung 

gcf(^ettfet 
UnbbieBelo^ncnbeSufl; 
Da§ bu bed ®etfted ®ebanfen, bed ^erjend ®efu(le pi 

tonen 
3Rir ein ©aitenfpiel ^ah^ 
Jtrange bed 9lu^md unb bad bu^Ienbe ®lnd beinen 

llolgeren @d^nen, 
SKir ein ©aitenfpiel gabfl; 
!Dap bent trunfenen ©inn oon l^o^er Segeiflrung be** 

fliigelt, 
©d^oner bad Seben (td^ malt, 
@<!^5ner in ber £)i^tung ^rpflatt bie SBa^r^eit ficb 

fpifgelt, 
feller bie bammernbe flra^It: 
®ro§e ®ottin, bafiir foU, bid bie "^ar^tn mid^ fobcm, 

6<^iaer« f&mmtl. Serfe. I. 6 
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So plant them, as the distant stars of morning, 
IS'ot for the touch, but for thine eye's delight. 
Created, but to glad thee with their bloom, 
Soon would they wither at thy foot's rude scorning — 
The nearer thee, the nearer to their tomb. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq., F.8.A» 



OCTOBER, 1788.* 
That thou didst waken my eye to this wonderful 
light, golden bright. 
Letting me myst'ries explore ; 
That to thy ^ther my gaze, although mortal, doth 
soar with delight. 
Swelling my heart more and more ; 
ThSt thou gAv'st me a Spirit undying that thee can 
conceive ; 
That in the heart beating true 
I the beneficent warning of pain from on high did 
receive, 
And the rewarding joy, too ; 
That thSu g&v'st me a I^yre from which Thoughts of 
the Mind gently flow, 
Songs of the Heart to inspire ; 
And on thy prouder sons laurels and pleasures didst 
freely bestow, 
Giving me only the Lyre ; 
That to the Senses, when taking inspiration's Heaven- 
ward flight, 
Lovelier Life is, forsooth ; 
That in the crystal of Poesy clearer reflected, more 
bright, 
Lovelier mirrored is Truth ; 
Therefore, great Goddess, shall, 6ntil the Pare© at 
last summon me, 

• Soc Noto^. 
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Setter Jtinblic^fett "ooU, in banfbarem &tta^ 

lobern^ 
©off au« bem golbtnen ©piel 
Unerfc^o^flid^ bein g)m«, erl^abne Sllbncritt, flti 

(5ott biefer bcnfcnbe ®cijl 
9n bein mutterlid^ ^erj mit reiner UmanRun 

Wlie^en, 
Si^ ber lob fie aemi^t. 



pie ^ttttfffer, 

SBfc fc^3n, SRcnfcfe, mit beinem 9)almett3»e{ 
(gte^fl bu an be« 3a^r^unbcrW 9lelge 
3n cblcr (loiter ^annlic^feit, 
aJiit aufgcfd^loijnem ©inn, mit (Sc\\tt^fMt, 
35ofl milbcn (5rn(ld, in tbatenreit^er (Stifle, 
!E)er reifjle (5obn bcr 3cit, 
grei burc^ 5^crnuuft; ftarf burd^ ®efe0e, 
X)ur(^ ©anftmut^ gro^ unb reid^ burd^ @c^a0e, 
Die lange 3ftt bein Sufcn bir ^erfd^miecj, 
^err bcr 9latur, bie beine gcffeln liebet, 
Die bcine jlraft in taufenb ^ampfcn iibet, 
Unb prangenb untcr bir and ber S5er»i(b>ung ( 

Seraufc^t t)on bcm errungnen @ieg, 
Cerlerne nid^t, bie .feanb gu preifen, 
Die an bed ?ebend oticm ©tranb 
Den weinenben ©erlaffnen SDaifen, 
De« »i(ben B^f^tld Scute, fant), 
Die frii^e fd^on ber fiinftgen ©ci(lcrtt>iirbe 
Deitt iunged ^erg im ©tiUcn jugefe^rt, 
Unb bie bcflerfenbe SScgierbc 
Son beinem ^arten Sufen abgctvc^rt, 



Ever this heart fondly glow, 
Fall of a tenderness childlike shall thankfully pulsate 
for thee, 
And from the Lyre shall flow 

T6 thee, Omnipotent, praise inexhaustihle alway on 
high. 
Goddess, this Mind of deep Thought, 
In an embrace fond and pure, on thy motherly heart 
too shall lie -- 
Until by Death it is sought. 



THE ARTISTS. 

How beautiful, O Man, with branch of palm. 
Thou standest on the century's slope ! how calm. 

How noble in thy manhood's prime ; 
With unsealed Sense, with spirit full and free. 
With smiling earnestness and still activity. 

The ripest son of time ; 
Free through thy reason, through obedience strong, 
Through meekness great, and rich with wealth, which 
long 

Lay in thy bosom all unconsciously ; — 
Lord, too, of Nature, who invites thy chains. 
Who tasks thy strength with unremitted pains. 

Till she shines out renewed, redeemed by thee I 

I>runk with thy hard-won victory, 

Forget not thou to celebrate the hand. 
Which found the orphan in its tears 

Left lonely on life's dreary strand. 
The prey of accident and fears, — 

Which early thy young heart in silence turned 
The Spirit's future dignity to see, 

And quenched the lusts, that in thee burned. 
Marring thy soul's simplicity ; — 



^, vw .iiim i.'ivil ;ltl.•lUU^ )\ilV'y 

£ :\iilo iii.^r nut aiu'vi;.Vi"t';t:iii ^^hTuI 

3m ?){({{; faini ticb ^ic '^ionc mciftcr 
3n ter (>5cirf)i;-flid^fcit cin :i!i}urm Dcin 
IDi^in ilLMiJcii tbcikjl t)u mit ^onie^Oiji 
Xie ^unft, 'JDJenfc^, ^afl t)u aUcin. 

9?ur burd^ bad 'SU^orv^ent^r bed ®c 
£)ran()ft bu in ber (£rfenntnt§ Sanb. 
2(n bo^crn ©lanj fid) ju geroobncn, 
Uebt fic^ am SHeijc bcr ^crflanb. 
S^ad bei bent ^attenHang ber SRufen 
9Rit fiipem Seben bf(]^ bur^brang, 
Srijog bie .Rraft in betnem ©ufen, 
Die flc^ bercinfl jum SBeltgeifl f(]^»an| 

SBad erfl, na^bem 3abrtaufenbe t>ci 
Die alternbe 5Sernunft erfanb, 
Sag im Spmbot bed S^onen unb bed 
Soraud geoffenbart bent finbifc^en Ser 
31)r jotted Silb ^ie§ und bie Xugenb 
gin lartcx ©inn ^at t>or bent Sajler fid 
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That kindly one, who taught thy youth 
The lofty duties 'mid thy playfulness, 

And the deep mysteries of moral truth 
In easy riddles suffered thee to guess ; — 

Who, but to greet him manlier returning, 
To stranger arms her fondest nursling gave ; — 

O fall not off from her — nor, with degenerate 
yearning. 
Become her handmaids' prosing slave. 

In Industry thou'rt mastered by the bee. 
The worm more Skilfulness than thine hath shown. 

Thy Knowledge all high spirits share with thee ; 
But Art, O Man, hast thou alone. 

Only through Beauty's Morning-gate 
Couldst thou to Knowledge penetrate. 
The mind, to face Truth's higher glances, 
Must swim some time in Beauty's trances. 

The heavenly harping of the Muses, 
Whose sweetest trembling through thee rings, 

A higher life into thy soul infuses, 
And wings it upward to the Soul of Things. 

The truth, which had for centuries to wait, — 

The truth, which reason had grown old to find, — 

Lay in the symbol of the Fair and Great, 

Felt from the first by every child-like mind. 

'Twas Virtue's beauty made her honored so : 
A finer instinct shrunk back, when it saw 
The ugliness of sin, ere Solon wrote the law. 

Forcing the plant unwillingly to grow. 

Long ere the thinker's intellect severe 

The notion of eternal space could win, 

Who ever gazed up at yon starry sphere, 
That did not feel it prophesied within ? 
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Die, eine CSTorfe t)on Drioneit 
Umd 2lngcftc^t, in ^e^rer 9»ajeflat 
9lur angcfc^aut t)on reineren Damonen^ 
Serjc^rent) uber ©tcrncit gcbt, 
©cflofen auf i^rem ©onnent^rone, 
jDic furd^tbar l^errlld^e Urania, 
9Kit abgelcgtcr geuerfrone 
©tc^t fie — aid ©d^on^eit t>or un« bo. 
£)er ^nmut^ ©itrtel umgcmunben, 
SBirb fie aum ,^lnb, bag itlnbcr fie t)erjle^tt» 
SBad mir aU ©c^on^eit i^itx empfunben, 
ilBtrb eitt(l aid ^ai^r^eit und entgegen ge^n 

Slid ber grfiaffenbe »on feinem angeficdt 
Den ^enfcben in bie @terbli(^!eit t)ern>ie«, 
Unb eine fpate 5Cieber!c^r gum ?ic^te 
Sluf ((^merem ©innenpfab i^n flnben ^ie§, 
aid atle ^immlifc^en i^r Slntli^ »on i^m » 
©(^lop fie, bie ^Jienfcftlicbe, aUein 
S}?it bem ^erlajfenen 5>erbannten 
©ropmiit^ig in bie ©terbli(!^feit ft^ ein. 
^ier fci^tuebt fte, mit gefenftem gluge, 
Urn il^ren Stebling, nab am ©tnnenlanb, 
Unb malt mit lieblic^em Setruge 
SIpfium auf feinc ^erferroanb. 

aid in ben n>ei^en armen biefer amme 
Die jarte ^enfc^bcit noA gerubt, 
Da fd^iirte beil'ge ^orbfuAt feine glamme, 
Da rau^te !ein unfc^ulbig Slut. 
Dad ^tr^, bad fie an fanften Sanben lenfet, 
SSerfc^mabt bet gjflid^en !necbtif(I):d ®eleit; 
3^r Sic^tpfab, fcboner nur gefcblungen, fenft 
©ic^ in bie ©onnenbabn ber ©ittli(^!eit. 
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A glory of Orions round her head, 

Behold her in her majesty I 
Her keen glance all but purer Demons dread. 

Consuming where she looks, she rides on high, 
Above the stars, upon her sunny throne, 

Urania — the stately, the severe I 
But she has laid aside her blazing crown, 

And stands — in Beauty's form — before us here. 
She puts on loveliness' enchanted belt, 

Becomes a child, is hailed by simplest youth. 
What here as Beauty we have felt, 

Shall one day come to us again as Truth. 

When the Creator from before his face 

Drove man into mortality's dark night, 
And on the senses' dull path bade him trace 

His slow way back again to light ; — 
When all th' Immortals turned them from him;— 
when 

Was none to pity his sad lot but she, — 
She turned not from him, but with exiled men 

Magnanimously chose mortality. 
nen> round him still, with unaspiring flight, 

She ever hovers near tliis sensual ball ; 
Here paints in loveliest, fascinating light 

Elysium on his prison wall. 

While in the soft arms of this gentle nurse 
Mankind lay smiling in its infant dream, 
No ' holy wars ' spread persecuting flame, 
Xo blood of innocents drew down the curse. 
Tht? heart that's led by the soft bauds of Beauty, 
Scorns to require the narrow thought of Duty ; 
Her path of light pursues its lovilitr winding. 
Its way unconsciously to Virtue flnding. 
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Die i^rem feuf^en Dienfle UUn, 

S3erfud)t !cin nict)rer Irleb, bictdbt Wtt (Sef^ld; 

©tc untcr l^ciligc Ocmalt gegeben, 

(Empfan^en f!e bad reine ©ciflerlcben, 

Der grcibelt fu§e« SReii^t, auriidf. 

©liidfcUge, bie f!e — au« OTiflionen 
Die rctnflen — ibrem Dienfl gewei^t, 
3n bercn 93rufl jle mflrbigte ju t^roneit, 
Durc^ beren 9Kunb bie ^Kad^tige gcbeut, 
Die fte auf ewtg flammenbeit ^ItSreit 
Srfor, bad ^eii'ge geuer i^r ju na^ren, 
5Sor bercn ^ug' aUein f!e pdenlod erfd^eint, 
©ie jle in fanftem ©unb urn fid^ tjereintl 
greut tn6:i bet e^rentjollen ©tujt, 
SKorauf bie ^o^e Drbnung euc^ gcfletttl 
3n bie er^abne ©eiflemelt 
SBar't i^r ber ^enfd^^eit erfle ©tufel 

g^' ibr bad ®Iei*mag in bie SBelt gebrad^t, 
Dem aUc ©efen freubig bienen — 
Sin unermeiTner Sau im fc^mar3en g(or ber 9Jad 
9Wcb|l urn i^n b^r ntit mattem ©trabl befd^ienen, 
gin jlrcitcnbee ®eftattcnl)eer, 
Die ffinen Sinn in ©fla^enbanben ^ielten, 
Unb uni^efcUig, raub roie er, 
Wt taufenb ^rdften auf ibn ^iclten, 
— ©0 flanb bie Scbopfung t>or bem ©ilbett* 
Dur^ ber 53cgierbe blinbe ^c^tl nur 
^n bie grfd)einungen gebunben, 
Sntflob ibm, uni^enoffen, unempfunben, 
Die fct)6ne ©eele ber 9ktur. 

Unb trie fie ffiel^enb je^t ^oriiber fu^r, 
grgrijfet i^r bie nad^barlic^en ©cbatten 
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The souls to her chaste service given 

No baser instincts tempt, no terrors blight ; 

A holy influence, a breath from heaven, 
Lifts them into the spirit-realm of light, 
To dwell in Freedom, sweetest, earliest right. 

O happy ye — of millions the few — 
Whom she hath blessed, her holy work to do ; 
Within whose breast she deigns to sot her throne, 
And through whose lips she makes her mandates 

known ; 
Who, ever watchful, tend her holy altars. 
Whose bright up-streaming flame ne'er Alters. 
Your eyes alone her unveiled beauties see ; 
Ye wait on her, a choice fraternity I 
Enjoy ye, then, the honorable place. 

To which high Order lifts you here I 

In the exalted spirit-sphere 
Ye ever were the foremost of the race I 

Till ye the charm of symmetry had found. 

Whose law all beings joyfully obey, — 
A boundless, shapeless pile, on night's black ground, 

Looming before him, lit with dull, dim ray, — 
A host of shapes most contradictory. 

Which held his soul in bondage ; which, untamed, 
Unsocializod, and rude as he. 

At him their thousand forces aimed, 

— So stood Creation to the wild man's eye. 
Blind slave to appetite's control. 

With mere appearances employed. 
He let fair Nature's quickening soul 

Escape him all unfelt and unenjoyed. 

But well ye caught, as she flew past. 
The neighborly shadows which she cast, 
18 
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2Rit jartem ©inn, mit flitter $anb, 

Unt) lerntet in ^armon'ft^em 95an^ 

©efettig fie jufammen gatten. 

8ei*tfc^»cbenb fuftlte fi(^ ber Slid 

Som fc^Ianfen 2Bud^« bet Eeber auff^egojen, 

©cfaHig flral^lte ber JtrpflaU ber SBogen 

Die ^u^)fenbe ®cfla(t juriidf. 

®ie foiintct i^r bed fc^onen ffiinte t)erfe^Iett, 

SDomit eu^ bie ^atuv ^itlfrei^ entgegen !am? 

Die ^unfl, ben ©ci^atten i^r nac^a^menb a^n^ 

flel^Ien, 
9Qied tu6^ bad Silb, bad auf ber SQoge fd^toamm, 
SSon i^rem 3Befen abgeft^ieben, 
3br eigned Iieb(i(^ed ?)6antom, 
SBarf fie flc^ In ben (SKbcrflrom, 
®ic^ ibrem SRauber angubicten. 
Die fc^one Silbfraft warb in eurem Sufen »ad^. 
3u ebel fcbon, nidbt miigig ^u empfangen, 
©c^uft ibt im ©anb — im J^on ben ^olben 

©c^atten nac^, 
3m Umrip ttjarb fein Dafein aufgefangen* 
Sebenbig regte ft(6 bed S©irfend fu§e ?ufl, 
Die erflc ©c^opfung trat au^ eurer Srufl* 

Con ber Setraci^tung ange^atten, 
Con eurem ©pdbcraug' umfiricft, 
Cerrietben ble oertraulicben @c|lalten 
Den Xatidman, woburcb fie eud^ ent^iidft* 
Die wunberroirfenben ®efe0e, 
Ded Sfieljed audgeforf^te ©cba^e, 
Serfniipfte ber erfinbenbe Cerflanb 
3n (eicbtem ©unb in JBcrfen eurer ^anh 
Der Dbeiidfe flieg, bie gjpramibe, 
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With nioer sense, with gentler hand, 

And learned to wed them in harmonious band. 

Your swimming eyas with wonder glowed 
To sec the slender cedar's graceful frame, 
And how the flashing crystal stream 

Once more the dancing image showed. 

How could ye to the lovely wink be blind 

Which helpful Nature, as she passed you, gave ? 

Art, stealthy copyist, kept close behind, 

And traced the form that floated on the wave. 

Renouncing her essential state, 
A phantom of herself, a dream. 
She threw herself into the silver stream, 

A willing victim at her robber's feet. 

Then woke the plastic impulse in your bosom warm. 

Too noble not to let yourselves be taught. 
In sand or clay ye modelled the fair form. 

And in rude outlines its expression caught. 
So sprang the first creation from your breast ; — 
Sweet sense of power I once woke, it knew no rest 



Surprised by your inquisitive arts, 

And long 'neath watchful eyes surveyed. 
The forms at length confidingly betrayed 

The Talisman by which they won all hearts. 

Ye found the wonder-working laws, 
Perceived each hidden charm, and learned its cause. 
And all these treasures, with inventive mind. 
In the fair works of your own hand combined. 
The Obelisk arose, the Pyramid, 
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Die ^crme flanb, bie ©aule fprang fmpor, 
Ded SBalbed ^})hIobte f[o§ au€ bent ^aberro^r, 
Unb ©tege^t^aten lebtcn in bent 8iebe. 

Die Slu^waftl einer Stumettflur, 
SKit wcifer SBa^l in einen ®trau§ geBunben — 
©0 trat bie erftc Stnn^ au^ bcr 9latur: 
3c^t wurbcn ©triune fc^on in einen ^ranj ge» 

wunben, 
Unb eine jtveite, l^o^re .Runfl erflanb 
2lu« ©(^opfungen ber ^Kenfc^cn^anb. 
Dad ^inb ber ©d)on^ett, fld^ adetn genug, 
SJotlenbet fc^on and eurer $anb gegangen, 
Serlicrt bic Rxont, bie e« trug, 
©obalb e« aStrflid^feit empfangcm 
Die ©aule mu§, bent ®!eic^mag untert^an, 
2(n i^re ©d^meflern nac^barlid^ fid^ fc^Uefen, 
Der JE>e(b im ^elben^eer jerfliegen. 
Ded SQZaoniben $arfe {Hntntt t>oran» 

Salb brangten fld^ bie flaunenben Sartarcn 
3u biefen neucn ©c^opfun^en ^eran. 
©ebt, ricfen bie erfreuten ©^aaren, 
©e^t an, bad l^at ber Wlen\6i get^an ! 
3n tufligcn, gefefligeren ^aaren 
9li§ fie bed ©dngerd Seier nac^, 
Der tton litanen fang unb SRiefenft^fad^ten, 
Unb Somentobtern, bie, fo (ang ber ©anger fprac^^ 
^ud feinen ^orern iE>e(ben mad^ten. 
3um erflenmal geniept ber Oeijl, 
Srquidft oon ru^igeren greuben, 
Die aud ber gerne nur i^n meiben, 
Die feine ®ier nic^t in fein ffiefen reijt; 
Die im ©enujfe nic^t ^erfc^eiben. 



r 
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The Henna too, and graceful shaft erelong ; 
The woodland melody breathed forth from shepherd's 
reed, 
i I And deeds of heroes lived in song. 

The choosing of a lily or a rose, 

With skilful choice into a nosegay bound, — 
So the first form of Art from Nature rose ; 

Then nosegays into wreaths were wound, 
And so a second loftier Art began 
From the creative hand of man. 
The child of Beauty, all complete alone, 

From your stillnshaping hand goes forth, 
But to a new idea must yield the crown, 

As soon as realized on earth. 
The column must proportion's law obey, 

And to the sister group its graces lend ; 

The hero in the host of heroes blend. 
And Homer's harp begins the Epic lay. 

Barbarian hordes came down ; but stayed their hands 

These novel miracles of Art to scan. 
'•"See," shouted the surprised, delighted bands, 

"" See here I all this was done by man I" 
In social pairs, with spirits light, 

They danced to the old niinstrers lyre. 
Whose song, of Titans, and of giants' fight. 

And lion-killers, set them all on fire ; 
The lofty, soul-inspiring strain 
Made heroes of them all again. 
Then learned the soul its inward treasures. 

Those calmer joys of thought, to cherish, 
Sweeter than wild consuming pleasures, 

Which with the first enjoyment perish. 
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^f^t tpanb fl^ t)on bem ©innettf^Iafe 
Die freic fc^one ^ttU (o^; 
DurA cuc^ cntfcjfelt, fprang ber ©flavc 
Der (gorge in t)cr greube ©d^oop, 
3kt^ f«<^^ ^cr J^icr^cit bumpfe ©d^ranle, 
Unt) *iOTenf(^&cit trat auf t)le entwolfte ©tirtir 
Unb ber er^abne grcmbling, ber Ocbanfe, 
©prang au€ bem jlaunenbcn ®el^lrn, 
3^&t fliinb ber "Kcnft^ unb »ied ben @ternm 
Dad f6n^H(^e 2lngefld^t; 
©(^on banfte nad^ er^abnen gernen 
©cin fpre(^cnb Slug' bem ©onnenlici^t* 
Dad Sad&eln blii^te auf ber SBangcj 
Der ©timme feelenooded ®piel 
gntfaltete fl(i^ gum Oefange; 
3m feuc^ten Stuge fc^roamm Oefu^I, 
Unb ©c^era mit ^utb in anmutf^dooffem Sunbe 
Sntquotten bem befeelten 9Runbe* 



Segraben in bed SBurmed 2:riebf, 
Umfc^lungen »on bed ©inned \!ujl, 
Srfanntet i^r in fciner Srufl 
Den ebetn ^eim ber ©eiflerlicbe, 
Da§ 9on bed ©inned niebrem 2^riebc 
Der Siebe beffrer ,^eim fid^ fc^ieb, 
Danft er bem erjlcn ^irtenlieb, 
^eabelt gu ®eban!enn?iirbe, 
glog bie ^erfc^amtere Segierbe 
9Kc(oblfc^ aud bed ©dngerd OTunb. 
©anft glu^ten bie bet^auten SQangen; 
Dad iiberlebcnbe Serlangen 
Scrfiinbigte ber ©eelen Sunb* 
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Now, Bhaking off its Bensnal sleep, 

The soul coald breathe a freer air ; 

By yoa unchained, the slave of care 
Into the lap of Joy could leap. 
The narrow limits of the beast gave way, 
And Manhood shone on the clear brow, like Day ; 
And Thought, high stranger, &om the wondering 

brain 
Sprang forth, and claimed his right to reign. 
So man stood forth, and to the stars on high 

Displayed his kingly countenance ; 
And to the sunlight his full, spc^aking eye 

Gkive back a grateful glance. 
Upon his cheek there bloomed a smile ; 
His voice's soul-full play the while 

In melody flowed forth ; 
His moist eye swam with feelings fond ; 
And Grace and Humor, in harmonious bond. 

To every word gave worth. 



Sunk in the groveling instincts of the worm. 
The haggard prey of appetite's imrest, 

Yet ye discerned the nobler germ 
Of spirit's love within his breast ; 

And, that it lay not hidden long, 

lie thanks the first rude shepherd's song. 

Ennobled to poetic thought, 

Shamed passion softer utterance sought ; 

Sweet from the lips in song it flowed ; 

The moistened cheeks expressive glowed ; 

And growing fondness plainly said 

That here were spirits deeply wed. 
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Der SBfifen SBeifefled, bcr OTilben SWlVi 
©cr ©tarfen .Rraft, bcr Sbein Orajie, 
Serma^Itet i^r in einem Silbe 
Un^ {leQtet ed in tint ®(orie. 
©er ^cnfc^ erbcbte t>or ^em Unbefanntctt, 
6r (icbtc fcincn SBiberf^ein ; 
Unt) ^errlic^e ^eroen brannten, 
Dem gropen i^efen gleid^ 3U fein« 
£)en erflen Alang oom Urbi(t> adeiS @(i^otie 
3^r liepet ii^n in ^er 9latur ertonrn« 

Dcr Scibenfc^aftcn »ilbcn Drang, 
©ed Oliicfed rcgcllofe ©plcle, 
©er ^fllc^ten unb Snf^iwcte 3»<^«fl 
©tcUt i^r mit priifenfcem ©efii^Ie, 
^it jlrencjcm Sflid^tfc^eit nad^ t)em 3irf^ 
2Sad t)ic ^^atur auf i^rem gro§cn ®anQt 
3n weitcn gernen audcinanbcr jie^t, 
SBirt) auf t)cm ©c^aupla^, im ®efangc, 
©?r DrbnuHi^ Icicbt gefagted Oliet). 
S5om Sumcnibenc^or gefdjrccfet, 
3ic^t fid) tcr iWort), auc^ nle entbecfet 
©a3 ?ood t>c^ lobed aud bcm ?ict). 
gang; e^ tie 2Bcifen ibren Slu^fprut^ n>agen 
2odt eine 3Had bed ©c^icf|a(d 9latf)felfrage 
©er jugenblic^en Sorwelt auf; 
©till manbeite t)on 3:Vfpi^' SKagen 
©ie Sorflc^t in ben SBeltenlauf. 

©od^ in ben gro§en ffieltenlauf 
ffiarb euer Sbenmap ju friiti getrageiu 
aid bed ®ef^ided tiunfle ^anb, 
2Bad fie \)or eurem %uQt fc^niirte, 
Sor eurem 2(ug' nic^t audelnaaber han\>, 
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wise man's wisest, and the strong man's might, 

And all ye knew of nobleness or grace, 

Ye moulded in one heavenly face, 

1 set it in a glory bright. 

1 shrunk from the unknown, but fondly turned 

His own ideal thus portrayed to see ; 

1 many a hero's bosom burned 

More like that lofty one to be. 

! arch-type of all beauty ye first sought, 

first &int echo ye in nature caught. 

( passions riot unconfined. 
Chance wantons in capricious play, 
y and Instinct both are blind, 
ye with your true feeling find, 
And show them each its destined way. 
ature on her grand career 
ALt distance shows efibct from cause ; 
They in the song's, the drama's laws 
bers of one fair whole appear, 
lurderer, where none suspect him, 
the dread Furies, and his fears detect him ; — 
3 from their chant the damning sentence draws, 
re the wise men ventured to decide, 
d the knot of Fate untied 
»nce of an infant world ; 
!nic life, on Thespis' car unfurled, 
a keen prophetic glance 
ard through this world of chance. 

reat world too slowly reached 
rule ye loved and preached. 
lice stern Fate had chosen you 
es of its dark plot, but ne'er 
your eyes the riddle would undo, 
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Dad ?eben in bie liefe fc^wanb, 

SV P^ bctt fc^oncn Stxci^ tJoUful^rte — 

Da fit^rtet i^r auiS turner Sigenmad^t 

Den Socjen weiter burd^ bcr 3w^wwft 9laS^ti 

Da flur3tct l^r euc!^ o^ne Seben 

On bed ^wvnud f^waqen Ocean, 

Unb trafet bad cntflo^ne Seben 

3enfeitd bet Urne wieber an; 

Da jetc^te f!(^ mtt umgefluratem Sid^te, 

^n .ftaflor angelebnt, ein blix^enb ^odurbilb 

Der (Sc^atten in bed ^onbed ^ngefic^te, 

g^ flc^ ber fd^Snc ©ilberfreid erfiittt. 

Dod^ ^o^er fietd, ^u immer ^o^ern ^o^eit 
©Awang |ic^ bad f^affenbc ®tnit. 
@c^on fle^t man ©d^opfungen au€ @d^5pfu 

erjle^^en, 
Slnd ^armonien ^armonie. 
^a^ l^ier allein bad trun!ne ^ug' entjitdft, 
Dient unter»iirftg bort ber l^o^ern ^Bd^ont; 
Der 3flci3, ber btefe ^flpmp^e fc^miidft, 
©dbmitat fanft in eine gottltd&e Sltfeene; 
Die ^raft, bie in bed siingerd gjludfel fd^willt 
^u§ in bed ®otted ©c^onl^eit lieblic^ fd^meigf 
Dad ©taunen feiner 3^^^, bad flotje 3ooidbiU 
3m 5:cmpel ju Dlpnipia (Idb neigcn. 

Die SBctt, t>er»anbelt bur(^ ben glei§, 
Dad ^enfc^en^erj, beroegt »on neucn SDricben, 
Die flc^ in ^ei^cn ^ampfen iiben, 
6r»eitern euren ©c^opfungd!reid. 
Der fortgefd^rittne OTenfc^ tragi auf er^oii 

©c^wingen 
Danfbar bie Aunfl mit f!^ empor, 
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life often plunged into despair, 

Before its glorious end it knew. — 
Then ye sent forth, ye, of your own hold might, 
Yonr bow of promise through the Future's night, 

And, fearless, followed your sublime Idea 
Under Avemus' gloomy wave. 

And found the life, that had escaped you here, 
More beautiful beyond the grave. 

Then, leaning upon Castor, torch reversed, 
A blooming Pollux' form was seen ; 

The full moon's shadow, while the new moon 
first 
Shows forth an edge of silvery sheelL 



But higher still, to ever higher heights. 
The plastic genius winged its daring flights ; 
Creations from creations see already rise. 
And harmony from harmonies. 
What here delights the drunken eye, alone. 

There to a loftier beauty its own beauty lends ; 
The charm, with which this wood-nymph shone. 

Now in a godlike Pallas softly blends ; 
The strength, which in the wrestler's muscle strove. 

Must now repose in the calm grandeur of the God : 
And, wonder of his time, proud, sculptured Jove 

In his high temple at Olympia nod. 



The world, renewed by labor's change, — 
The heart of man, wherein, in turn. 
All hot, conflicting passions bum, — 

Enlai*ge your Art's creative range. 

Han, far advanced, on ever-soar.ng wing. 

With grateful feeling carries with him Art ; 
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Unb neue (Sd&5n5cit«»elten fprln^ctt 
2lu« ber bereicfterten 9latur l^ert>or» 
Ded a^tfend @d^ran!en ge^en auf, 
Der ®ei(i, in euren leidfeten ©legcn 
®eubt, mit fcbnell ge^ettigtem Sergnugm 
(Sin funflUd^ ^fl ))on dtet^en gu burd^eilen, 
©tfUt ber ^atnx entlegencre ©aulen, 
Sreilet f!c auf i^rem buufcin ?auf» 
3e0t mdgt er fie mit menfd^Hcbeii ©etoi^tm, 
9ni§t fie mit 2)^a§en, bie fte t^m gelie^n; 
55crflanbli(6er in feiner ©d^on^eit 9^ii^ttn 
9Kug fie an feinem 2lug' ftoruber jie^iu 
3n fclbfigefafl'ger jugenblid^er greube 
Sei^t er ben ©pb^rcn feine iparmonic, 
Unb preifet er ba« SBeltgebaube, 
©0 prangt e« bur(^ bie ©pmmetrie. 

3n aUem, wad il^n Je^t umleBet, 
<5pri(^t i^n bad bolbc ®Ieic^mag am 
Der ©c^onbeit golbner ®iirtcl webet 
©id^ milb in feine Mendba^n; 
Die fclige 93oflenbung ft^webet 
3n euren 5i>crfen \ic^cnt> il^m \)oram 
SBo^in bie laute greube eilet, 
aCo^in ber fliUe Summer fliebt, 
2Bo bie Setrat^tunc^ benfenb beilet^ 
2Bo er bed glenbd kferanen fiebt, 
2Bo taufenb ©cbredfen auf tbn jielen, 
golgt i^m ein ^armonienbad^, 
©iebt er bie ^ulbcjottinnen fpielen, 
Hub ringt in ftiCI ^erfeincrten ®efii^Iett 
Der liebUc^cn 9?eg(citung nad). 
©anft, »ie bed 3flei3ed 8inien ficft winben, 



f 
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And so from Nature's soil, enriched, there spring 

New worlds of beauty to refresh the heart 

The boundaries of Knowledge disappear ; 

By your light victories kept in action, 

Chasing a fleeting satisfaction 

Through the whole world of beauteous forms, the 
soul 

Sets farther forward Nature's goal, 
And speeds her on her dim career. 

He weighs her now with weights of man's device ; 
Metes her with measures which from her he draws ; 
With truer insight, judged by Beauty's laws. 

He must behold her pass before his eyes. 
In self-renewing youthfulness of soul. 

He lends the spheres his harmony ; 
And if he praise the world's great whole, 

'Tis that he feels its symmetry. 



And now, in all that round him lives. 

To him a fair proportion speaks ; 
Beauty her girdle of all colors weaves 

Into whatever path he seeks ; 
And, with your glorious works before him. 
Perfection's self, blest fancy, hovers o'er him. 
Where frank-voiced Joy darts off to recreation. 

Where silent Sorrow shrinks away from light. 
Where lingers thoughtfully pale Contemplation, 

Where weeping Misery meets his sight. 
Where thousand terrors crowd around his way, — 

Follows a stream of harmony divine : 
He sees the Goddesses— the Graces— play. 

And strives his inmost feelings to refine. 

That he that lovely company may join. 
Soft as the lines to beauteous curves still tending, 
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^te bie (Errd^cinungen urn i^n 
3n tvetd^em Umn§ in rinanber fd^winben, 
S(ie^t feined Sfbend letc^ter ^aud^ bal^in* 
©cin ®i*tjl gcrrtnnt tm J&armonienmeere, 
Dad fcine Gtnne wofluflrcid^ umfliejt, 
Unb ber ^infc^meljenbe ©cbanfe fcfilic^t 
&xdi fli0 an bie adgegentoartige Spt^ere* 
SKit bem ©efcftidf in ^ober ginigfeit^ 
®ela|[en ^ingeftu^t auf ©ra^ien unb SRufen^ 
Smpfangt er bad ®efd^o^, bad i^n bebraut, 
SKit freunblidfe bargcbotnem Sufen 
8om fanften Sogen ber 9lot^»enbig!eit 

Sertrautf Siebtinge ber fePgen J^amtonic^ 
(Srfreuenbe Segleiter burcb bav^ iehtn, 
Dad Sbelfle, bad X^euerfle, n?ad fie, 
Die ^thtn gab, jum Scben und gegeben, 
Da§ ber entjocbte 'SUienfd^ je^t feine 9>fli^tett benft, 
Die geffel liebet, bie ibtt (enft, 
J^ein 3ufaU mel^r mit e^rnem Scepter il^m gebeut, 
Died banft euc^ — eure Sivigfeit, 
Unb ein erbabner io^n in eurem ^erjen, 
Da§ urn ben Jteld^, roorin uni §rei^eit rinnt, 
Der greube ©otter luftig fd^er.^en, 
Der bolbe Xraum f!d^ lieblid^ fpinnt, 
Dafiir feib liebetjoU umfangen 1 

Dem prangenben, bem beitern ®ei(l, 
Der bie 9{otbtuenbig!eit mit ©ra^ie umjogen 
Der feinen 5letl^er, feinen ©ternenbogen 
iUiit ^nmutb und bebienen bei§t, 
Der, n)0 er fc^recft, nod^ burdb Sr^abenl^eit tni 

giicfet 
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Soft as appearanoes, which never stay^ 
In yielding outlines, undulating, blending, — 

So flows his lifers light breath away. 
His soul dissolves in a hannonious ocean, 

Which round his sense its gladdening billows 
flings; 
And every thought, in hushed, entranced devotion, 

To all-pervading Cytherea clings. 
At one, in highest sense, with Destiny, 

He on the Graces' quiet strength reposes, 

And to the arrow his full breast exposes 
From the mild bow of great Necessity. 

Hail I favored confidants of Harmony thrice blessed, 

Cheering each other on through life to heaven I 
The noblest ye, the dearest and the best, 

Which she — which life to us — for life — hath given I 
That man, made free, to Duty now gives heed. 
And loves the chains which safely lead ; 
That Accident shakes over him no more 
The iron sceptre of its power, — 
This thanks you— t/ii«, the glory of your Art, 
The high reward ye carry in your heart. 
That round the cup of Freedom run 

The Gods of joy, in groups grotesquely traced, 
And loveliest dreams, fantastically spun, 

Be ye for that with warmest love embraced I 

The all-pervading, all-adorning Soul, — 

Who veils Necessity in graceful forms, — 
Who bids his skies, his stars, with all their charms 
Hang o'er our life, and makes its beauty whole,- 
Who, while he strikes us down with fear, 
Exalts us by sublimity, 
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Unb 3um Ser^eeren fclbfl f!c^ fd&mfi(fct, 
Dent gropen ^unjHcr al^mt iljr nac^* 
SCie auf bem fpiegcHJeOen Sad^ 
Die buttten Ufcr tanjenb f(^»eben, 
Dad abenbrot^, bad Slut^enfelb, 
@o fAimmert auf bent bitrff gen Sebm 
Der Dld^tung ntuntre ©d^attenmelt. 
3^r fii^ret nn^ int Srautgewanbe 
Die fiir^terli^e Unbefannte^ 
Die unerwei^te 9)ar3e \)or» 
2Cie eure Urnett bie ©ebeine, 
Dedft i^r ntit ^olbent 3fl«^frWeinc 
Der (gorgen fd^auer^joflen 6^or» 
3a^rtaufenbe ^ab' id^ burcfteilet, 
Der 5$or»eIt unabfel^Iid) 3flii^: 
SBie lad^t bie 9)lenW^eit, wo i^r weiletl 
aCie traurig liegt fie l^inter eud^I 

Die einjl ntit flii^tigem ©efieber 
55oU ^raft aud euren ©d^opfer^anben fHeg, 
3n eurent %xm fanb fie fld^ wieber^ 
5lld burc^ ber 3eiten flitten @ieg 
Ded 2ebend Sliit^e \)on ber SCange^ 
Die ©tar!e »on ben ®(iebern »i(^, 
Unb traurig, ntit entner^tem ®ange, 
Der ®reid an fcinent ©tabe fc^lic^. 
Da reic^tet ibr aud frifc^er Quelle 
Dent Secbjenben bie SebendweUe; 
3»cimal tjeriiingtc flcft bie 3"t, 
3»eimal »on Samen, bie i^r audgefhreut. 

SSertrieben »on Sarbarenbeeren, 
(Sntriffet it^r ben Ic^tcn Dpferbranb 



And makes deetniction beautiftil appear ; 

— -O, like that mighty Artist strive to be. 
As, on the glassy brook revealed, 

The motley banks dance playftdly, 
The evening red, the flowery field ;— 
So shimmers o'er our barren life 

The airy world of Poesy. 
Ye to our tindd eyes have shown 
In bridal garb the dread Unknown, 

The unrelenting Sisters three ; 
And, as your urns our ashes screen. 
So deck yo with fair magic sheen 

Pale Sorrow's shuddering company, 
Adown long centuries my look I carry, 

O'er dim Antiquity in haste : — 
How smiles Humanity where'er ye tarry I 

Behind you what a dreary waste I 



On flighty pinion once it rose 

From your creative hands in its full prime ; 
Then in your arms again it sought repose, 

When, by the silent victory of time. 
All bloom of life had fled the cheek, 
All strength the limbs, and mournfully and weak, 
The vigor of his step unnerved. 
Over his staff the tottering old man curved. 
Then ye from the fresh fountain offered first 
The living waters to the soul athirst. 
Twice did old Time his long-lost youth renew, 
Twice from the seeds thus sown by you. 



Driven out by barbarous hordes, in haste 

Ye snatched the last half-smothered brand 
19 
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De« Drlettt« ent^elltc^ten %Uattn 

Unb brac^tet i^n bem ^bentlanb. 

Da flieg ber fd^one glud^tling aud brat Oflni, 

Der iungc lag im SBeflcn neu empor, 

Unb auf ^efpcricnd ©cfilben fpro^ten 

©erjiingte Slut^en Soniend icr^or. 

Die fc^onerc 9latur »arf in bic ©eelcn 

©anft fpicgelnb einen fc^oncn fflibcrfij^fiii, 

Unb prangenb ^og in bie gefd^miicften ®eelm 

jDed Sic^ted groge ©ottin ein. 

Da fab man ^iUtonen Stttttn fallftt, 

Unb liber ©flaxen fprad^ jeftt aRenfc^nre^t; 

2Bie Sriiber friebli^ mit einanber toaUtn, 

@o milb ern?u(^d bad jitngere ®efd^(ed^U 

5)^it innrcr ^o^er greubenfiifle 

®enie§t ibr ba^S gegebne ©liidf, 

Unb tretct in bcr Demut^ ^iiUe 

9Rit fc^weigenbem SSerbienfl jurudf. 

SBenn auf bed Denfcnd freigegebnen Sabneit 
Der Sorfc^er je^t mit fit^nem ®iudt fc^meift 
Unb, trunfen "oon flegrufenben ^^aanen, 
?Wit rafci)cr J£>anb fcben nad^ bcr ^rone gteift; 
SfQcnn cr mit nicberm ©olbnerdlol^ne 
Den ebein giibrer ju entlaffen glaubt, 
Unb neben bent getraumten Ibrone 
Der Jlunft ben erften 8flat>enpla0 erlaubt: — 
SJeqei^t ibm — ber ^ellenbung ^rone 
(5c^n>ebt glanjenb iiber eurem ^aupt. 
9Kit eucb, bei5 griiblingd erfler ^Pflange, 
S3egann bie feelenbilbenbe 9ktur; 
9Rit eucb, bent freub'gen (Erntefranje, 
©(bliept bie tjoUenbenbe iRatur. 
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ihe polluted altars of the East, 
id brought it to the Western land, 
tood the exile, lovelier to view, 
le fresh young Day, new risen in the West ; 
id on Hesperian fields, more amply blessed, 
lore the blossoms of Ionia grew. 
:enial Nature flung across all souls 
om her soft mirror a reflection bright ; 
id the great Groddess of the Light 
ler splendor shone in cultured souls. 
1 they saw the chains from millions fall ; 
len over slaves first spake the Bights of Man ; 
brotherlike, in peace dwelt all ; 
its mild growth the younger race began, 
ith lofty joy elated, 

i smiled to see the happiness ye'd given, 
leath the veil of Modesty retreated, 
our silent merit was your heaven. 



ihe path of Thought, that freely spreads before 

him, 
le inquirer now with bold success sweeps on, 
irunk with Pajans shouted o'er him, 
its forth an eager hand to seize the crown ; — 
1 he thinks to let his noble guide, 
[eased with a hireling's mean reward, depart, 
the first slave's office close beside 
lie ideal, dream-discovered throne of Art ; — 
ic him still — for over you 
tion's crown hangs full in view, 
you, the earliest plant of Spring, 
ature to form the tender soul began ; 
you, rich Autumn's wreath, shall Nature bring 
o a glad close her slowly-cherished plan. 
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Die t)on bem %^on, bent ®teln Bef^eibett aitfgi 

(llegen, 
Die fd^opferif^e Stun^, umfd^Hef t mit (liOen ©iegi 
Ded ®ei(le« wnermeffned 3flcic^, 
SBad in bed SBiffend 8anb Sntbedfer nur erflegen, 
Sntbedfen (le, erjtegen (le fur eu(3^» 
Der ©(^a0e, bie ber Denfer aufge^aufet, 
SBirb er in euren Slrmen erfl pd^ freun, 
SBenn feine SBiffenfc^aft, ber <B6^oni^tit augereifet 
3«ni ^unflwer! wirb geabelt fein — 
SQixin er auf einen ^iigel mit eudfe fteiget^ 
Unb feincm 3luge ft^, in milbem Stbenbfd^ein, 
Da« malerifd^e Zi^ai — auf einmal geiget. 
3e reic^er i^r ben fd^neUen Slidf ^ergniiget; 
3^ 66^re, fc^onre Drbnungcn ber ®eijl 
3n einem 3^"^^r^w^b burc^flieget, 
3n einem ft^welgenben ©enu^ umfreidt; 
3e ttjeitcr ftd^ ©ebanfen unb ©efitt^Ie 
Dem iippigercn ^armonienfpiele, 
Dem reic^crn 8trom ber ®d)on^eit aufget^an — 
3e fd^onre ©Ueber aud bem ^^eltenplan, 
Die ie0t ))erftitmmelt feine <5d)6pfung fd^anbett, 
Gie^t er bie ^o^en gormen bann tJoUenben, 
3e fc^onre SlSt^fel treten aud ber ^aAt, 
3e reic^er »irb bie 2Be(t, bie er umfc^Ue§et, 
3e breiter promt bad SJ^eer, mit bem er fliefet, 
3e fd^wad^er wirb bed ©^idfald blinbe SDlai^t, 
3e ^o^er jlreben feine Jriebe, 
3e fleiner »irb et felbfl, je grower feine HtU. 
©0 fii^rt i^n, in verborgnem 8auf, 
Durd^ immer reinre gormen, reinre lone, 
£)urc^ immer ^e^re ^o^n unb immer fd^ottrc 

®d)one 
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From clay and stone the first Art humbly rose ; 
With still advances conqoering it goes 

The soul's unmeasured empire through ; 
And what discoverers have sought 
And won within the land of Thought, 

They have discovered, won it all for you. 
The treasures, which the thinker has amassed. 

First in your arms shall warm his heart, 
When his cold Science, ripened into Beauty, shall at 
last 

Become ennobled to a work of Art, — 
When he upon a hill with you shall go, 
And to his eye, in the mild evening-glow, 
The valley-picture paint itself below. 
The richer ye his quick look satisfy, 

The loftier the spheres, thro» which ye tempt his 
soul, 
As by a magic spell, to fly, 

And lose itself with rapture in the whole ; 
The wider every thought and feeling 
Opens to the softly stealing 
Melodies, in mingling play. 
And beauty streaming in like Day — 
The clearer order will he see 
In forms no longer strewed promiscuously. 
But blending in a world^s harmonious plan. 
That answers sweetly to the soul of man ; 

The lovelier secrets will he draw from night ; 
The richer grow the world, with which he grows. 
The broader stream the sea, with which he flows ; 

The weaker seem old Destiny^s blind might ; 
The higher strive his yearning heart above ; 
The smaller he become, while greater grows his love. 

So lead him, imi)ereeptibly, 
Through ever purer tones, and purer forms, 
Through ever higher heights, and fairer charms, 
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Der D{(=^tung Slumenlelter ftlll ^^in^uf - 
3ulf0t, am reifen S^tl bcr 3^iten^ 
^od^ tint gludlic^e Segeiflerung, 
S)cd iiingflen SJlenfd^enaltfr^ jDiAttrfdBwt 
Unb — in ber 2Ba^r!^eit 5trme toixt) tx gli 

©ie felbjl, bie fanftc Eppria, 
Umleud^tet \)on bcr geucrfroitc, 
©te^t bann »or i^rem munb'gcn ©o^ne 
@ntf^lcicrt — aU Urania, 
©0 f&ncUcr nur »on i^m erl^af^et, 
3e fioner er \)on i^r gcflo^n! 
©0 fii^, fo felig iibcrrafc^et 
©tanb cinjl UlpiJend cbler ©ojn. 
Da feiner Suc^enb ftimmlifdber ®t^a^xtt 
3u 3o»i^ 3:od)ter ftc^ »erf(arte. 

Der 2Kcnf(it^cit Biirbe ifl in eure ^a 
acbcn, 
Scttjabrct fie! 

©ie finft ntit cud^! ^tt eu* ttjirb (ic fl^ ! 
2)er Ticfttunc^ !)dli(^c "ilWaf^ic 
jDient cincnt meifcn SBcltcnplane^ 
©tiU Icnfe fic jum Dceane 
Dcr gro^cn i'^armonie! 

Son i^rcr ^tit vcrflo^en, flud^te 
Die crnfle ffiabrftcit aunt ®cbid)tc 
Unb ftnbe ©d)u^ in bcr Samonen S^on 
3n i^re^ ©lanjcd bocfefler giiUe, 
8ur(^tbarer in ted ^Icijecf ^iiUe, 
Sr^e^c ftc in bem (55efangc 
Unb ra(bc fid) mit ©iegeeHanf^c 
2ln bed SJcrfoIgere feigcm D^r* 
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Up the steep blossom-path of Poesy — 
nil, on time's ripest elevation. 
Yet one more happy inspiration, 
One poet-flight of the last Era's youth, 
And— he will glide into the arms of Truth. 

She herself, soft Cypria, 

Illumined with her fiery crown, 
Stands before her full-grown son. 
Unveiled now — as Urania ; 

So.much the sooner found, the manlier, 
The more refined he fled from her ! 
Such was Ulysses' noble son's surprise. 
When his good Mentor stood Ix fore his eyes 
As high Minerva, dropping her disguise. 

The dignity of Man 

Into your hands is given ; 
O, keep it well ! 

With you it sinks, or lifts itself to heaven I 
The poet's holy spell 
But serves a world's well-ordered plan; 

Soft may it lead unto the sea 

Of the great Harmony I 

Let earnest Truth, if her own age reject her. 
Seek rest in Song ;— the Muses shall protect her ; 

Then shall she meet the unbelieving sneer 
With glance, whence guilty spirits quail. 
More terrible in Beauty's veil ; 
Then shall she stand up in the might of Song, 
And with avenging trumpet, shout her wrong 

Into her persecutor's coward ear. 
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Dcr freijlen aRutter frcie ^Unt, 
©c^mtngt eu(j^ mit feflem 3lngef!(j^t 
3um @h:a!6Ienf{0 ber ^od^fUn @d^SneI 
Urn anbre Jtronett bul^Iet ntc^t! * 

Die ®(6»efler, bie cu(^ Ij^icr »erf(!6»ttnbeti, 
J^ult i^r im ®(^oo^ ber !D7utter ein; 
SBa^ fd^one (Steten f(i^on empfunbett, 
9Ku§ trefflidfe unb \)olI!ommen f:in» 
Sr^bet eud^ mit fu^^ncm glugel 
4)0(3^ fiber eureti 3«tcnlauf ! 
gem bammre fc^on in eurem ©piegel 
X)a^ fommenbe 3a^r^unbert auf. 
IHuf taufenbfad^ ^erfcblungnen SBegett 
S)er reid^en SRannigfaltigfeit 
jtommt bann umarmenb euc^ entgegm 
2lm I^ron bcr ^ol^en Sinigfcit! 
S3ie ftc^ in fteben milbe <Stra^(en 
Dcr ttjcige ®(!^immcr licblid^ brid^t, 
2Bic ficben SRcgcnbogen^ral^Ien 
3errinnen in ba^ »ei^e ^ic^t. 
©0 fpiclt in taufenbfa(^cr J^Iarl^cit 
Scgaubernb urn ben trunfnen 931idf, 
©0 flie^t in einen Sunb ber SBa^r^eit, 
3n einen @trom bed Sic^td aurucfl 



6(i{aerf ffimmtl. SDerfe. L 
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fbeest Mother's free-bom Bons, 

Wing yoonelTeB upward, with undaisled gaM, 

ro highest Beauty's throne of rays 1 

eed not woo for other crowns ; 

Sisters, who escape you here, have ever dwelt 

Ground the Mother's lap, and there shall welooine 

you. 
t gentle souls as 3eautiM have felt, 
That must be Excellent and !Parfect too. 
old wing seek a loftier sphere 
re your narrow time-career, 
i on your mirror clear may dawn 

I far the coming centuiy's mom. 
all the thousand winding ways 
Df rich Variety, 

ye at last with glad embrace 
^und the high throne of Unity 1 
ito seven softer hues 
Shivers the silvery beam of lisht : 

II the seven rainbow hoes 

Kun back into the dazzling white ; 
lund the swimming eyes of youth 
With all your glancing witcheries play ; 
>w into one bond of Truth, 
[nto one stream of perfect Day. 

John 8. Dwight. . 



(ieMd)te 
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THE THIRD PERIOD 



(W) 



9loA ffb' id? flc — umrin^t r)on ifiren IJraiteii, 
!Dic i)crrlicbjk ooii alien, I'taiio jle^a; 
S}te etne Sonne toax f{e anjufci^auen, 
3(!^ flanb t)on fern unt wagte mt(!^ nid^t sia](. 
(SiS fa^te mi(!^ mtt woflufboflem ®rauen,^ 
^U i(i ben ®lan^ ^ox mix i^erbreitet faf^{ 
^od^ fc^neU, aU fatten glitgel mi^ detragcit 
(Srgnfjf ed mic^, bte <Baittn an^ufc^Iagen* 

fS^a€ \6) in jcnem ^u^enblicf empfunben, 
Unb roan tc^ fang, t)ergebend ftnn' ^ nad^; 
Sin neu Organ ^atf ic^ in mir gefunben, 
Dad meined JE)er3end l^eil'ge 9legung frrad^; 
Die @eele war'd, bie, 3abre lang gebunbeti, 
Dur(!^ alle Sejfeln je^t auf einmal brad^, 
Unb 3:6ne fanb in i^ren tiefflcn liefen, 
X)ie ungeal^nt unb gottltc^ in i^r fdbliefetu 

Unb a\i bie ©aiten lange fd&on gefd^wiegen, 
Die ©eele enblic^ mir juriicfe tarn, 
2)a fa^ ic^ in ben engelgleic^en 3ugen 
Die Siebe ringen mit ber.l^olben @cbam^ 
Unb aUt ^immel glaubf idb ju erfliegfn, 
21U ic^ ba<J leife, fiipe ICort »e»-na6m — 
D broben nur in fel'ger ©dfler S^oren 
SBerb' tc^ bed ^oncd ^obllaut roieber l^orenl 
(101) 



THE MEETING. 

L behold her, as she stood surrounded 
ill her train, the fairest of the fair ; 
in-like beauty my weak sense confounded ; 
of I stayed, and gazed, nor ventured near, 
all my veins a shuddering transport bounded ; 
e eyes were blinded by the exceeding glare ; 
led to soar aloft on transport's wings, 
moved by maddening impulse, swept the strings. 

lemory of that moment's rapturous feeling, 
I what my song, in vain would I recall ; 
;art had found an organ new, revealing 
ivery wish — its holiest movements, all : 
ul, long years its prisoned thoughts concealing, 
7 burst the chains that held it so in thrall, 
in its deepest depths, aroused a tone 
3, that slumbered long, unfelt, unknown. 



low, when long had ceased those chords to 
trcuiblo, 

soul back to itself returning came ; 
wiw I, in those lines that Heaven resemble, 
p Ix)ve contending with reluctant shame. 
>fMl to mount where Angel hosts assemble, 
I caught a sound of pure seraphic flame, 
; — so sweet, as reach no mortal ears 
om the hymuings of concordaot spheres. 
20 (101) 
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„Da« trcue ^crg, ba« trojHo« fl4 ^>erael^tt, 
Unb flifl bcf(!^ciben, nie gewagt, gu fpred^en - 
3(b !enne ben i^m felbfi t>erborgnen SSertl^; 
^m ro^en ®l\id tvitt i(( bad Sb(e rad^en* 
!Dem Srmen fei bad fc^onfle Sood befd^, 
9^ur ?icbc barf bcr 8icbc Stumc bre^m* 
Der fcbonflc ©c^a^ fic^^ort bcm ^rjtn an^ 
Dad i^n ertoiebern unb empflnben tantu" 



SBeit in nebelgrauer geme 
Siegt mir bad )>ergangne ®Iudr 

9lur an tint m fd^oncn ©tfritf 
S3ei(t mit Siebe no6^ ber SHcf; 

2lber roie bed ©terned ^xa6^t, 

3il cd nur ein ©c^ein ber 5Rac^t 

Decfte bir ber lanje ©glummer, 
Dir ber Sob bie ^ugen gu, 

Di* befa^e boc^ mein ^ummer^ 
'iD^einem ^tv^tn lebtefl bu. 

2lber ac^ ! bu lebfl im Sic^t, 

aWciner 8iebe lebfi bu ni6^t. 

Xann ber Siebe fu§ Serlangen, 
6mma, fann'd "otx^an^lxd^ fein? 

SBad ba^in ifl unb toergangen, 
Smma, fann'd bie Siebe fein? 

3^rer giamme ^immeldglut^ — 

©tirbt fie »ie tin irbifc^ ®ut? 
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^' The foithfta heart, in grief itself consundng, 
Whom silent modesty forbids to speak, 

[ know its worth, however unnoticed blooming, 
And on hard fortune will its vengeance wreak, 

Ihe foixest lot awaits the unpresuming — 
Love's hand alone the flowers of Love may break ; 

And to that heart belongs Love's richest treasure, 

That feels it, and repays in equal measure." 

John Hiemum JUerivalej J&sg., F. 8. A. 



TO EMMA. 

Fas in misty gray enshrouded, 
Now my vanished gladness lies ; 

One pure star alone, unclouded. 
Still attracts my longing eyes. 

Like the stars, alas I its light 

Beams but through the gloom of night. 

Had thy last long sleep oppressed thee. 
Had stem Death thine eyelids closed, 

Still my grief would have possessed thee, 
In my heart thou hadst reposed. 

But thou liv6st, bright and free, 

Liv68t— not, alas I to me. 

Can sweet hopes of Love's inspiring, 
Emma I can they transient prove ? 

What is past, long since expiring, 
Emma I say, can that be Love ? 

Can its flame of heavenly glow 

Perish, like our joys below ? 

J^^orevioe 
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pad ^e^eimnig. 

©If hnntt\m(x !ein ISMrt^nl fSjcit^ ' 

3u t)ide 8auf(^er roaren »tt^ ; 
Den SH(f nurfburff idfe [dfefic^terit fragen, 

Unb tvobVt^erflantlic^, xoailtt f)>ra^* 
8el« !omm' ic^ ber In beine ©Hfle, ' 

Du fc^oit! bekuMfd Sud^a^^t, 
Serbirg in bcincr grunen ^uflc 

Die Sicbcnbcn t>em Mug' t>er ffielt! 

Son feme mit t^erwormem ©aufen 

3(rbcitet bcr flcfc^aff gc Sag, 
Unb burc^ bcr ©timmcn ^obIe« Sranfen 

Srfcnn' id) fcJbmercr jammer ©c^Iag. 
©0 faucr ringt bie fargen 8oofc 

Der SO^cnf^ bem l^artcn JE)immcI ab^ 
Docb leidbt ermorben, aud bem ©c^oope 

Der Q)5tter fattt bad ®Iud l^erab* 

Dag ja bie ^Renfd&en nie eiS ^oren, 

ffiie treue 8ieb' und flill beglutftl 
©ic fonnen nur bie greube jl5ren, 

SCeil greube nie (le fclbfl entjutft. 
Die SBelt »irb nie ba« ®lnd erlauben, 

^U S3eute n>irb ed nur gel^afc^t; 
Sntmenben muptbu'd ober rauben, 

e^ \)\6^ bie Wiggunfl itberrafc^t 

Seid auf ben 3^^^" fommf « gefc^Tid^en, 
Die ©tiae tiebt ed unb bie 9lac^t ; 

SKit fc^nellen giigen ifl'« enttt)i(ften^ 
aSo bed aSerrat^erd Sluge toad^U 
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THE SECRET. 

She sought to breathe one word, but vainly — 

Too many listeners were nigh ; 
And yet my timid glance read plainly 

The language of her speaking eye. 
Thy silent glades my footstep presses, 

Thou fair and leaf-embosomed grove I 
Conceal within thy green recesses 

From mortal eye our sacred love I 

Afar with strange discordant noises. 

The busy day is echoing ; 
And, 'mid the hollow hum of voices, 

I hear the heavy hammer ring. 
'Tis thus that man, with toil ne'er-ending. 

Extorts from Heaven his daily bread ; 
Yet oft unseen tfce Gods are sending 

The gifts of fortune on his head 1 

Oh, let mankind discover never 

How true love fills with bliss our hearts I 
They would but crush our joy forever. 

For joy to them no glow imparts. 
Thou ne'er wilt from the world obtain it — 

'Tis never captured save as prey ; 
Thou needs must strain each nerve to gain it, 

E'er Envy dark asserts her sway. 



The hours of night and stillness loving. 

It comes upon us silently — 
Away with htisty footstep moving 

Soon as it sees a treacherous eye. 
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D Wlfnge bid^, t)u fanfte Quelle, 
(Sin breiter @trom urn untf l^erun^ 

Unb bro^enb mit emporter SSette 
Sert^eibige bied ^eiligtl^ttml 



pie c^noarhtng. 

4)5r' Id^ ba«/g)f5rtd^en nid^t/fle^en? 

^at nid^tbet SUfejef geflffft? 

9le{n, ed toar bed SBinbed SBe^, 
!Der bur^ biefe 5)aj>j>eltt fd^uoirrt 

D fd^mudfe bi^, bu flrun belaubted Da(ft^ 
Du fottft bie Slnmutl^dflra^Ienbeempfaneetil 
3br 3»fi(!^ ^^»*^ ^^tt fd^attenbe* ®emo<^, 
3Wlt ^olber ^a6^t fie ^^rtmlidfe jtt ttmfanjetil 
Unb all' il^r ©c^meic^ellufte, toerbct »ac^ 
Unb fdjerjt unb fpielt urn i^re 9lofen»angett, 
JBenn feine fc^one Surbe, Uidfi bewegt, 
Der aartc gu§ jum ©i^ ber Sicbe trSgt 

©tiOcl 2Ba« fd>(u?>ft burc* bie)^edfett 
JR^fd^elnb mit|^en|)em 8auf ? 

9lein, ed fAeuc^te nut ber (Sd^recfeu 
Slud bent Sufc^ ben Sogcl auf* 

D lofdbe beine Sacfel, Jag! f)er»or 
Du geifl'ge ^ad^t, mit beincm bolben (5d^»elge« 
Sreit urn und ^er ben purpurrotl^en glor, 
Umfpinn' und mit gebeimni^tjotten 3»figttil 
Der Siebe ffionne flie^t bed Sauf^erdD^r, 
(Bit flie^t bed ©trailed unbefc^eibnen 3ntgen; 
9lur ^efper ber 55frf(6n)iegene, atlein 
Darf jliU ^erblicfenb i^^r 35ertrauter fein* 
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Thou gentle stream, soft circlets weaving, 

A watery barrier cast around, 
And, with thy waves in anger heaving. 

Guard from each foe this holy ground I 

Edgar Alfred Bawrvng. 



EXPECTATION. 

Hbab I the portal not flying ? 

Hear I the latchet not fall ? 
No, 'tis but the 2Sephyr sighing 

Gently through the poplars tall I 

E*ut on thy fairest dress, thou leafy grove, 
To welcome her sweet face its charms displaying I 

Ye branches, weave a shady roof above, 
When she, at eve's soft hour, is hither straying 1 

And all ye balmy winds, that sportive rove, 
Awake, and round her blushing cheeks 'gin playing, 

Soon as her foot, all gently moving on. 

Its beauteous burden bears to Love's own throne I 

Hark to yon sound that seems parting 
The bushes, and hastening near I — 

No, 'tis but the bird up-starting 
From the copse, in sudden fear I 

Oh, quench thy torch, bright Day I And thou, pale 
Night, 

With thy propitious silence o'er us hover I 
Around us spread a veil pf purple light I 

Let mystic boughs our blissful meeting cover I 
From listeners' ears, Love's raptures take their flight. 

They fly when Phcebus' beams the world rule over ; 
For Hesperus alone, who silently 
Casts down his rays, their confidant can be I 
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Slfef e« \)on feme nit^t teffe^ 

glitflernben Stimmen gleic^ ? 

9lein, ber ©c^wan Ifl'd, ber Me Jtrrifc 
3ie^et t)ur(!^ ben ©ilfeerteid^* 

Wctn D^r umtont ein ^armonieenfIu§, 
X)er (Springqued fadt mit angenebmem Stauf^en, 
Die 93Iume neigt f!(( bei bed fi^fhd Stu^, 
Unb a(Ie ©efen feV Id) SBonne taufd^n; 
Die Xraube rointt, bie $ftrfdbe ^um ®enu§, 
Die n)p)p\^ fc^weflenb binter Slatter (aufcbenj 
Die l^uft, getaucbt in ber (SJewiirje glutb, 
^rin!t )>on ber i^ti^tn ^artge mir bie ®luO^* 

^or' i6^ nic^t Iritte erfdbaflen? 

9tauf(bt'd ni^t ben Saubgang baber? 
5Rein, bie gruAt ifl bort gefaUen, 
SBon ber eignen guile fcbwer* 

Ded ^aged gtammenauge felber ixi6^t 
3ii fiigem lob, unb feine garben blajfen! 
^iit^n ojfnen ft(!^ im ^olben Dammerlicbt 
Die ^eldje fd^on, bie feine (Slutben bflffe«» 
©tid b«^t ^fi^ ^«>n^ f«w flrablenb 3lngef?(^t, 
Die ©elt 3crfrf)mi(3t in rubig grope 9Rajfen; 
Der C^)iirtel i|l t)on jcbem Steij gelofl, 
Unb aded ©d)cne ^eigt Pcb mir entb(6§t 

©eb' icb ni(bt« S33ei§cd bortfiimmern? 

®lan;ifd nicbt mie feibned (^eroanb? 
9Jein, e« ifl ber ©aule glimmem 
Sin ber bunfein Xaj:udn>anb. 

D febnenb »?)er^, ergB^e bicb nicbt mebr, 
^it fiipcn ^ilbern wefcnlod ju fpielenl 
Der Slrm, ber fic umfajfcn roid, ifl leer, 



] 
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[ear I not soft whispers cleaving 
The air as the echoes they wake ? 
'o, His hut the cygnet weaving 
Circlets in the silvery lake I 

»d of harmony mine ear assails, — 

) fountain's gush with murmur sweet is falling — 

rest wind's balmy kiss the flow'ret hails, — 

1 all creation smiles with joy enthralling ; 

urple grape, the luscious peach that veils, 

ath sheltering leaves, its charms, seems softly 

calling ; 
acense-bearing Zephyrs, as they blow, 

from my burning cheeks their fiery glow I 

►own through yon laurel-walk rushing. 
Hear not I footsteps resound ? 
o, 'tis but the fruit all-blushing, 
Falling ripened to the ground I 

itle death now sinks Day's flaming eye, 

1 all his gorgeous hues are fast declining ; 

owers, that 'neath his fiery ardor sigh, 

n their cups, when twilight soft 'gins shining ; 

loon her silver beams sheds silently, — 

5 world in shadows dim its form is shrining ; 

charm its circling zone now lays aside, 

3eauty stands disclosed in modest pride ! 

j't not a white form advancing ? 
Gleams not its soft-rustling train ? 
o, 'tis but the yew-trees glancing 
Yon dim columns back again I 

sweet but airy dreams like these to play, 
longer be contout, thou bosom panting ! 
ladowy bliss my heart's mad thirst can stay — 



106 

itein ^AattnifHud lann biefen Sufen tH^lta, 

D fii^re mir W Scbenbe ba^er, 

2a§ i^re ^an\>, t)ie aartlt^e, mid^ fu^Ten! 

Den ©(fatten nut »on i^>re« SlanteU @anm — 

Unt) in bad £eben tritt ber l^o^e Zraunu 

Urtb Ui^, toit aud (immlif^fn ^Sf^m 
Die @tunbe bed ©(tided erf^eint, 
@o toar f!e gena^t, ungefe^en, 
Unb tvedte mit Stu^tn ben Sreunb* 



per cABeui. 

Ra4 cincm 9ciii5Ibc 

©enfe, fhaitenber ®ott — bie gluren burfkn 
9la(^ erqutdfenbem Zi^avi, ber ^enfc^ t»er[^mad^ti 
iKatter jie^en bie SftofTc — 
©cnfe ben SBagcn ^inabl 

©ie6e, »er and bed OTeerd frpflaflner SBo^e 
£iebUc^ (dAetnb bir minft! Srfennt bein Wa |!e 
SRafd^cr fliegen bie dio^t, 
%tt\^i9^, bie gottlic^e, roinft* 

@d^ne0 ))om ^ac^tn ^erab in ibre Slrme 
Springt ber giibrer, ben 3<^wm ergreift fiuptbo, 
@tiae baltcn bie 9lojfe, 
3:rinfen bie fii^lenbe glut^* 

2(n bem ^immel ^^erauf mit leifen ©c^ritten 
Aommt bie buftenbe Sflad^t; i^r folgt bie ftt^ 
giebe. Sflu^ct unb liebet! 
3)^obud, ber liebenbe, rul^t 
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She whom this arm would clasp, alas, is wantiiig I 
Oh, guidd her living, breathing charms this way I 

Oh, let me press her hand, with joy enchanting I 
The very shadow of her mantle's seam — 
Bat lo 1— a form of life assumes my dream I 

And as, from the Heavens descending, 
Appears the sweet moment of bliss, 

In silence her steps thither bending. 
She wakened her love with a kiss I 

EAffQir AJffred Bcwring. 



EVENING. 

(ATTKB A PICTURE.) 

Sink thou far-darting God I the fields are thirsting 
For the refreshing dew. Men droop and languish ; 
Wearily drag the horses — 
Sink thy spent chariot below ! 

See ! who, forth from the ocean's crystal billows, 
Sweetly upon thee smiles ? does thy bosom own her ? 

Cheerily fly the horses — 

Tethys, the Goddess smiles. 

Swiftly the charioteer from forth his chariot 
Springs to her arms. The reins are seized by Cupid 

StiU stand the willing horses. 

Drinking the cooling flood. 

Over the azure floor with silent footsteps 
Fragrant night draws on. Bweet Love behind her 

Follows. Best then, ye lovers I 

Phoebus, the lover, rests. 

John Herman Merioale^ Esq,., F.S,A, 
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9(d^, aud l){efed Seated ®runben, 

Dte bcr !alte 9leBet briidt, 
ftonnf id^ bo(^ ben atu^gang ftitbett, 

m, toit fu6It' id^ mt(« begludtl 
S)ort erblicf' i^ fcbone {>ugf(, 

Smtg {ung unb ewi^ grun ! 
^atf i(% ©cbwingen, ^att\ id& S^fiflel, 

9tad^ ben ^itgeln aog' i^ ^im 

^armonieen (6r* ic^ Hingen, 

3:6ne ffiger ^immeUru^, 
Unb bie leicbten ffiinbe bringen 

mix ber !£)uftc Salfam au. 
®olbne grud&te fcV i^ gluVn* 

^infenb amifc^en bunfelm SauB, 
Unb bie Slumen, bie bort blit^en, 

SBerben feinetf SBinterd fftanl. 

Slc^, mie fdbSn mu§ flci^'d erge^en 

X)ort im e»'gen Sonnenfd^ein! 
Unb bie Suft auf jenen ^o^en — 

D, wie labcnb mu§ j!e feinl 
Doc^ mir webrt bed ©tromed SoBen^ 

!£)er ergrimmt ba^mifd^en Brauft; 
@eine SBeQen f!nb ge^oben, 

Dag bie ©eele mir ergraufk* 

Sinen ^ad^tn W ic^ f<^»anTen, 
^ber, ac^! ber ga^rmann feBIt 

Srtf^ Btnein unb o^ne S^anfenl 
Seine @ege( (!nb befeelt 
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LONGINGS. 

Fbom this valley's gloomy hollow, 

Where the chilling vapors rest, 
Could I find a path to follow, 

Ah, how glad I were, and hlest I 
Yonder swell the hills in brightness, 

Green with ever-youthful spring : 
Soon I^d tread their slopes with lightnera, 

Could I mount on soaring wing. 

Harmonies, melodious blending, 

There are breathing heavenly calm ; 
Grentle breezes hither wending 

Waft the fragrancy of balm. 
Golden fruitage there is glowing, 

Hidden half in leafy gloom ; 
Bichest flowers, sweetly blowing. 

Dread no frost to rob their bloom. 

O, how sweet forever straying 

In the sun's unclouded light. 
Purest gales around me playing. 

Fanning fresh from every height I 
But, alas I the swollen torrent 

Boars with foaming might along. 
And its angry whirling current 

Soon would whelm the swimmer strong. 

See I yon driftingbark is nearing ; 

But, alas I the helmsman fails I 
Cheerly in, though, nothing fearing ; 

Blessed souls will swell the sails ; 
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Du ntupt gtauBen, bu mugt toagen, 
£)entt bie ©otter (ei^n fein 9f<tnb; 

Slur ein SBunber !ann bic^ tragcn 
3n bois f^Sne SSunberlanb* 



?er 'pilgrim. 

92od^ in meine^ Seben^ 8en^ 
9Bar t<^, unb id^ wanberf and, 

Unb ber 3«9enb fro^e Sanje 
Sieg t(j^ in bed Saterd ^aud« 

9ia mein Srbt^eil, meine ^ait 
®arf i(^ fr6^ti(% glaubenb ^in, 

Unb am Uidjttn ^ilgerflabe 
3og ic^ fort mit ^inberflnm 

^tnn mid^ trieb ein ma^tig ^offm 
Unb ein bunfled ®(aubendmort, 

ffianble, rief' «, ber 8Beg ijl o^, 
3mmer nac^ bent ^ufgang fort 

Si« a" ^^wer golbnen 9)forten 
Du gelangfl, ba ge^fl bu ein, 

Denn ba« 3^Wf(3^e »irb borten 
^immlifd^, unvergangli^ fein. 

abcnb »arb'« unb wurbe iKorgen^ 
^immtx, nimmer flanb id^ fhd; 

W)tx immer blieb'd t)erborgen, 
SQa€ ic^ fuc^e, n^ad id^ totD. 

Serge lagen mir im ffiege, 
©tromc bemmten meincn gup, 

Ucber ©c^liinbe bauf icb ©tege, 
Sritcfen burcb ben toilben glu^* 
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Sammoii all thy Mih and daring ; 

Heaven will pledge no helping hand ; 
Trost some wondrous angel's hearing 

Thee to yon bright Wonder-land I 

William H. Ohanning. 



THE PILGBIM. 

LiFB's first beams were bright around me 

When I left my father's cot, 
Breaking every tie that bound me 

To that dear and hallowed spot. 

Childish hopes and youthM pleasures, 
Freely I renounced them all ; 

Went in quest of nobler treasures, 
Trusting to a higher call. 

For to me a voice had spoken, 

And a Spirit seemed to say, 
Wander forth I — the path is broken, 

Yonder, eastward lies thy way. 

Best not till a golden portal 

Thou hast reached ; — there enter in. 
And what thou hast prized as mortal, 

There, immortal life shall win. 

Evening came and mom succeeded. 

On I sped and never tired ; 
Cold, nor heat, nor storm I heeded, 

Boundless hope my soul inspired. 

Giant cliffs rose up before me, 

Horrid wilds around me lay, 
O'er the clifis my spirit bore me, 

Through the wilds I forced my way ; 
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Onb gtt einr^ @tromd ®eflatoi 
Stam tc^, ber nac^ 9Rorgen floP; 

gro( )>ertrauenb feinetn gaben, 
Skrf t(^ mi(^ in feinen @(^oof • 

^in 3U finem grogen SOteere 
3:rie6 mtc^ feiner SBeaen @))ie(; 

Cor mir licgt'd in wetter ?eere, 
9la^er bin ic^ nic^t bent 3i^(* 

9(6, !ein ©teg will ba^in fu^ren, 
94, ber ^immel itber mir 

mu bie Srbe nit Beru^ren, 
Unb bad bort ifl niemaU ^ierl 



pie §htatt. 

@o wiQfl bu treulod t)on mir fc^eiben 
2Rit beinen ^olben 9)^antaj!en, 
SRit beinen ©c^merjen, beinen greuben, 
3Rit alien unerbittlicb flie^in? 
Xann nicfttd bi(^, gliebenbe, \)ertt>eileti^ 
D meined gebend golbne 3«t? 
Sergebend, beine ffieUen eilen 
^inab in« 9Reer ber gwigfeit. 

(Jrlof^en flnb bie ^eitern ©onnen, 
Die meiner 3w0^nb ?)fab er^ellt; 
Die ^Ualt (inb jerronnen, 
Die einft bad trunfne ^erj gefdbwettt;* 



• 9m 9litfena(iiiana(^ torn dabr 1796. we bid Qhbi^t |icrt erf 
ialct M ba4 ^i^ci^ SDorten fo:g(nte ^teQe: 

iDie f^one ^ni^t, bie faum )u trimea 
Oegann, ba liegt jic f(bon erftarrt 
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Game to where a mighty river 

Eastward rolled its sullen tide ; 
Eorth I launched with bold endeavor, — 

"Pilgrim stream, be thou my guide 1" 

It hath brought me to the ocean, 

Now, upon the wide, wide sea, 
Where's the land of my devotion ? 

What I seek seems still to flee. 

Woe is me I no path leads thither, 

Earth's horizons still retreat ; 
Yonder never will come hither. 

Sea and sky will never meet I 

Frederic H. Hedge. 



THE IDEALS. 

'hub wilt thou, faithless, from me sever ? — 

With all thy phantoms of delight, 
'hy cares, thy joys— with all, forever. 

Inexorable, take thy flight ? 
an nought, thou fleeting one, detain thee, 

Thou golden hour of vernal pride ? 
ii no I Time's billows swift entrain thee 

Down to Eternity's full tide. 

!xtinguished arc the suus that lighted 
My path of youth witli ray serene, 

Lud all the gay Ideals blighted 
That swelled my ravished heart yestreen.* 



[n the Mtuery-Almanach of 1796, where this poem orlginallj ap- 
ed, after these words the following lines occur : 

The beauteous fruit, that scarce had blossomed. 
Lies sere and dead now at my feet ; 

21 
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Gr ifl tat)in, tcr fiiile 0Uau5e 
9ln iOcfcn, tic mcin Irauin gcbar, 
jDer rauhen S&irfltcl)!eit 3um 9lau6e^ 
S}ad etnfl fo fc^on, fo gottlicb mar* 

Sl^ie cinfl mit fle^rnbem Serlangm 
^^V^malton ten @tein umf(6(o§. 
S^id in ted ^{armord !alte SBangnt 
Qmpfintung c^Iu^ent flcb ergo§, 
^0 fc^Iang id) mid) mit iitht^axmtu 
Urn tie 9Jatur, mit 3ugent(u^ 
Sid fte ju atbmen, in erroarmen 
Segann an meiner Di^terbrufl, 

Unt, t6eilent meine S^ammentrieie, 
!Die Stumme eine Sprat^e fant, 
^ir ipieterc^ab ten ftu§ ter SteBe 
Unt meined J^er^end Alang )>erflant; 
*La lebte mir ter 93aum, tie fRcit, 
Wir fang ter QueUen Silberfall, 
Sd fitblte felbfl tad @eeIenIo{e 
$on meined Sebtnd ^Gieter^aH. 

Sd te^nte mit aUmacbt^gem ®treBeit 
X:ie enge Srufl ein freigent ^11, 
^eraud)utreten in tad Mtn, 
3n J^at unt SBort, in Silt unt S^alL 
SJie gro§ war tiefe SBelt gejlaltet, 
@o lang tie Anofpe f!e noc^ Barg; 



01 id) XBtdt ant mtintn frobtn Xrismoi 
0lit rau^em Vrm tie (Degrnnart. 

Tie ffiirniftrrit mit {(rrn S^ranui 
Umlajirrt ten sebuntncn (Vdft. 
€ic ftnnt. tie ^Acvfung ter CManfai 
Cer Xii^tung fi^cner glor icrrcift. 
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Tis fled— the sweet belief, that rested 
On forms creative Fancy dreamed ; 

By Truth of all those charms divested 
That late so fair, so godlike seemed. 

As erst with passionate imploring 

Pygmalion clasped the chiselled stone, 
Till floods of warm sensation pouring 

Through all its marble features shone ; 
So I— with Love's fond arms enwreathing-^ 

In youthAil ardor Nature pressed, 
Until to new existence breathing, 

She kindled on my Poet-breast. 

Oh ! then her bosom ^s mutual burning 

The Dumb-one made by language known, 
And, Love's enraptured kiss returning, 

Gave back my heart its deepest tone. 
Then Life was in the tree — the flower ; 

The silver fount in music fell ; 
Whilst ev'n the inanimate had power 

The souPs responsive notes to swell. 

The breast, its narrow confines leaving, 
Burst forth — a world wide circling round — 

For life with mightiest impulse heaving 
In act and word, in shape and sound. 

How vast that world by Fancy moulded, 
Wliilst lurking in the bud unseen I 



The present wakes me, roughly shaking, 
Wakes me, alas ! fh)m dreams so sweet 

The captire spirit is surrounded 

By stern, confined reality. 
It falls— great Thought's creation: rending 

The charming veil of Poesy. 
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Dc« 3»eifcl« ftnflre SBfttcr jogen 
@ic^ urn ber SQa^r^eit @onnenbi(b* 

^6^ fa^i t)e« JRu^tned f^tiV^t ^ranjc 
Slttf bcr gcmcinen ©tirn' entwd^t 
91(1^, an^ufd^neU, nac6 furaem Srnge 
(Sntflo^ bie fc^one Utit^^titl 
Unb itnmer fliUer n>arb^^ unb immtr 
Serlaffner auf bem rau^cn ©teg; 
Stanm warf noc^ einen bletc^en ©d^imme 
X)te ^offnung auf ben ftnflertt SBeg* 

as on ad bcm raufc^enben ®e(eitc 
ffier barrte licbenb bd mir au«? 
SBcr fle^t tnir troflcnb nodfe 3ttr ©rfte 
Unb fotgt mir bi« aum finflern ^att«? 
£)u, bie bu aUt SBunben l^dtefl, 
Der greunbfdjaft Idfe, jarte ^anb, 
De« 8eben« Surben liebenb tbdiejl, 
Du, bie i(^ frii^e fuc^f unb fanb. 

Unb bu, bie gem (i^ mit il^r gattet, 
2Bie f!e, ber ©eele ©turm befd^wort^ 
Scfc^aftigung, bie nie ermattet, 
Die langfam fc^afft, boc^ nie gerflSrI, 
Die au bem Sau ber Swigfeiten 
3»ar ©anbforn nur fitr ©anbforn rel^ 
Doc^ \)on ber gro§en ©c^ulb ber 3^itea 
SWinuten, Jage, 3a^re flreitftt. 



Der gic^walb braufet, bie ffiolfen gie^n 
Dad Wagbldn fi^ an Ufer« ®run ; 
(&& bdd^t pc^ bie SQeUe mit ^ac^t, mit 3R 




Vol.1, p. 112. 
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And Boabt's deep-lowering storm surroanded 
Truth's sun-bright form with gloomiest shade. 

I saw the hallowed wreath of glory 

Pro&ned by brows of vulgar day ; 
Love all too soon had told his story, 

And vanished with the flowers of May. 
And ever stiller grew, and ever 

More lonely yet, the rugged road. 
And scarcely Hope one faint endeavor 

To light the dreamy path bestowed. 

Of an the tribe so swift careering, 

Who kindly stayed with me to dwell ? 
Who still abides, my death-bed cheering, 

And follows to the darksome cell ? 
Thou, Fbiendship, thou, who gently bearest 

The healing touch for every wound — 
Thou, who Life's burthen kindly sharest — 

The early sought and lasting found. 

Thou too, his mate, with him conspiring 

To quell the bosom's rising storm, 
Employment — thou, the never-tiring. 

Who toilsome shap'st, nor brcak'st the form I 
Eternity's huge pile increasing. 

As grain on grain the fabric rears. 
And, from Time's mighty debt, unceasing. 

Still striking minutes, days and years I 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq.j F,S,A. 



THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 

The clouds are flitting, the oak woods roar, 
ind the maiden is sitting on Ocean's shore, 
rhe waves of the Sea dash mightily. 
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Unb f!e feufat (inaud in bie ftnfhe ^aS^t, 
jDad ^uge )>on SBeinen grtrubet: 

,,Da« JE)er3 ijl geflorben, bif ffielt ijl leer^ 
Unb weiter gibt f!e bem SBunfc^e ntd^ttf me^r* 
jDu ^eiligc, rufc bcin ^inb jurucf, 
3d6 ^abe genoffen bad irbtfcbe ®lud, 
3c^ ^abe gclcbt unb gcliebct!" 

g« rinnet ber I^ranen-^crgeBIid^er ?attf, 
Die Jtlage, fie mdtt bie Zebten nid^t attf ; 
X)od6 nenne,^n>ad troflet unb M^et bie Srufl 
Sflac^ ber fiigen Siebe tterfc^wunbener Sufi, 
3c^; bie ^immlifcfte, »i(I'« nic^t ^erfagen. 

,,?ag rinnen ber Ifiranen ttergebli(%en Jaufl 
®« tt>ec!c bie jtlac^e ben 2;obten nit^t aufi 
Dad fii§efle ®Iii(f fiir bie trauernbe Srufl 
9iac^ ber fdjonen Siebe \)erfd)munbener 8ujl 
©inb ber Sicbe ©d^merjcn unb ^laflen.'' 



per Sunflfitifl am ^gSa^e. 

sin ber SiJueUe fag ber Jlnabe, 

©lumen n?anb er fld^ jum ^rau^ 
Unb er fa^ fie, fort(^erifl[en, 

Jrciben in ber SBetlen Zani. 
Unb fo fltel^en meine Zac^t, 

ffiie bie Quelle, raflloa :&in! 
Unb fo blei^et meine Suj^enb, 

SLBie bie ^rSnje fc^nett \)erblii^n. 

gragft nid)t warum icft traurc 
3n bed ?ebend ©Hit^enaeitl 

aUcd freuet flcb unb bojfet, 
SBenn ber griil^Ung |!c^ erneut 

64iaer« f&mmt(. 9Derf^ I. 8 
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And the mmky night long Btill sigheth she, 
The tean in her dim eye moving ; 

'' My heart's bliss hath perished ; the world is a void ; 
With nought to he cherished, or hoped, or enjoyed. 
Thou holy one, call thy poor child back again I 
The cup of Earth^s bliss 'twas allowed me to drain. 
I have lived, and lived for loving." 

The tears thou art weeping stream, sad one, in vain. 
Tears woo not the sleeping in death back again I 
But say, what can comfort and heal the torn breast, 
When Love is departed— its once-cherished guest ? 
From the Heavenly fear no denying I 

*'Let the tears I am weeping stream on, though in 

vain; 
True, they wake not the sleeping in death once again-^ 
But the sweetest of balm for the sorrowing breast, 
When Love is departed — its once-cherished guest- 
Is Love's bitter wailing and sighing." 

John Herman Mericale, Esq.^ F,8.A. 



THE YOUTH BY THE BBOOK. 

By the brook the youth reclining, 

Twined sweet flowers in a wreath, 
And he saw them hurried onwards 

By the dancing waves beneath. 
" Thus, alas, my days fleet swiftly, 

*'Like the restless billows past I 
" Thus my youth's sweet prime decayeth, 

"Like the wreaths that wither fast. 

"Ask me not why thus I sorrow 
*' In the verdant bloom of life I 

"All, when Spring her smile reneweth, 
" Is with hope and pleasure rife. 
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S(Ber biefe taufenb @timmni 

!Det ettoac^enben 9latur 
SBecfen in bent tiefen Sufen 

3Rir ben fc^weren Summer nttr* 

SBad foil mir bie greube frommen, 

Die ber fdjone Sena mlr beutt 
(Sine nut ifl'd, bie ic^ fud^e, 

@ie ifl naf^' unb etoig melt* 
©el^nenb breif ic^ meine 9rme 

9{ad^ bent t^euten Sd^attenbilb, 
94, id^ fann ti nid^t erreic^en, 

Unb bad {)era bleibt ungefliOtl 

Aomm ^crab, bu f4|one ^olbe, 

Unb t>er(a§ bein flolsed ©d^Io^I 
©lumen, bie ber 8ena geboren, 

©treu' idb bir in beinen ©d^oop. 
^ord^, ber i^ain erfd^aUt t>on 2iebent, 

Unb bie Quette riefelt flar! 
Siaum ifl in ber fleinflen ^titte 

gttr ein glitcflic^ liebenb $aar* 



Unb fo finben »ir un^ »ieber 
3n bent l^eitern bunten 9tei^n, 

Unb c« foil ber Xxani ber 8ieber 
Srifc^ unb gritn geflod^ten feitu 

aber went ber ®6tter bringen 
aCir bed Siebed erjlcn Sottt 

3l^nt t^or aUen la^t und flngen, 
X)er bie greube fc^affen folL 
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^* Bat the thousand songs of Nature, 
^^ Waking from her dreary sleep, 

*' Do hut raise a heavy sadness 
*' In my bosom's lowest deep. 

" What to me are all the raptures 

*' Smiling round Spring's verdant car Y 
'^ One I seek, and but one only, 

" She is near, yet ever fSetr. 
"Pain would I this lovely vision 

" In my longing arms enclose, 
"But, alas, I cannot clasp it, 

"And my heart finds no repose I 

*'Come descend, thou lovely fair one, 

" And thy stately palace leave I 
" Flowers, which the spring hath borne thee, 

" Thou shalt in thy lap receive. 
"Purling flows the crystal streamlet, 

" Hark ! with song resounds the air ; 
"Space the smallest cot possesseth 

" For a happy loving pair." 

Alfred BcLskerville, 



THE FAVOR OF THE MOMENT. 

So, at length, once more we meet 
In the Muses' glad domain I 

Let us twine a garland sweet. 

Fit to grace their brows again I 

To what God shall we now bring 
Earliest tribute of our lays ? — 

Let us first His glory sing, 

Who with bliss our toil repays. 
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Denn toa^ frommt ed, ba^ mit itita 
Sered ben ^(tar gefd^mutftf 

2)a§ ber S)ur?>urfaft ber Slcben 
Sacd^ud in bie @^ale brudtf 

3u(It ^om ^immel ntd^t ber gunlen, 
Der ben $erb in S^^inmen fe0t, 

3(1 ber ®eifi nid^t feuertrunlen, 
Unb bad ^erj bleibt unergo^t* 

9lud ben SBoIfen mu§ ed fatten, 
Slud ber ©otter @d^oo§ bad ®lvid, 

Unb ber macbtigfle t>on alien 
^errfd^ern ifl ber Sugenblid* 

Son bem aHererflen SBerben 

Der unenblic^en ^atux, 
aUcd ©ottlic^c auf Srben 

3(1 ein Sic^tgebanfe nut. 

Sangfam in bem Sauf ber ^oren 
giiget (Ic^ ber ©tein lum ©tein, 

©djnell, wie e« ber ®ei(l geboren, 
^i(I bad ^erf empfunben fein* 

SDie im ^eQen (SonnenblidPe 
©ic^ ein garbenteppid^ rocbt, 

SBie auf i^rer bunten Sriicfe 
3rid burdi ben ^immel fc^mebt, 

©0 i(l iebe f(^one ®aht 

3Iii(^tig mie bed SSH^ed ©d^ein; 
©c^nell in ibrem bii(lern ®rabe 

@d(|Iiept bie 9lad|t (te wteber ein« 
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What avails it that a Soul 

Cerea hreathes into the shrine ? 

That great Bacchus brims the bowl 
With the red blood of the vine ? 

If that spark which sets on fire 

Mortal hearths, comes not from high, 
Joy will ne'er the soul inspire, 

And the heart will vainly sigh* 

From the clouds must fortune &11, 

From the lap of Deities ; 
And the mightiest Lord of all 

Is the moment as it flies. 

'Mongst the things that have their birth 
'Neath eternal Nature's sway, 

Nought is godlike here on earth, 

Save the Thought's all-piercing ray. 

Slowly stone and stone unite, 
As the circling seasons roll ; 

But our work will see the light 
Soon as fashioned by the soul. 

As the sunlight's radiant glow 

Weaves a golden tapestry — 
As upon her gorgeous bow 

Iris quivers in the sky. 

So each gift that joys the heart 
Fleeteth as a gleam of light ; 

Soon for aye it must depart 

To the darksome tomb of night. 

Hdgar Alfred Bowring. 
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am Sf^grunb leitct ber fd^toinblid^te @teg, 
Sr fit^rt jtoifd^en Seben unb @terben ; 
Sd fperren bie Stiffen ben einfamen Seg 
Unb broken bir emig Serberben, 
Unb tDiUfl bu blc f^Iafenbe fiowin* nifit »f 
@o loanble flid burd^ bie ©tra^e ber @4re(fc 

Sd fc^ioebt eine Srude, bod^ uber ben 9lan 

jDer furc^tbaren liefe gebogen, 

@ie ivarb nicbt erbauet t)on SRenfd^en^anb, 

(Sd ^atte flc^'d feiner t)erwo9en; 

!Der @trom braufi unter ibr fpat unb fru(, 

@)>eit etpig ^inauf, unb ^ertritmrnert fie nie. 

Sd offnet ft^ f4»ar3 ein fd^auriged X^or, 
Du glaubfl btc^ im 9ieicbe ber ©(fatten, 
jDa t^ut ftc^ ein lad^enb ®elanbe fervor, 
SBo ber ^crbjl unb ber grii^IiUi^ (Id| fatten; 
^ud bei$ Sebend ^})^it^en unb troi^tx Qual 
aJiocfet' ic^ flie^en in biefe^ gliidffelige S^aL 

SSicr ©trome braufen ^inab in bad gelb, 
3^r Quell, ber ifl cwig tjerborgen; 
(Sie flic§en nac^ alien oier Stra§en ber ©elt 
9la6i 5lbcnb, 5^orb, "iDIittag unb ^D^orgen, 
Unb »ie bie ^JD^uttcr |!c raufd)enl> geboren, 
gort flie^n "fie unD bleiben fic^ ewig ©erloren. 

3n)ei 3ittf en ragen ind Slaue ber 8uft, 
^oc^ iiber ber 'SD^enfc^en ©efc^led^ter, 
Drauf tan^en, umfc^Ieiert mtt golbenem Duf 



<* 8B»iii, «B etniacn Orten ber 8(l)i9ei| ber ocrbprbne SnMn 
Sanine. 
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THE LAY OP THE MOUNTAIN. 

Bt the edge of the chasm is a slippery Track, 
The torrent heneath, and the mist hanging o'er thee 

The clifb of the mountain, huge, nigged, and black. 
Are frowning like Giants before thee ; 

And, wouldst thou not waken the sleeping Lawine,* 

Walk silent and soft through the deadly ravine. 

That Bridge with its dizzying, perilous span 
Aloft o'er the gulf and its flood suspended, 

Think'st thou it was built by the art of man. 
By his hand that grim old arch was bended ? 

Far down in the jaws of the gloomy abyss 

The water is boiling and hissing — forever will hiss. 

That Grate through the rocks is as darksome and drear, 
As if to the region of Shadows it carried : 

Yet enter ! A sweet laughing landscape is here, 
Where the Spring with the Autumn is married. 

From the world with its sorrows and warfare and wail; 

could I but hide in this bright little vale I 

Four Rivers rush down from on high, 

Their spring will be hidden forever ; 
Their course is to all the four points of the sky. 

To each point of the sky is a river ; 
And fast as they start from their old Mother's feet, 
They dash forth, and no more will they meet. 

Two Pinnacles rise to the depths of the Blue ; 

Aloft on their white summits glancing. 
Bedecked in their garments of golden dew, 

* See note h. 
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Die SBoIfen, tie ^immltfc^en ^o(]^ter* 
®ie fatten ^ort oben ben einfameh Sfleil^it, 
Da fieUt fldfi fein 3^9^ '^^n trbif(!^er, ein. 

(Sd fl^t bie ABnigin ^od^ unb flat 

9uf unt^ergangHc^em X^rone, 

Die ©tirn umfranat fie fi^ wunberjar 

SRit biamantener ^rone; 

Drauf fc^ic§t bie Sonne bie 9>feile t)ott 9ii^t, 

@te t^ergolben fie nur unb ermarmen fie nid^t 



3>er ^(pettiSger. 

SBiUfl bu nic^t ba« 8amm(ein ^utenf 
!2ammlein ifi fo fromm unb fanft, 

Slafert flc^ bon bc« ®ra[e« Sliit^eU; 
@pie(enb an bed S3ac^ed S^anft. 

,,9)^utter, Gutter, la^ mi4 ge^en, 

3agen nac^ bed 33ergcd ^o^enl" 

SCillfl bu nid^t bie ^eerbe lotfen 
^it bed ^orncd munterm ^langt 

Sieblid^ tout bcr ©c^aU ber ©locfen 
3n bed SBalbcd JL^ufigefang. 

,,^utttx, 3Rutter, la§ mic^ ge&en, 

@(^weifen auf ben wiiben ^o^en I'^ 

SSiUfl bu nid^t ber S(um(ein tparten, 
Die im Seete freunblic^ fle^n? 

Drauf en labet bic^ !etn Garten ; 
SBiib ifl'd auf ben mttben $ot)n! 

,,8a§ bie 33Iiim(cin, Ia§ f!e blii^enl 

aRutter, aWutter, la§ mi(i^ aie^^enl" 
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The Clouds of the Sky are dancing ; 
There threading alone their lightsome maie, 
Uplifted apart from all mortals' gaze. 

And high on her ever-enduring throne 

The Queen of the mountain reposes ; 
Her head serene, and azure, and lone 

A diamond crown encloses ; 
The Sun with his darts shoots round it keen and hot 
He gilds it always, he warms it not. 

Tkomaa Carlyle. 



THE ALPINE HUNTER. 

" Wilt thou not, thy lamblings heeding, 
(Soft and innocent are they I) 

Watch them on the herbage feeding, 
Or beside the brooklet play ?" 

" Mother, mother, let me go. 

O'er the mount to chase the roe." 

" Wilt thou not, thy herds assembling. 
Lure with lively horn along ? — 

Sweet their clear bells tinkle trembling. 
Sweet the echoing woods among I" 

'^ Mother, mother, let me go. 

O'er the wilds to chase the roe." 

*' See the flowers that smile unto thee — 
Wilt thou tend them not, my child ? 

On the height no gardens woo thee ; 
Wild is Nature on the wild." 

" Leave the flowers in peace to blow ; 

Mother, mother, let me go I" 
22 
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Unb ber StnaU ging ju Jagen, 
Unb e« trcibt unb reigt i^n fort^ 

9lafl(o« fort mit blinbem 9Qagen 
2ln be« 8crgc« finflern Drt; 

Sor t^m^er mit SSinbedfc^neOe 

SHe^t bie attternbe ©aaeHc* 

8luf ber gclfen nadtt Mippen 
Alettert f!e mit leid^tem ©(^touits, 

Durd^ ben SRif gefpdtner ^Hppeii 
Zxac^t fie ber gcwagte ©prunfl} 

9(ber Winter il^r t)ern>ogen 

golgt er mit bem Zobedbogen. 

3e0o auf ben fcbroffen 3*"^" 
^angt (le, auf bem ^od^^tn (Stat, 

SEBo bie gelfen {5^ tterfinfen, 
Unb werfdbwunben ijl ber 9)fab* 

Unter (14 bie fleile $6^e, 

Winter |ld^ bed S^inbed ^'i^t. 

SWit bed 3antmerd (tummen Slidfen 
glcbt fie au bem barten SRann, 

glfl)t umfonft, benn lodaubriiden, 
?ecjt er fcbon ben So^en an; 

3)I60lit^ aui ber gelfenfpalte 

3:ritt ber OJeift, ber Sergedaltc 

Unb mit feinen ®6tterBanben 
(6(^it0t er bad c)equa(te X^ier* 

,,9nugt bu 2:0b unb 3antnier fenben,*' 
Dluft er „bii5 berauf au mir? 

JRaum fur 2lUe ^at bie (Srbt; 

aCao ocrfolgfl bu meine ^eerbe?'^ 
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Forth the hunter hounds unheeding, 
On hia hardy footsteps press ; • 

Hot and eager, hlindly speeding 
To the mountain's last recess : 

Swift hefore him, as the wind, 

Panting, trembling, flies the hind. 

Up the ribbed crag-tops driven, 
Up she clambers, steep on steep ; 

O'er the rocks asunder riven 
Springs her dizzy, daring leap : 

Still unwearied, with the bow 

Of death, behind her flies the foe. 

On the peak that rudely, drearly 
Jags the summit, bleak and hoar. 

Where the rocks, descending sheerly, 
Leave to flight no path before ; 

There she halts at last, to find 

Chasms beneath — the foe behind I 

To the hard man — dumb-lamenting, 
Turns her look of pleading woe ; 

Turns in vain — the Unrelenting 
Meets the look — and bends the bow. — 

Yawned the rock ; from his abode 

Forth the mountain Genius strode ; 

And, his godlike hand extending. 
From the hunter snatched the prey, 

" Wherefore, woe and slaughter sending, 
To my solitary sway ?— 

Should my herds before thee fall ?* 

Thsbe is room on earth for all I" 

Sir Edward Bultoer I/ytUnu 

* See note i. 
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9l{mmer, bad glaubt mix, erfd^einen bie ®8tter, 
9limmer adein. 

Staum t)a§ id^ Sacd^ud, ben SufHgett, HU, 
Stommt andj fd^on %mcx, ber lad^elnbe JhiaBe» 
9)ft6bu«, ber jberrlic^e, ftnbet fi(^ eln. 
©ie naben, f!e fommen, bie ^immtifd^en affc^ 
SWit ®6ttern erfuttt |l(i bie Irbifd^e ^afle* 

©agt, »ie behjirtV id&, ber grbefleborne, 

JE>immIif(^en S^or? 

©c^enfet mix euer unjlerblldbed Jeben, 

©otter! SBad fann eud^ ber @terblt(^ getotf 

•Oebet 3U eurem £)lpmp mid^ empor! 
Die greube, jte »o^nt nur In 3upiter« ©aale 
D fiillet mit 9leftar, o reid^t mix bie ©d^alel 

Sflei(6' i^m bie ©d^ale! ©d^enfe bem Dit^ter, 

^ebe, nur ein ! 

9le0^ i^m bie ^ugen mit l^immlifd^em Zf^aut, 

S)ag er ben ©tpp, ben t>erba§ten; nid^t fd^aue^ 

Ciner ber Unfern fld^ biinfe gu fein. 
©ie raufc^et, fie perlet, bie ^immtifc^e C^uetle^ 
jDer Sufen mirb ru^ig, bad Suge toirb (eOe* 



pie mt ^effarfer. 

ffio^I perlet im ®Iafe ber purpurne SBela, 
SBo^I glan^en bie Sugen ber ®a{le; 

£d aeigt (Icb ber ©anger, er tritt l^erein, 
3u bem ©uten bringt er bad 8efle; 

Denn o^ne bie Seier im ^immlifcben ®aaX 

3P bie greube gemein au6^ beim 9leftarma^I» 
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DITHYRAMBIC. 

EB, believe me, appear the Divine ones, 

Never alone. 
)e have I Bacchus, the wakener of joy. 
Love is there also, the laughing young boy ; 
oebus, the Lordly, consents to make one. 
're coming, they're near us, the Deities all, 
I Gods is now filling the poor earthly hall. 

how can I take, child of the earth here. 

Guests from on high ? 
t me, like you, ye Gods, deathless to live I 
t offering for you hath a mortal to give ? 
> to Olympus, O, help me to fly I 
Iwells only where Deities sup ; 
' me the nectar, O, reach me the cup I 

him the cup 1 Pour for the bard, 

Hebe, pour free! 

le his eyesight with heaven's bedewing, 

le Styx, the detested, he may not be viewing, 
ne of our own may suppose him to be I 
^8, it sparkles, the fount of the skies I 
vceful the bosom, how radiant the eyes 1 

N. L, Frothingham, 



: FOUR AGES OF THE WORLD. 

beams in the goblet the purple wine ; 
eyes of the guests it glances : 
trel steps in, and with music divine 

8 of the feast enhances. 

ut the lyre, in the Heavenly Hall, 
is flat, and the viands pall. 
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3^m iobtn bie ®3tter bad reine (Smit^, 
SQo bie 3QeIt fld^, bie etoige, fpiegett; 

Sr l^at atled gefe^n, toad auf Srben sefd^iel 
Unb »ad un« bie S^^w^f^ t)erjleflclt| 

Sr fap in ber ®9tter uralteflem 9tat^, 

Unb lif^ox^tt bet Dinge gel^eimfle @aat 

Sr breitet ed lufHg nnb glanjenb aui, 
Dad aufammengefaltete Seben; 

Sum Ztmptl fc^mitdt er bad irbifc^e ^ava, 
3]^m i^at ed bie SRufe gegeben; 

jtein Dac^ ifl fo niebrig, feine ^utte fo ffriii 

(Sr fit^rt einen ^immel ^oO ®3tter ^ineitu 

Unb tDie ber erflnbenbe @o(n bed 3^^ 
^uf bed @d^i(bed einfad^em Stunbe 

©ie Srbe, bad 3Rcer unb ben ©ternenfreid 
^ebtlbet mit gottlid^er jlunbe, 

@o britcft er etn Stib bed unenblid^en 911 

3n bed Slugenblitfd flitc^tig ))erraufd^enben @ 

(Sr fommt aud bent finblid^en ^Iter ber SBeli 
^0 bie 3361fer fid^ jugenblic^ freuten; 

(Sr f^at [\6^, tin fro^U^er SBanbrer, gefellt 
Sn aUen ®efc^lecbtern unb S^^^ti. 

Sier ^Kenfc^enalter bat er gefel^n 

Unb lapt jle am fitnften t^oritbcrge^n. 

(Srfl regierte ®aturnud f(^Ii4|t unb gerec^t, 

Da toar ed ^eute n>ie morgen, 
Da lebten bie ^irten, ein l^armlod <9ef(jb(e((t 

Unb braud^ten fur gar nic^td ^u forgen; 
@ie liebten unb tbaten meiter ni^td me^r, 
Die Srbe gab ailed freimtOig ^et* 
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His soul, Heaven-gifted, reflects mirror-bright 

The world that eternal abideth : 
He hath all things seen that have come to light, 

And whatever Futurity hideth. 
In the council he sat where Time's birth was decreed, 
And his ears marked the growth of its secretest seed 

He spreads, like a raiment gorgeous and gay, 

The Life that together lay folded ; 
He adorns for a temple the cottage of clay. 

Which the Muse for his dwelling had moulded : 
No roof is so lowly, no hovel so base, 
But he fills with a Heaven of Celestials the place. 

And as the inventive Son of Jove 

On the shield's orb plain and even 
The earth, the sea, and the starry cove 

Depicted with skill from Heaven, 
So a type he imprints of the infinite round 
On the fugitive moment's vanishing sound. 

He comes from the new world's infant age. 

When men like children sported, 
And, whilst on his frolic pilgrimage. 

With all races and times consorted : 
He has seen already four ages of men, 
And now he starts with the fifth again. 

First, Saturn was ruler— the honest and true- 
Then To-day was the same as To-morrow ; 

Then flourished the Shepherds— an innocent crew. 
Who neither knew labor nor sorrow. 

They loved—and in sooth they did nothing beside— 

For the Earth all their sustenance freely supplied. 
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Drauf Tarn t)if Slrbcit, t)fr Stamps Begaittt 

3)^it Ungc^eucrn unb Dra^en, 
Unt) t)ie ^elben ftngen, t)if ^errfc^cr, an. 

Unt ben SD'^ad^Hgen fuc^ten bie ©d^mailffem 
Unb ber (Streit 309 in bed @famanberd S^Ib; 
£)od^ bie ^c^on^eit mar immer ber ®ott ber S< 

Slud bent jtampf ging enblic^ ber @ieg ^en)or, 
Unb ber ^raft entblu^te bie ^ilbe, 

3)a fangen bie SD'^ufen im (intmlifd^eit C^or, 
Da er^uben |I(4 ®6ttergebi(be — 

Dad ^Iter ber gotttic^en ^f^antafit, 

Sd ifl ))erfd^munben, ti te^ret nie* 

Die Ootter fanfen ttom i^immeldt^ron, 
(Sd flixr^tcn bie l^errlid^en ©aulen, 

Unb gcboren wurbc ber 3"ngfr«w ®o^n, 
Die ©ebrcc^cn ber Srbe ju beilen ; 

Serbannt warb ber ©inne fliic^tige in% 

Unb ber 9Kcnfd^ griff benlenb in feine Sru^ 

Unb ber citlc, ber iippige Sfleij entwid^, 

Der bie fro^c 3ugenb»clt jierte; 
Dcr Wond^ unb bie 5^onne gergeipclten fid^, 

Unb ber eiferne JRitter turnierte. 
Doc^ mar bad Seben and) ftnfler unb milb, 
©0 blieb boc^ bie Siebc licbtid^ unb rnilb* 

Unb einen l^eiligen, Uu\6)tn ^itat 

Sema^rten p* fii^e bie 3Wufen; 
Sd lebte, toa^ ebei unb flttUd) mar, 

3n ber grauen giic^tigcm ©ufen; 
Die glantme bed ?iebed entbrannte nett 
Sn ber fc^onen ^iune unb £iebedtreu. 
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, came Toil and Care^the conteat began 

th dragons and monstrous giants— 

Eleroes, they lorded it over man, 

d the Weak with the Strong made alliance. 

red bolt on the shores of Scamander was hurled^ 

t Beauty was ever the God of the world. 

ngth, from Strife came Victory's reign, 
d Strength with Softness blended ; 
warbled the Muses their heavenly strain, 
d godlike Forms ascended. 
Fancy's age divine is o'er — 
vanished away ; it returns nevermore. 

xods descended from Heaven's throne — 

^ir splendid columns were broken ; 

hen was born the Virgin's Son 

our salvation's token. 

)leasures of sense were dispossessed, 

in probed, thoughtful, his secret breast 

wanton Graces were driven away ; 

eh the young world delighted ; 

1 Nun plied the scourge, and in iron array 
tourney the Knight was dighted ; 
h Life thus gloomy and barbarous grew, 
stayed behind — the lovely and true. 

'ises their holy altar pure 
^d with silent endeavor ; 
id good were left to endure 
's chaste bosom forever : 
song, it was kindled again 
uiour's lay, and the Minstrel's strain. 
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Drum foS aud^ ein etoiged, jarted Sank 
Die grauen, ble ©anger ttrnfle^trtt, 

@ie wirten unt meben, {)anb in {)anb, 
Den ®urtel bed @^5nen unb 9te(9teit. 

®efang unb Siebe in f(i^5nem Serein, 

(Sit erl^alten benr ithtn ben 3ugenbf(^eiiu 



Sier eiemente 
3nnifl gefeat, 
Silben bad £eBen, 
Sauen bie SQelt 

9)re§t ber (Sltrone 
©aftigen ©tern I 
$erb ifl bed Sebend 
Snnerfler Sttxn. 

3e^t mit bed Suderd 
Sinbernbrm ©aft 
3a&mct bie fterbe 
Srennenbe ^raftl 

®ie§et bed SQafferd 
©prubelnben ®6^roaUl 
fBaffer umfanget 
Sflu^ig bad M. 

Zrop^tn bed ®ei{ied 
®ie§et]^inein! 
8eben bcm Seben 
®ibt er aUeim 
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Then may Bards and fsdr Dames in eternal band 

Be conjoined, of soft pleasing duty, 
Aye working and weaving, hand in hand. 

The girdle of Truth and Beauty. 
So Love and the Muse, in blest Harmony strung, 
Shall make life ever look bright and young. 

John Herman Merivcde^ JSIsg., F,8.Am 



PUNCH SONG. 

Elements four, when 
Closely encurled, 
Build up our being, 
Fashion the world. 

Press ye the lemon's 
Juice-yielding star ; 
Hard is our being's 
Innermost core. 

Now with the sugar. 
Pleasant and sweet. 
Tame ye the power 
Fervent with heat. 

Pour ye the water's 
Freshening fall ; 
Water encircles 
Peaceful our balL 

Drops of the spirit 
Pour ye thereon ; 
Life to the living 
Gives it alone. 
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(SV f« tterbuftet, 

9^ur toenn er gtul^el; 
Sabet ber OucU. 



<^n bte ^reunbe. 

SifBeit grcunbe, e« gaB f^onre 3rft««# 
SlU bie unfern — bad ifl n((j^t ju jlrritctil 
Unt) tin ebler Solt ^at einft gelebt 
^onnte bie ©ef^ici^te bat)on f^meigen, 
Saufenb @teine tDurben rebtnb seugen, 
Die man aui bent @Aoo§ ber Srbe grabt 
Doc^ ed ifl ba^in, ti ifl oerf(^munben, 
Diefed ^od^begiinfligte ©efc^Ied^t 
S3ir, mir (eben! Unfer finb bie @tunbm, 
Unb ber Sebcnbe ^at 9led^t* 

greunbe, e« giBt gliicflitftere 3onen, 
KI« bad Sanb, »orin »ir Ieibli(ft wo^nen, 
SBic ber njcitgcreifle SBanbrer fpric^t. 
2Iber §at 9latur und tjiel entgogen, 
SBar bie ^un fl und freunbli(4 bod^ gewogen 
Unfer &txi erwarmt an ibrem gic^t 
SCiU ber Sorbeer bier fld^ ni^t gewo^ncji 
SBirb bie Wprte unferd SBinterd Sftaub, 
©ritnet bo(^, bie (Sc^tafe gu belrSnen, 
Und ber 9lebe muntred ?aub. 

SDo^I tton (jroperm ithtn ma^ e« raufc^eii, 
2Bo ttier SGelten il^re <Bd:ia^t tauten. 
Sin ber I^cmfe, auf bem 3»arft ber ffielt 
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Quaff ere its fragrance, 
Fleeting, is o'er ; 
Sources that glow not 
Gladden no more. 

H. W. JMckm, 



\ 



TO MY FRIENDS. 

Tbs, my friends — in vain 'twere else pretended- 
Brighter days than ours have dawned and ended, 

And a noble race those days have seen. 
Ev'n did annals fail to speak their glory, 
Thousand stones bear witness to the story. 

That in earth's dark womb have treasured been. 
But, with all its splendors, all its powers, 

That high-favored race has taken flight — 
We — we live— the present day is ours ; 

And the living holds the right. 

There are happier climes, my friends— excelling 
Far the humble land we're doomed to dwell in ; 

So, at least, our vauntiug travelers say. 
But, though much dame Nature has denied us, 
Art — our friendly genius — still beside us. 

Warms our bosoms with his genial ray. 
Though the laurel here may droop repining. 

Though our winter's rage the myrtle dread. 
Yet the vine's green leaves, our brows entwining, 

Their enlivening texture spread. 

Dost thou court ambition's lofty pleasures ? 
Gro where four wide worlds their countless treasures 
Have on Thames— the globe's emporium— rolled. 
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Siaufenb Sd^iffe latittn an unb ge^ett; 

Da Ifl lrt>c« ^6fHi(^c au fe^en, 

Unb e« ^crr^t t)er (Srte ®ott, ba« ®tTt>. 
Sber ntd^t im truben (Sc^Iamm ber SDac 
jDer i»on toilben Stegengulfen f(i^tt)iOt, 
Sluf bed {litlen Saci^ed ebner glad^e 
(Spiegelt fld^ bad @onnenbiIb* 

5)ra(ftti0er, aid wir in uitferm 9lorbeii, 
SBo^nt bet 93ettler an ber SngeUpforten, 
Denn er flc^t bad etoig eins^ge Sioml 
3^n umgibt ber @c^dn^eit (^lanjgewimm 
Unb ein gmeiter J^immel in ben ^xmmti 
©teigt @anct ^eterd tt)unberbarer 2)om* 

Slber 9lom in aUtm feinem ©lanje 

3fl ein ®rab nur ber SJergangenbeit; 

geben buftet nur bie frifcfte 9f^an^t, 

Die bie griine ©tunbe fireut 

©rogred mag fi(!b anberdwo UQ^htn, 
Slid hti nn^ in unferm fleinen Seben; 
9leued — i^at bie Sonne nie gefe^n. 
©e^n wir boc^ bad ®ro§e aller 3titen 
5luf ben Srcttern, bie bie 2BeIt bebeuten^ 
©iiintjoU fliU an und tjoriibcrge^n. 

Allied ttjieber^olt ficfe nur im ?ebett, 

®»i9 jung ijl nur bie 9)^antaf!e; 

SBad fld^ nie unb nirgenbd ^at begeben, 

jDad adein ))eraltet nie! 



dm 9lorten in flngen. 

STuf ber Serge freien ^o^en, 
3n ber 3»ittagdfonne ©d^eiit. 
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Thofuand barks are landing there or going; 
Tliere all predous things are seen o'erflowing, 

And there lords it earth's great idol— gold. 
Yet His not the brooklet's turbid mud, 

By torrents swoln that fl^t descending stream, 
But the silent fountain's limpid flood 

That mirrors back the sunny beam. 

Prouder &r than we of northern state, 
The beggar dwelling at the Angel-gate ; 

For there he views the One Eternal Borne : 
All earth's dazzling glories glimmer o'er him, 
And — a second heaven in heaven— before him 

Soars Saint Peter's awe-inspiring dome. 
Yet is Borne herself, with all her splendor, 

But a tomb where Time's dry bones are found ; 
Living shoot the blossoms, green and tender, 

Which our spring-time scatters round. 

Earth may elsewhere grander gifts be giving 
Than to us, in this our modest living ; 

Nothing new the sun can ever see. 
H^e behold all ages in their glory. 
On those boards which tell our planet's story. 

As they cheat the senses silently. 
Everything in life is but repeated ; 

Always youthful, fancy's flowers unfold : 
What has ne'er been found — is nowhere seated — 

That alone grows never old. 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq.,, F,8,A. 



PUNCH SONG. 

(TO BE SUirO DT NOBTHBBN OOUNTRDEB.) 

Ok the mountain's breezy summit. 
Where the southern sunbeams shine, 
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Kn t)f« »armen ©tra^Ien *rafteii 
3eugt 9latur ben golbnen SBetn* 

Unb nod^ niemanb l^at'd eriunbet, 
ffiie b(e gro§e aRuttcr f*ttjft} 

Unergrunbllt^ ifl bad SCirlcn, 
Uncrforf(!^Uc^ ifl bie ftraft 

gunfclttb mt tin ®o^n bcr (Bonnt, 
SBie bed Sic^ted geuerqueQ, 

©pringt er ptxUnt) aud ber lonn^ 
$urpurn unb trpflaHen^ell. 

Unb erfreuet aHe Sinnen, 

Unb in iebe han^t Sruft 
®iept er ein Balfamifci^ J^offen 

Unb bed Se6end neue Sufi. 

SlBer matt auf unfre 3onen 
gdUt ber @onne fc^rfiged Cic^t; 

9lur bie ©latter fann fie fdrben, 
%htx griid^te reift fie nid^t. 

Dod^ ber 9lorben auc^ »iU leben, 
Unb roa^ lebt, mid f!d^ erfrcun ; 

Datum fcbaffen tpir erfinbenb 
Di^nt ^einftod und ben SIBeim 

Sleid^ nur ifl'd, toas »ir bereiten 
^uf bem l^audlic^en ^(tar ; 

iQa^ 9latur tebcnbig bilbet, 
©lanjenb ift'd unb e»ig War. 

Wber freubig and ber ©d^ale 
(Sc^opfcn »ir bie triibe gfutl^; 

Sludb bie ^un fl ift ^immeldgabe, 
S3orgt f!e gleic^ tjon irb'fdbcr ®IutlJ. 
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iJded bf fheir warming vigor, 
ITatiiie yields the golden wine. 

How the woodzoiie motlier fbnnefli, 
None hate e?er tead aright ; 

Sd fbreyer is lier working, 
And inscrutable her might. 

Sparkling at a son of FhfiBbos, 
As the fieiy sonroe of light, 

From the vat it babbling springeth, 
Fnrple, and as crystal bri^t ; 

And rejoiceth all the senses, 
And in every sorrowing breast 

Ponreth Hope's refreshing balsam, 
And on life bestows new 2sest. 

But their slanting rays all feebly 
On oar zone the sunbeams shoot ; 

They can only tinge the foliage, 
But they ripen ne'er the fhiit 

Tet the North insists on living, 
And what lives, will merry be ; 
>, although the grape is wanting, 
We invent wine cleverly. 

\e the drink we now are offering 
>n the household altar here ; 
what living Nature maketii, 
tarkling is and ever clear. 

IS, from the brimming goblet, 
vin the troubled flood with mirth ; 
but a gift of Heaven, 
x>wed firom the glow of earth. 
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3^rem SBirfen frcigegeBca 
3fl bcr jlraftc groped 9lci<i6; 

9leued bilbenb aud bent ^Iten, 
©teUt fie fl(4 bent ©c^opfer glei^* 

@elb{l bad Sanb ber Slemente 
^rennt i^r l^errfci^enbed ®tiot, 

Unb fie a^mt mtt iperbtdflantntm 
9ta(4 bent ^o^en ^onnengott 

gern^ln ju ben fcPflen 3nfeln 
' !Ri*tet fie ber ®*iffe 8auf, 
Unb bed (Subend golbne grud^te 
©d^uttet fie int Worben auf» 

Drum tin ©iitnbltb unb ein 3^<^«i 

(5ei und biefer geucrfoft, 
SBad ber 3)^enf(^ fid^ fonn ertangen 

aWit bent aSiUen unb ber JlrafU 



'gleifcrfieb. 

SB 0^1 auf, Jtanteraben, aufd $ferb, aitfd |)fn 
3Ttd gelb, in bie grei^cit gejogen! 

3m gelbe, ba ifl ber ^onn nod^ xoa^ oert^, 
Da mirb bad ^erg noc^ gemogen, 

Da tritt fein 2lnberer fur il>n ein, 

^uf ftc^ felber fle^t er ba gattj attein« 

3lud ber SBctt bie grei:^cit t>erf(ft»unbett ijt 
^an fie^t nur ^erren unb ftnedfetc; 

Die galfc^^eit ^crrf^et, bie J&interlifl 
SSei bent feigen ^enfd^engefr^Ied^te. 

Der bent Xob ind ^ngcftcbt fc^auen tana, 

Der ©olbat aUein, ifl ber freie 9Raniil 
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Even strength's dominions boondleM 

'Keath her rule obedient lie ; 
From the old the new she fashions 

With creative energy. 

She the elements' close union 

Severs with her sovereign nod ; 
With the flame upon the altar, 

Emulates the great Sun-God. 

For the distant, happy islands 

Now the vessel sallies forth, 
And the southern fruits, all-golden, 

Fours upon the eager Nortii. 

As a type, then,— as an image, 

Be to us this fiery juice. 
Of the wonders that frail mortals 

Can with steadfast will produce I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



TROOPER'S SONG. 

Up, up, brave comrades I— to horse, to horse I 
To the field where we freedom merit I 

Where still is valued the brave man^s force, — 
Where we weigh in the scale his spirit I 

In war no man for his friend may stand, 

Where each one fights for his own right hand. 

All freedom hath fled from this world of guile. 
But tyrants and serfs remaining ; 

Now flourish l3dng and treason vile. 
O'er cowardly mortals reigning. 

Who looks on death with unblenching brow. 

The soldier alone is the free man now I 




gti^'d) ««^' *" It tad St^*" *^ ' wn. 
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The troubles of life he away hath thrown, 

Small need his for care or sorrow ; 
To meet his fiktehe rides boldly on, 

It may be to-day or to-morrow. 
It may be to-morrow ; then let us to-day 
To the dregs quaff the goblet of time while we may 1 

Our merry lot from the sky falls down, 

We seek not to fill our measure ; 
The bondman grubs in the earth so brown, 

Still weening to lift a treasure ; 
He digs and shovels till life is past, 
And digs but a trench for his grave at last. 

The trooper bold, and his steed so gay, 

Aro hated guests and dreaded ; 
Whero the bride-lamps gleam he will find his way, 

Unasked, to the feast of the wedded ; 
Nor shows he money, nor long he'll plead ; 
With his sword, like a soldier, he'll gain his meed. 

Why weep'st thou, maiden ? — what grieves thee so ? 

Let him go, let him go, I pray thee ; 
He owns no home in this earth below, 

Nor love nor troth can he pay thee. 
His rapid fortune tears him away, 
And therefore his heart with none may stay. 

Then up, brave comrades, and saddle and ride. 
For the fight each bold heart beating ; 

Youth rolls through our veins life's foaming tide, — 
Up I ere time quench the spirit fieeting : 

And whoso casts not his life in the scale, 

To win life's gladness shall surely fail. 

Jff. TT. Duldken. 
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@e6t; ba fl^t er auf ber Statt^ 

^ufred^t fl^t er ba, 
SRit bem SlnflanD; ben er ^tt^ 

^U er 'd Sid^t nod^ fa!^. 

Dodb, tDO ifl bie ftraft ber %anftt, 

3Bo bed ^t^md $au4 
!Der nod^ iungfl gum grofen ®eipe 

Sited ber $feife 9lau(^ ? 

SBo bie %u^tn, falTenl^elle, 
lit bed 9ienntl^ierd ®put 

3a^lten auf bed @rafed SSeOe, 
$(uf bem 3:^au ber Slur? 

Dlefe (Ed^enfel, bie Be^enber 
glo^cn burd) ben ©c^nee, 

Slid ber i&irfc^, ber 3»fln3i0tnber, 
Slid bed Merged 9te^ ? 

Diffe Slrnte, bie ben Sogen 
<Spannten preng unb flraff? 

®e^t, bad Men ifl entflcgenl 
(Bc^t, fte ^angen fd^Iaff I 

SSo^l il^m, er i|l l^ingegangen, 
II^o fein S^nee me^r ifl, 

SSo mit 3Raid bie S^lber i^rangeti, 
©er »on felber fprieft; 

9Bo mit ^ogeln alle StrSud^, 
2Co ber SBalb mit ffiilb, 

S^o mit gif^en aUe Ztid^t 
2u|li0 pnb gefullt. 
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ITADOWBSSIAN DEATH-LAMENT.* 

Qbt the mat he's sitting there : 

See I he sits upright, 
With the same look that he ware 

When he saw the light. 

But where now the hand's clinched weight f 

Where the hreath he drew, 
That to the Great Spirit late 

Forth the pipe-smoke blew ? 

Where the eyes, that, falcon-keen, 

Marked the rein-deer pass. 
By the dew upon the green. 

By the waving grass ? 

These the limbs, that, unconfined, 

Bounded through the snow. 
Like the stag, the twenty-tyned, 

Like the mountain roe I 

These the arms, that, stout and tense, 

Did the bow-string twang I 
See, the life is parted hence I 

See, how loose they hang I 

Well for him I he's gone his ways 

Where are no more snows ; 
Where the fields are decked with maize, 

That unplanted grows ;-— 

Where with beasts of chase each wood. 

Where with birds each tree. 
Where with fish is every flood 

Stocked full pleasantly. 

• Sec Notoy. 
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SKit t>en Odjlern fjieidt tx brobm, 

£ie^ und ^ier attein, 
S)af tpir feine 3:^aten Io(m 

Vint if^n fd^arren elm 

©ringct l^er bit Icjten ®aBen, 
@timmt tie Xobtenflag'I 

sued fet mit il^m (egraben, 
SBad i:^n freuen maq. 

itQt if^m unterd |)aupt bit Stile, 

Die cr tapfer fd^wang, 
SBud^ bed Saren fctte SttuU, 

£enn ber SBeg ifllang; 

au4 bad SRcjfcr, fdbarf gefd^liffeii. 

Dad t>om gfinbed!opf 
9lafd) mit brci gefd^irften 6)rijfftt 

©c^aitc i&aut unb ©c^opf; 

garkn aud^, ben Seib ;|u malcn, 
(Stedft ibm in bie ^anb, 

£a§ er rot^Ii^ moc^e flra^Ien 
3n bcr ©eelen ?anb» 



5)a0 §tefle0fe^ 

|)riam0 gc^c toax gefunfen, 
2:roia \a^ in ©cbutt unb ®tauJ, 
Unb bie (^ried)cn, |Icgedtrun!en, 
3flei^ belaben mit bcm fRanh, 
<5a§en auf ben fcoben Sc^iffen, 
SSngd bed ^eUedpontod ©tranb, 
?luf ber frozen gabrt be(^riffen 
9la^ bcm fc^ouen ©ricd)enlanb. 

64U[(t« f&mmtl. SDerte. L 9 
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He above with spirits feeds ;— 

We, alone and dim, 
Left to celebrate his deeds, 

And to bury him. 

Bring the last sad offerings hitbar i 

Chant the death lament ! 
All inter with him together, 

That can him content. 

'Neath his head the hatchet hide, 

That he swung so strong ; 
And the beards ham set beside, — 

For the way is long ;— 

Then the knife,— sharp let it be, — 

That from foeman's crown, 
Quick, with dexterous cuts but three, 

Skin and tuft brought down ;— 

Paints, to smear his frame about. 

Set within his hand, 
That he redly may shine out 

In the spirits' land. 

N. L. Frothingham. 



THE FEAST OF VICTORY. 

Priam's bulwark walls were sunken — 

Troy in dust aud ashes lay — 
And the Greeks, with victory drunken, 

Richly laden with their prey, 
On their towering navies seated. 

Lined the Hellespontic strand. 
And a happy welcome greeted 

To their beauteous Fatherland. 
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©Hrnmtt an tie frozen Siebcrl 
!Denn bem t)atertid^en ^rb 
®inb bit @(^iffe augefel^rt, 
Unb gur ^eimatl^ ge^t td mi^er* 

Unb in (angen gtti^en, flagmb, 
®af ber Xroierinnen ®(^aar^ 
®d^mer39oU an bie Srufle fd^lagenb, 
Sleic^; mit aufgeldi^tent $aar* 
3n bad witbe gefl ber greuben 
SRifd^ten fit ben SBel^gefans, 
SBeinenb urn bad eigne Seiben 
3n bed Sleid^ed Untergang. 
Sebe tDo^I, geliebter SobenI 
Son ber fu^cn ^eimat:^ fern 
golgen tpir bem fremben $errrt. 
^6^ toit Qludiidi (fnb bie Xobtenl 

Unb ben ^o^en ®6ttern jiinbet 
Jtald^ad ie^t bad Opfer an; 
9)aUad, bie bie Stable gritnbet 
Unb 3crtriimmert, ruft er an, 
Unb 5lcptun, ber urn bie 8anbet 
©einen SBogengiirtel f^Iingt, 
Unb ben S^ni, ben ©cftrerfenfenber, 
!£)er bie ^egid graufenb fc^ivingt 
^udgeflritten, audgerungen 
3(1 ber lange, fcftwere ©treit, 
audgefiillt ber itrcid ber 3^^t, 
Unb bie grope <5tabt begtpungen* 

Sltreud' (So^n, ber gixrjl ber ©d^aaren, 
Ueberfa^ ber poller Sal^I, 
jDie mit i^m gegogen tvaren 
Sinfl in bed ©famanberd Zl^aU 
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''Sing we then in joyfhl measures I 
To our hearths— the hearths of Gfeeoe— 
Sail we hack in glorious peace. 

Now for home and peaceful pleasures I" 

And in lengthened files lamenting 

Sate the dames of Ilion there, 
In deep groans their misery venting. 

Pale, with loose disheveled hair. 
Mixed with riot's wild excesses 

Rose their choral strains of woe, 
Mourning for their own distresses 

In their Country's overthrow. 
" Fare thee well, thou soil so cherished ! 

Now, by stranger victors led, 

Follow we their lordly tread — 
Ah I how happy they that perished I'» 

To the High Immortals' praises 

Calchas bids his altars smoke : 
Pallas first, who cities raises 

And subverts, his prayers invoke ; 
Neptune, who his girding Ocean 

Bound imprisoned Earth has curled ; 
Jove, who scatters wild commotion 

From his iEgis o'er the world. 
Fought the fight — the struggle ended — 

Of those years of blood and crime ; 

Filled the circling orb of Time ; 
Mighty Ilion low extended ! 

Atreus' son, the host's commander. 
Numbered o'er the tribes he led 

Erst to battle, where Scamander 
Bolls along his gulfy bed. 
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Vint be« Aummerd ftnfhrc JBotfe 
309 fl(6 urn bed ftSnigd SKd; 
Son bent (ergefu^rten Solle 
Srac^t' er 9Ben*ge nur gurud« 
Drum erjebe fro^c Jieber, 
SBer bie ^eimat^ toieber ^(t, 
SBem nodi frifc^ bad SeSen btii^tl 
S)enn nid^t aUe fe^ren toi^ber« 

aUe nl(%t, bie toieber tt^xtn, 
3Ro0en fid^ bed ^eimgugd freun, 
9n ben l^audlici^en SUamt 
ilann ber TOorb bereitet feln. 
Wandber ftel burd^ greunbedtud^ 
Den bie blufge ©c^Iad^t t>erfe^(t! 
©prac^'d U(9$ mit SBarnungdMiA^ 
Son attl^enend ®ei{t befeelt ' 

®Iiic!Ii(^, went ber Oattin Sreite 
9lein unb feufd^ bad £aud imaf^xtl 
'l)cnn bad ?BeiB ifl falfd&er «rt, 
Unb bie ^rge liebt bad 9leue* 

Unb bed frifcft erfampften ffieibed 

greut fi(^ ber Sltrib, unb fhirft 

Urn ben 9lei) bed fcbonen Seibed 

©cine 3(rme bod^begliicft 

S36fed 2Berf mug unter(^e]^en^ 

fRad^t folgt ber gret>eltl^at; 

Denn gere^t in $imme(d66l^ett 

ffialtet bed itronibcn Sflat^. 
Sofed mup mit 93ofem enben; 
2(n bem fre\)elnben ©efd^Iedbt 
Sflad^et 3eud bad ©afledrec^t, 
SBagenb mit .^ered^ten ^anbett 
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Then the douds of grief dark dustered 
O'er the monarch's altered brow—- 

Of the ranks he lately mustered 
Few were home returning now. 

Let your Joyful hymns be chanted, 
Ye who live for blessed Peace — 
Ye who hail your native Greece— 

Though return to all not granted I 

Kot by all, in peace returning, 

May the joys of home be shared ; 
At your household altars burning, 

Murder hath the torch prepared. 
Perish by domestic treason 

Many spared the battle's choice— 
Thus proclaimed the power of reason 

Through Ulysses' warning voice. 
Happy he, for whom unchanging 

Truth rests ever pure enshrined. 

False, alas I is woman-kind, 
And the false ones ever ranging. 

MenelUus blest embraces 
The reconquered prize of fight, 

And around her captive graces 
Wreaths his arms in proud delight. 

Short the space to evil given— 
Yengeance tracks the deed of crime ; 

Saturn's son aloft in Heaven 

Holds his judgment seat sublime. 

" 111 for ill "—the sentence spoken — 
"Evil for the evil deed I" 
Yengeance sure hath Jove decreed 

For the laws of guest-right broken. 
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8Bo(T bem ®(ucfltd^en ma^'^i lientfit, 

Sfluft Oileu«' tapfrer ©o^n, 

jDir Slrgierenben ju ru^men 

Sluf bem l^o^en ^immeUt^ron! 

D^ne SQa^I ))ert^et(t bit ®abfn, 

C^nc Sittigfeit bad Oludf ; 

jDenn ^atrotlud (iegt ^egraben, 

Unb Xl^erflted fommt ^urucf ! 
SBeil bad ®(ucf aud fetnen Sonnm 
t>it ®efd^i(!e btinb t^erflreut, 
greuf ffd^ unb iaud^^e i^eut, 
S3er bad Sebendlood gewonneni 

3a ber itricg \)erf(!^nngt bte Scffen! 
Smig tDerbe btin gebad^t, 
Sruber, Ui ber ©ried^en geflen, 
jDer ein Zi^uxm mar in ber (5d^(a(^t» 
T)a ber ©riec^en ©d^iffe brannten, 
SBar in beinem ^rm bad $eit; 
!Do(^ bem @d}(auen; Sielgetpanbten 
aCarb ber fc^one 5>reid ju $^eiU 
griebe beinen ^eiPgen 9leflenl 
9{i(^t ber SeinD ^at bicb entrajft 
%iax fiel burc^ ^Ijaj: Stxa% 
2lc^, ber 3orn »erberbt bie ©ejleni 

Dem Srjcugcr je^t bem gro^en, 
©ie^t 9ieoptoIem bed 3©eind: 
Unter aUen irb'fc^en Soofen, 
^o^er 55ater, preif i(^ beind* 
25on bed ^(Un^ ©litem aUen 
3)1 ber SHubm bad ^oc^fle bod^; 
S53enn ber ^cxh in &auh jerfaflcn^ 
2ebt ber grope ^amt noc^. 
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"Weil the Happy 'tis befittiiig,»» 

Cried OUeus' valiant son, 
^* To extol the immortals, sitting 

On their high celestial throne. 
Fortnne, hlind of choice, disposes 

Each to each the fatal urns, 
Since Ffttroclus dead reposes, 

And Thersites home returns. 
Bat if she, the dimly sighted, 

Becks not where the prize shall fkll« 

Let him laugh and shout withal, 
Who on life's best lot hath lighted. 

"Yes— still War the best devours. 

Ever shall thy fame resound, 
Brother I in our festal bowers, 

Who a tower in fight wast found. 
When the Grecian fleet was burning. 

In thine arm our safety lay. 
Though deep craft, with practiced turning 

Bore the radiant prize away. 
Peace be to thine ashes cherished I 

'Twas not thine to die in fight — 

Ajax fell by Ajax' might — 
Ah 1 through rage the best have perished. "- 



Pouring to his mighty father, 

Neoptolemus the wine— 
"Of all earthly lots, I'd rather, 

Grodlike parent I thine were mine. 
Of all blessings life can number 

Highest far is deathless Fame — 
When in dust our bodies slumber, 

Still survives the heroic name. 
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Sapfret, beined 9lu^me« ®d6immer 
SBirb unflrrblic^ fein im Sieb; 
S>enn bad irb^d^e eeben flie^t, 
Unb bie Xobttn bauern imnter* 

SBmn bed Siebed @timmen fci^ivdgeii, 
fRon bent ubermunbnen Wantt, 
@o tDtU ii^ fur |)eftorn geugen, 
^ub bet ©ol^n bed Ipbeud an, — 
£)er fur feine ^audaltSre 
Jtdmpfenb, ein 95ef(^irmer, flel — 
Stxint ben ©ieger gr5§re ffijre, 
e^retil^n bad f^onre Biell 
jDer fur feine ^audaltare 
Aampfenb fant, ein @(^irm unb ^ori^ 
au^ in gcinbed TOunbe fort 
Sebt i^m feined 9lamend S^re. 

Weflor ie^t, ber alte 3ed&er, 

Dcr brci SRenfd^enalter fa^, 

Sleicftt ben laubumfran^ten Seeder 

Der betbranten ^duha : 

2:rinr i:^n aud, ben Xranf ber 8ttB<^ 

Unb vergi§ ben <;ro§cn ©(^merjl 

SBunber^oU i(l Saccfeud ®abe, 

Salfam fiird acrriffne ^tx^, 
ZxinV i^n au€, ben Jranf ber iabt, 
Unb t>ergi§ ben gro§en @(^mer)l 
Balfam fiird aerriffne ^erj, 
3Bunbert>oII ifl Sacd^ud ®a(e* 

Denn aud^ SflioU, bem f^weren 
3orn ber ^immlif^en ein ^itl, 
Sto^ttt bie grud^t ber Slebren, 
Unb bejwang bad ©c^meragcfi^U 
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ThuB gieat hero I shall thy gloiy 

Be immortal in our lays ; 

And, though earthly life decays, 
Ever live the dead in story.'' 

*' Is there none the song that raises 

For the foe who bravely died V 
I'll then utter Hector's praises," — 

Tydeus' generous offspring cried — 
^^ Who his country's rights defended, 

For her altars doomed to fall. 
Be the Victor's crown more splendid-— 

His, the Patriot's nobler call I 
Who, his household Gods defending. 

Falls in tight, a shield and stay, 

Even in the foeman's lay, 
His renown shall live, unending." 

Nestor now — that brave old speaker 
Thrice the age of man had seen — 

Tends the ivy-crown6d beaker 
To the tearful Phrygian queen : 

"Drink thereout the drink of gladness. 
And forget thy bitter smart I 

Wondrous sweet the wine-god's madness — 
Balsam for the tortured heart. 

Drink thereout the drink of gladness. 
And forget thy bitter smart I 
Balsam for the tortured heart — 

Wondrous sweet the wine-god's madness. 

"Niobe — the heavy anger 
Of the Gods, who sorest rued, 

Let the comforter liarangue her. 
And her bosom's pangs subdued. 

24 
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S)enn fo lang bit ithtn^ntJU 
@d^aumet an ber Si))))en 9tanb, 
3fi ber ©camera in Set^ed SBeOc 
^iff t)erfen!t unb fefigebanntl 
jCenn fo (ang bie SebendqueDe 
%n bet 2ii)pfn 9lanbe [(^aumi^ 
3fl ber 3ammer torggetraumt, 
gortgefpiUt in ittf^t^ ffieOe. 

Qnb t)on il^^rem ®ott ergriffdt, 
^ub f!(^ if^t bie @e]^enn, 
S3ti(fte S9on ben ^ol^en ©d^iffen 
9la(^ bem 9laud^ ber ^eimat^ !^iiu 
9lau4 iP aUed irb'fd^e ffiefen; 
93ie bed X)ampfed @au(e toe^t, 
(S^minben a0e Srben9ro§en; 
9lur bie ©otter bleiben flat. 
Urn ba« «Rof be« SReiterd f*t»eBeti, 
Urn ba« ©c^iff bie ©orgen l^er; 
SJ^orgen fonnen loir'd nt^t mel^r, 
jDarum lapt und ^eute lebenl 



<^fdge bet @ere$. 

3fi ber ^olbe Sen^ erf^icnen? 
^at bie Srbe ftc^ oerjiingt? 
£)ie befonnten ^itgel gritnen, 
Unb bc« gifed 9linbe fpringt 
2lu« ber ©trome blauem ©piegel 
Sacbt ber unbetoolfte S^n^t 
SKilber toe^en 3epbpr« gliigel, 
Slugen tttiht bad junge Sleid* 
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Thffli, while life's foil stream is drunken, 

Baised the mourner's lips to lave, 
Be all grief &st banned, and sunken 

Deep in the Lethsean wave I 
Thus, while mourners comfort borrow 

From Life's full o'erflowing stream, 

Lethe^ waters, like a dream, 
Shall dissolve the plaints of sorrow." 

O'er the ships Cassandra bending 

On her Country's ashes gazed, 
Watched the pillared smoke ascending, 

And her voice prophetic raised. 
*^ Like yon smoke's ascending column. 

Earthly grandeur's eddying glide : 
Such the rolls of Life's dark volume. 

—Nothing but the Gods abide. 
With the horseman rideth sorrow — 

O'er the steersman tempest lowers. 

Live to-day I the day is ours — 
None of us may know To-morrow." 

Jchn Herman Merimle^ Esq., F,8.A.^ 
and Lord Francis Egerton, 



LAMENT OF CERES. 

Has the Spring come, sweetly beaming ? 

Earth put on her youth again ? 
Sunny, grassy hills are gleaming. 

Elvers burst their icy chain. 
Mirrored on the streamlet's breast. 

Smile the blue, unclouded skies ; 
By the balmiest gales caressed, 

Each young twig hath buds, like eyes. 
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3tt ^tm ^aitt ertoadften iiittt, 
Unb bit Dreabe fprid^t: 
Dcine Slumcn fel^ren wleber, 
Deine Xod^tcr ferret ni^t 

^6^ tt)ie (ang ifl'd, ba$ id^ maOe 
(^u^enb burd^ ber Srbe glurl 
3:itatt, beine ©tra^Ien atte 
©anbf id^ na^ ber t^euren @))Ut; 
Xtintt ^at mir nod^ t)er!ttnbet 
Son bem (ieben Sngeffd^t, 
Unb ber %a^, ber atted ^nbet, 
!Die SJerlorne fanb er nid^t 
^a(l bu, 3eu«, fie mir entrijfent 
^at, »on i^rem Sleij gerul^rt, 
3u bed Dr!u« fd^tparsen gluffen 
9)Iuto (le ^inabgefu^rt? 

^er totrb nad^ bem buflern @tranbe 
3J^eined ®rame« Sote fein? 
gtrig ^o^t ber ita^n \)om 8anbe^ 
jDo(^ nur ©d^atten nimmt er tixu 
3ebem fePgen 5lug' \)erfd&!offett 
Sleibt baiS nadjtli^e ®ejilb, 
Unb fo lang ber @tvr geflojfen, 
ZxuQ er fein Icbenbig 93ilb. 
Slieber fii^ren taufenb ©teige, 
Jteiner fiibrt gum Xag guritc!; 
3bre X^rSnen bringt fein S^^^^ 
25or ber bangen SJ^utter 93li(f. 

SRutter, bie aui 9)vrr^a« ©tamme^ 
©terblic^e, geboren (inb, 
Diirfen burc^ be« ®rabe0 S^amme 
Solgen bem geliebten Jtinb ; 
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Hear the wakened wood-birds sing I 
Hark I a wood-nymph calls to me : 

'* Lo I thy flowers come back with Spring, 
But thy daughter — where is she ?" 

Would this weary life were spent I 

Would this fruitless search were o'er I 
Titan, all thy beams I've sent 

Her far wanderings to explore. 
Not one beam hath chanced to fall 

On that dear and blessed face ; 
And the Day, that findeth all. 

Of my lost one finds no trace. 
Thunderer I hast tlwu stolen my child, 

Tempted by her youthful charms ? 
Or to Orcus' gloomy wild 

Hath she sunk in Pluto's arms ? 



Who will seek that gloomy strand 

On my errand of despair ? 
Charon's boat puts forth from land, — 

None but shadows can cross there I 
Happy eyes may not behold 

What is hid in that vast grave ; 
Since the sullen Styx hath rolled, 

Hath no mortal crossed his wave. 
Thousand paths lead down, but none 

Upward to the light appears ; 
To the mother, sad and lone. 

Come no tidings of her tears. 

Mothers, that from Pyrrha came 
Mortal, have a fate more mild ; 

They may through the grave's deep flame 
Follow the beloved child ; 



186 

Only they, who dwell with Jove, 

Are forbid that gloomy strand ; 
Only they, who dwell above, 

Feel not, Fates, your iron hand. 
Hunge me in the night of nights 

From these mansions of the Blest I 
Honor not the Goddess' rights, 

Torments to the mother's breast. 

By the dusky monarch's side. 

Joyless throned, to her I'd go ; 
With the shadowy throng I'd glide 

Near the Queen of all below. 
Ah I her eyes, bedimmed with tears. 

Seek in vain the golden light, 
"Wander off to other spheres, — 

But no mother greets her sight I 
Ah I she may not see her more. 

On her breast she may not sleep. 
Till, with tears ne'er shed before. 

E'en the rugged Orcus weep I 

Idle wish I tears thrown away I 

Calmly on its steady course 
Rolls the chariot of day ; 

Jove's resolve must still have force. 
Far away from tliat dark shore 

He hath turned his blessed head ; 
Once borne thither, nevermore 

Can she leave the shadowy dead. 
Till those bitter waves, subsiding. 

With Aurora's colors glow. 
Till, through Hell's dominion gliding, 

Iris draws her shiuini; bow. 
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3fl mix tii^td Don i^r gebliAen? 
9li(i^t ein fuf erinnernb 9)fanb, 
jDap bie gerneti ffd^ nod^ (iebnii 
Aeine @))ur ber t^euren ^anb? 
j(nu))fet fid^ tein Siebedhtoten 
3wif^cn jtinb unb 9Rutter an? 
3tt>if(^en Srbenben unb Sobten 
3fl !ein Sunbnip aufgetban? 
9lein, nic^t ^an) ifl f{e entfloben! 
9lrin, toir f{nb nic^t gan^ getrenntl 
J^aben und bie etoig ^o^en 
Sine ©prad^e bo^ t)ergonntI 

SBenn bed grublingd j^inber fierbnt, 
S3enn )>on 9lorbed taltem $au(^ 
Slatt unb ©(umc f!d^ entfarben, 
Xraurig flebt ber nadte ®ttaud^, 
^t^m^ id^ mix ba« bod^f^e 2eben 
$(ud Scrtumnud' rcicbem ^orn, 
Dpfcrnb cd bent ©tpj: ju geben, 
^ir be« ©amen« golbne^ Stoxn^ 
Xrauernb fcnf ic^'d in bie Srbe, 
£eg' ed an bed j^inbed ^eq, 
jDa§ cd cine ©prad^e »erbe 
gjleiner Cicbe, meinem ^d^mtx^. 

gubtt ber gleidfee lanj ber ^oren 
greubig nun ben Senj gurudf, 
SCirb bai3 Xobte neu geboren 
Son ber ©onne ?ebendblidf. 
Sttimt, bie bent Sluge flarben 
3n ber Srbe faltem ©d^oo§, 
3n bad i^titxt JReicb ber garbeii 
^ingen fie flc^ freubig (od. 
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Left slie nothing for her mother f 

Not one sweet memorial pledge, 
That the aheent love each other ? 

Nought my sorrow to assuage ? 
Twines there no undying bond 

Bound the living and the dead? 
From the mother, &ithfhl, fond, 

Has the daughter wholly fled ? 
No I I am not all bereft I 

No I there is one bond of union ; 
For one language still is left, 

In which we may hold communion. 

When the Spring's dear children &11, 

When the chilly North-wind blows, 
And the leaves are shaken all 

From the naked, cheerless boughs, 
Then I chose an offering 

From Vertumnus' plenteous horn ; 
Then to gloomy Styx I fling 

Choicest grains of golden com ; 
Sadly sink them in the earth, 

Lay them to my daughter's heart ; 
Soon a language springs to birth. 

Which can all I feel impart. 



When returning Spring comes, led 

By the Hours in circling dance. 
Then shall wake the slumbering dead 

'Neath the sun's all-quickening glance I 
(xerms, that seemed to sink and die 

In the cold, dark lap of earth. 
Soon shall hail the generous sky, 

Bealm where colors all come forth. 
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SBenn bet @tamm aum ^immel tXUtf 
@u(^t bie SBurgel f(^ bie 9ta(l(ft 
®Iei(^ in i(^re ^fi^ege t^eilet 
@i(^ ber @t9)r, bed Set^erd SRad^t 

$a!b berul^ren f!e ber Zobtett, 
ibalb ber Sebenben ®ebiet; 
Slc^, fie flnb mir t^cure Sotcii^ 
@u§e ©timmen t)om (Eoc^t! 
^alt er glei^ f!e felbfl t>erfdbIo{fm 
3n bem fc^auenooneu @4(tt^b, 
aud bed gru^lingd jiungeit ®|)roffeii 
giebet mir ber l^olbe 9Runb, 
jDa§ aud^ fern loom golbnen Sagi^ 
SQo bie ^d^atten traurig 3ie(n, 
Siebenb no^ ber Sufen fc^Iage, 
3artn^ noc^ bie ^ergen glul^n* 

D fo Ia§t eu(^ frol^ begrit^en, 
Jtinber ber t)erjiingten %ix\ 
Suer Jteld^'fod iiberfliegen 
Son bed 9le!tard reinflcm S^an* 
Zaudben miU id^ euc^ in Straiten, 
antt ber 3rid f^onjlem 8i(^t 
SBia ic^ eure flatter malen, 
®Ieic^ Sturorend Rngcficbt 
3n bed gcnjed beiterm ®Iange 
iBefe iebe aarte ©ru|l, 
3n bed ^erbfled »ellem Grange 
9Reinen ©d^mera unb meine Suft 



188 

They ahall bloom in upper air, 
While the root steals down to night, 

Konrished by the tender care 
Both of Styx, and Heaven's light 

Half in Plato's kingdom drear, 

Half in upper day they grow, 
Messengers to me most dear, 

Sweetest tones from her below ; 
Though he holds her in his power, 

Close confined in that dark dwelling, 
Yet in every young Spring flower 

I can hear her sweet lips telling. 
That, though far from golden day, 

"Where the mournful shadows go — 
Yet the heart beats true alway 

With its earliest, warmest glow. 



Children of the Spring, just blowing, 

Heartily I welcome you I 
May your cups be overflowing 

With the nectar's purest dew I 
I will bathe you in the sun ; 

With the rainbow's fairest light 
Paint your leaflets, every one. 

Like the face of morning bright. 
In the Spring's inspiring glance. 

Then shall every tender breast— 
Or when leaves in Autumn dance— 

Bead my griefs—my joys— expressed. 

John 8. Dfoight. 
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Pas c^feuHrdle 3fefL 

SDinbet ^nm Stxan^t ^ie go(t>enen Se^reti, 
glec^tet and^ b(aue Spanen ^ineinl 
grcube fofl jcbe^ Slugc ucrftarett, 
Denn bic J^onigin gie^ct ein, 
Die Seaa^merin »i(t>cr ©tttcn, 
Die ben ^enfc^en aunt Stenf^en gefeQ^ 
Unb in friebli*e, fejle ^iittett 
aCanbelte bad be»egli(^e Stlt 

@(i^eu in bed ®ebirged Stlnfttti 
Sarg ber Xroglobpte fld^; 
Der 9lomabe lie§ bie Slriften 
ffiiifle liegen, too er (Irid^. 
aWtt bent SCurffpieg, mit bent Sogeii 
©(^rttt ber 3agcr burc^ bad 8anb ; 
2Bc^ bent grembling, ben bie SDogm 
SBarfen an ben Ungltiddflranbl 

Unb auf i^rent 5^fab begru^te, 
3trenb na(^ bed Jitinbed ©pur, 
Sered bie ^erlaffne ^fijle, 
Slc^, ba grunte feine glur! 
Da§ f!e ^ter t>ertraulic^ »eile, 
3(1 !ein Cbbad^ i^r gewa^rt; 
J^eined Slempeld Ifeeitre ©aule 
3eui}et, ba§ man ®6tter e^rt 

Aeine grud^t ber fii§en 2le^ren 
?abt aunt reinen SWa^I fie ein; 
9lur auf gra§(ic^en Stltaren 
Dorrct ntenfc^lic^ed ®ebein. 
3a, fo roeit fte »anbernb freijle, 
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THE FESTIVAL OF ELEXJSIS. 

Bknd to a garland the gold wheat-ear, 

Weave with its kernels the violet^s dye, 
Joy from all faces be beaming dear. 

For the Queen herself, the Queen drawB nigh ; 
She, every barbarous passion quelling,^ 

Making man with lus fellow consent, 
And into a peaceful, settled dwelling 

Turning his rude and wandering tent. 

In the shyest mountain cleft 

Held the Troglodyte abode ; 
Waste and bare the plains were left, 

Where the roving Komad trode. 
With the arrow, with the bow, 

Banged the hunter through the land ; 
Woe betide the stranger, woe I 

Cast upon the luckless strand. 

On the search for her lost daughter, 

To these coasts, so rude and drear, 
Ceres' wandering steps had brought her ; 

Ah I no fertile fields appear I 
To detain her footsteps there. 

No built roof its welcome rears ; 
No proud temple's columns fair 

Tell that man the Gods reveres. 

No sweet fruits of harvest reach 

For her use their holy food : 
Human bones all ghastly bleach 

On the altar's pillar rude. 
And where'er her steps she turns, 
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fiani f!e Slenb uberad, 
UxCt) in i^rem gro§tn ®e{{le 
3ammert (le M 9Renf^ett gaO. 

ginV i* fo ben Slenf^cn toieber, 
Dem toir unfcr SilD gelic^n, 
Dfffen fc^ongeflaUe ®Heber 
jDroben im Dl9m))ud b(u(n? 
®aien mir i^m gum Seff^e 
Wlc^t ber grbe ©Stterfd^ooJ, 
Unb auf fetnem Aonig^fl^e 
©c^ttjeift cr elenb, ^eimat^Iod? 

gu^It fein ®ott mit {(m erbarmen? 
Sttxntx avL^ bet ©el'gen S^or 
^cbet i^n mit SBunberarmcn 
9lud ber tiefen ©c^mac^ empor? 
3n bed ^immeld fel'gen ^ol^en 
Slu^ret (le nic^t frember ©demerit 
£)od^ ber iDtenfc^^eit ^ngfl unb SBel^en 
gii^Iet mein gequalted J^erj, 

©a§ ber SWenfd^ gum 9)lenf(^en toerbc^ 
©tiff er einen tto'^tn Sunb 
®laubig mit ber frommen Srbe, 
©einem mutterlic^en ®runb, 
(S^re bad ®efc0 ber 3eitett 
Unb ber OTonbe beiPgen ®ang, 
fflel(^e jha gemeffen fc^reiten 
3m metobifd^en ®efang. 

Unb ben ^tM t^eilt fie leife^ 
©er ben ffllicfen (le 'otxi^uUt ; 
9)lo0ltc^ in ber SBilben J^reife 
@teit (le \>a, ein ®dtterbilb* 
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Sees she but a fallen fitte, 
And her generous spirit bomB, 
Sorrowing over man's lost state. 

Is it thu8«I find his nature. 

Which we cast in our own mould ? 
Whose divinely-modeled stature 

In Olympus we behpld ? 
Gkive we not to him the earth 

As a Grod^s grant to possess ? 
And that realm of regal worth 

Boams he wretched, mansionlesB ? 

Will no Gk)d to pity warm ? 

None of all th' immortal race 
Stretch a wonder-working arm, 

Lift him from his deep disgrace ? 
In their heavenly, blest domain, 

They are dull to others' smart ; 
Yet does human dearth and pain 

Beach and wring my troubled heart. 

If man would become man's brother. 

Let him be in compact bound, 
Cordial, with his pious mother. 

With the all-sustaining ground ; 
Let him honor seasons, times. 

Trace the moon's pure course along ; 
Their calm movement ever chimes 

One melodious, endless song. 

And she softly bursts the cloud 
That detained her from their sight, 

And at once, 'inid that wild crowd, 
Stands revealed,— a form of light I 
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€$tt)eTf)enb (ei btm @iege«mal^Ie 
gint>et fie bie roftc ©^aar, 
Unb bie blutgefuate @(!^de 
Sringt man i^r aunt C)){tr bar* 

Vbtx fc^aubernb, mit Sntfe^en 
SQenbet fie f{(!6 weg unb f))ri4tt 
Slut'ge 2:igerma^(e ne^en 
eintd dotted Sippen ni(!^t 
gieine Opfer toiti tx ^aben, 
gruAtc, bie ber ^erbfl befci^ert, 
g^it bed grlbed frommen ®abett 
fflirb ber J&eilige t)ere^rt. 

Unb fie nimmt bie SBud^t bed ©peered 
9(ud bed 3agerd ranker $anb; 
ma bem ©d^aft bed Worbi)eme^red 
gurd^et fie ben leic^ten ©anb, 
9{immt 'oon i^red Jtran^ed ©pi^e 
ginen Sttxn, mit ^roft QefiiUt, 
©enft il^n in bie jarte SRi^e, 
Unb ber Zxxth bed j^eimed fc^wittt* 

Unb mit griinen ^almen f^mudfet 
©id^ ber ©oben alfobalb, 
Unb fowcit bad Sluge bltdfet, 
SCogt ed »ie ein golbner fflatb* 
Jacket nb fcgnet fie bie Srbe, 
glid^t ber erflen ®arbe ©unb, 
ffia^It ben Sclbflein flc^ jum ^erbe^ 
Unb ed fpric^t ber ®6ttin 3Runb; 

Sater 3^"^/ ber iiber aUe 
abetter ^crrfd^t in 5lftl)erd ^ol&n. 
Dap bied Dpfer bir gefalle, 
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Hot were they with feast and slaughter, 
When among their horde she stood, 

And their savage shell they hrought her 
Frothing with their foeman's hlood. 

Horror thrilled her frame the while, 

And she turned away her head ; 
*' Bloody tiger-meals defile 

Ne'er a God's pure lips,'' she said. 
*' Stainless offerings are our pleasure, 

Fruitage which the fields afford ; 
With the Autumn's harvest treasure 

Will the Holy be adored." 

And she takes the spear-staff's weight 

From the hunter's rugged hand ; 
With its point of deadly fate 

Furrows she the yielding sand ; 
Plucks from out her bearded crown 

One small grain of hidden might ; 
Sinks it in its small trench down. 

And it swells and shoots to light. 

And with green blade instantly 

Does the ground its breadth adorn. 
And, as far as eye can see, 

Waves like golden boughs the com. 
Smiling blesses she the earth. 

The first gathered sheaf she binds, 
Plants the field-stone for a hearth, — 

Utterance then the Goddess finds. 

•' Father Jupiter, who reignest 

O'er all Gods in upper air. 
That t' accept our gi^; thou deignest, 
25 
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?o§ c!n Sficfeptt i^^t gefd^ct^n ! 
Unt) bent ungliicffel'Qcn ^oitt, 
Txii bt(^, ^o^er, no(^ nic^t ntnnt, 
9limm l^inmrci bed ^uged 93oI!f, 
2)ap ed feinen ®ett ertcnnt! 

Unb ed bott btr ®^wefler Sle^m 
3cud auf feinem tfohtn ®i0 ; 
£)cnnernb aud ben blauen ^o^en 
SCirft cr ben gejacften 8H^* 
^raffelnb fdngt e<$ an gu loten, 
J^ebt ftd^ mirbelnb t>om 9(tar, 
Unb bariiber fdfewebt in bo^en 
itretfen fein gefc^toinber ^ar» 

Unb gerufert ju ber ^errfd^erin 5u§M 
©turjt fi(^ ber ^IJ^enge frcubtg ©ewu^I, 
Unb bie rofeen Seel en jerfliegen 
3n ber 3)^enfcfelid)feit erjlcm ®efu^I, 
SBerfen oon ft(^ bie blutige SBe^rc, 
Deffnen ben biijlergebunbenen ©inn, 
Unb empfangen bie gottlidfee Se^re 
^ud bem 'iD^unbe ber ^onigin* 

Unb tton ibren Ibronen fleigen 
5lUe ^immlifcbcn berab, 
Jbcmie felbcr fiibrt ben SReigen, 
Unb mit bem gere&ten ©tab 
^ipt fie jebem fcine SRccbte, 
©e^et felbjl ber ©ranje ©tein, 
Unb bed ©tpr ^erborgne 3Wac^te 
Sabet fie ju 3f"iJ<^" p^"^ 

Unb e« !ommt ber ®ott ber gjfe, 
3eud' erftnbuniioreicber ©o^n, 




1.1. p. 142. 
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\t some omen now declare, 
from this ill-fated race, 
ho thy name have never known, 
Lest 1 every dark cloud chase, 
lat they may the Godhead own." 

his sister^s earnest cry 
imes before the high-throned Sire ; 
Qdering from the clear blue sky, 
ies his bolt of Jagged fire. 

the altar, crackling bright, 
»rth its whirling columns pours ; 
1 them, wheeled in circling flight, 
3 his swift-winged eagle soars. 

he feet of the Goddess, with raptured devotion, 
le multitude press and bend the knee, 

their rough souls melt with glad emotion 

the first warm gush of humanity. 

away they throw the murderous steel, 
ad open their darkly-fastened mind, 

the heavenly teaching receive and feel 
•om the queenly friend of human kind. 

n the throne of his domain, 
raight descends each helpful God ; 
nis leads the immortal train, 
her hand the righteous rod ; 
she metes to each his right ; 
ints herself the boundary stone, 
the Styx's mystic might 
lis to witness what is done. 

Q amidst the forge's blaze 
•mes the inventive son of Jove ; 
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Sittner !un(lttd^er ®ef5§e, 
.$)0(!^gcle^rt in @rj unt Ziion. 
Unt> ft le^rt bie Jtunfl ber 3a«8< 
Unt> t>fr ©lafebalge 3^9 ; 
Unter fetncd ^ammerd 3n><JttS^ 
Silbet fld^ auerfl t)er 9)flu9. 

Unb TOinewa, :^o^ ttor affen 
SRagfitb mit gcwiti^t'gem ©peer, 
£d§t bit ©timme mac^ttg flatten 
Unb gebeut bent Ootter^cer. 
gcjle ^auern mid fie grunben, 
3ebem @^u0 unb (Sc^irm gu fein, 
Die gerflteute SSelt gu binben 
3n ocrtrautid^em Serein. 

Unb fie lenft bie ^errfd^erfd&rittc 
Durd^ be^ Setbed weitcn '^lan, 
Unb an i^red gu§ed Zxittt 
^cftet fi^ ber ©ranggott an. 
gWeffenb fii^ret fie bie Jtette 
Urn bed ^iigeld gritnen ©aum; 
2lu^ bed milben ©tromed ©ette 
@c^Iie^t fie in ben ^eiPgen Sflaunu 

5((Ie ^Ipmp^en, Dreaben, 
Die ber fcfeneflen 5lrtemid 
Sotgen auf bed Serged 5>faben, 
©cbmingenb i^ren 35gerfpie§, 
^(le fommen, alle (egen 
4)anbe an, ber 3wbel fcftattt, 
Unb \>on ibrer 2(erte ©cblagen 
J^rac^enb fliirjt ber gid^tenwalb* 
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Founder he of figured vase ; 

Brass and clay his skill' approve. 
And how to clinch the tongs he shows, 

To blow the breathing bellows, how ; 
Beneath his hammer's clanging blows 

First of all comes forth the plough. 



And Minerva, high o'er all. 

Wields her spear of ponderous might, 
And with her majestic call 

Guides the heavenly throng aright. 
Walls she rears with deep foundations, 

For a refuge and defence. 
To enclose the scattered nations, 

Bound in mutual confidence. 



As her regal steps she bends 

O'er the landscape's ample rounds, 
Closely at her side attends 

Terminus, the God of bounds. 
And the chain's dividing thread 

Bound the hill's green skirts she throws, 
And the torrent's wildest bed 

Girds within the sacred close. 

All the nymphs of cliff and fountain. 

Who Diana's bidding hear, 
Following her through grove and mountain, 

Brandishing their hunting-spear, — 
All are coming, all uniting 

In the work : their shouts resound, 
And before their axes smiting 

Crash the pine woods to the ground. 
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S[u(J au« feiner (irunen JBeffe 
©teigt ber fc^ilfbefranate ®ott, 
SBalgt ben fd^meren SIo§ gur ©telle 
3luf ber ®dttin itRa^tgebot; 
Unt) bie leic^tf^efc^uqten ©tunbm 
gUegen and ©efcbaft gemanbt, 
Unb bie rauten ©tamme tunben 
3ierU(!^ fid^ tn i^rer ^anb. 

tttud^ ben ^eergott (le^t man dlenj 
9lafc^ mit bed Xrtbented ©to§ 
Srici^t er bie f^ranttnen ©aulen 
Slud bent (Srbgerippe lod, 
©^mingt f!e in ^malV^tn ^Snben 
^od^, »ie einen leic^ten Sad, 
Unb mit J^ermed, bcm Sel^enbcn, 
I^iirmet er bcr SKauern SBall. 

W)tx and ben golbnen ©aiten 
Socft ^?)o(I bie ^armonte 
Unb bad l^olbe 9Ra§ ber 3eiten 
Unb bie ^a*t ber 3Welobie. 
SRit neunflimmi^em ®efange 
gaflen bie Samonen ein; 
Seife na(6 bed Siebed Jtlanc^e 
giiget fl^ ber ©tein jum ©te<tt» 

Unb ber J^ore treite gliigel 
©e^ct mit erfa^rner ^anb 
S9bcle, unb fiigt bie Sftieget 
Unb ber ©*Ioffcr fefted 8anb* 
©(^nell bur^ rafc^c ©otter^anbe 
3ft ber SBunberBau boKbra^t, 
Unb ber iempel ^eitre ffianbe 
©laugen fc^on in gejtedprad^t* 
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From his mossy source remote 

Bousing him, the sedge-crowned QM 
Bolls the heavy raft adoat 

At the Goddess' potent nod. 
Kirtled high, and light for duty, 

Fly the Hours, an eager band, 
And the rough trunks grow to beauty, 

Boimded by their busy hand. 

And the sea-God hastens on ; 

With his trident's rapid shock, 
From the ribbed earth's skeleton 

Breaks he loose the granite block. 
And his giant arms in air 

Toss it lightly as a ball ; 
Then, with Hermes' skilful care, 

Bamparts he the well-fenced walL 

And from out his golden strings 

Phoebus draws sweet harmony. 
Time's delightful measurings. 

And the might of melody ; 
While the Muses' nine-tongued choir 

Blend their voices' magic tone. 
Till at sound of voice and lyre 

Stone in concert moves to stone. 

Folding gates with tables vast 

Hangs the experienced Cybele ; 
And she fits them iron-fast 

With the lock's strong ministry. 
Quick the wonder-pile 's complete, 

Built by rapid hands divine, 
And, for pomp of worship meet. 

Bright the temple's glories shine. 
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Unb mit einem Strang ^on SRprtm 
9ta^t bie ©otterfonigin, 
Unb f!e fu^rt ben f(^9n{ltn ^irtm 
3u ber f(^6nflett ^irtin ^n. 
Senud mit bem ^olben Stnaitn 
@c^mucfet fflbfl bad erfle ^aar, 
9(ae ©otter bringen ©aben 
©cgnenb ben Serma^^lten bar* 

Unb bie neucn 83urger lit^tn, 
Son ber ®6tter fergem Sljor 
gingefu^rt mit J^armonieen 
3n bad gafllic^ offne 2:^or ; 
Unb bad ^riefleramt t>ern)a(tet 
6cred am ^Uax bed 3^"^ 
©egnenb i^re J^anb gefaltet, 
©priest fie ju bed Golfed Jtreid; 

Srei^eit liebt bad SE^ier ber SBuflc, 
grei im 2lctfeer ^errfc^t ber ®ott^ 
3^rer Srufl cjeroalfge Siijle 
3abmct M^ 9^aturgebot; 
Dod) t'er -iSf^enfcb in i^rer ^Kitte 
©oU fic^ an ben 2)^enf(^en rei^n, 
Unb aUtin burcft feine ©itte 
J^ann er frei unb mdc^tig fein. 

SCinbct jum J^ranje bie gotbenen STe^n 
glcd^tet au(b blaue Spanen ^tnein! 
greube foil jebcd 2luge tjerflaren, 
Denn bie ^iinigin jie^et ein, 
Die und bie fii^e ^eimatl^ gfgeben, 
Die ben SKenfc^en jum Wenfci^en gefeU 
Unfer ©efang foil fie feflli^ er^eben, 
Die begliicfenbe Gutter ber SBelt! 

6(^iaer« f&mmtl. tEDerfe. I. 10 
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With a myrtle crown, again, 

Comes the Queen of Gods to bleis ; 
And she leads the sightliest swain 

To the loveliest shepherdess. 
Venus with her beauteous boy 

Becks, herself, the youthful pair ; 
All the Gk)ds bring gifts, with joy, 

Blessing the first-wedded there. 

tTshered by that troop immortal, 

J)oes tbie new-made people throng, 
r uest-like, through the open portal, 
^Afusic charming them along. 
»jnes at the altar stands, 
^ n. d the priestly oftering pays, 
^^ing with her folded hands ; 
'^^'^ ^n to all aloud she says : 

"■d-s^dom is the beast's wild pleasure; 
*^^ ^ the God in -^ther reigns ; 
Kz^ fixed nature is the measure 
-^=^^t their fiery wills restrains. 
"^^ lian Gods, of brutes the betters, 
^^K^~:^ with men close bound should be ; 
^F^=^ 8 their duty's debtors 
^^=^ they strong, or are they free." 

"fcio a garland the gold wheat-ear, 
-^^^^ TC with its kernels the violet's dye ; 
^^ ^:i>m all faces be beaming clear, 
^^ ^he Queen herself, the Queen draws nigh. 
Mio has given us home and brother, * 
:l.ng man with his fellow consent I 
'» the all-propitious mother, 
^ong of our ceaseless praise be sent I 

N, L, Frothingham* 
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Per '^ing ht$ "^obtixaUi^ 

Sr {tanb auf feined Dac^ed S^^^^^ 
dx fc^aute mit t>ergnugtfn @tnnen 
8luf t)ad bel^crrfc^tf ®amo« %in. 
„T>\ti ^(led ifl mir untert^anig/' 
Segann er gu ^egpptend Jtonig, 
„®efle^e, ba§ i(i^ gludlic^ bin." — 

„Du ^afl bcr ©otter ®unjl erfa^renl 
Die t>ormaU beined ©leid^n maren, 
@te gmtngt ie^t beined @cepterd 9Ra^L 
Doc^.Stner (ebt ne6^, fie ju rad^en; 
£)ic^ fann mein ilRunb nicl^t qlMlid^ \pxtt 
©0 lang bc« geinbed Suge »ad^t" — 

Unb e^ ber Stoni^ no(6 geenbet, 
Da fleflt fi^, t)on aWilet gcfenbet^ 
Sin Sote bent Jprannen bar: 
„2a§, Jpcrr, bed D?)ferd Dufte jleigen, 
Unb mit bed Sorbeerd muntern 3n>eigen 
Scfrdnje bir bein fcfllic^ ^aar!" 

,,®etroffen fanf bein geinb \)om ©peere, 
SU^ic^ fenbet mit ber frozen SKa^re 
Dein treuer gclbberr 5>o(pbor — " 
Unb nimmt aud einem fd^marjen ^tdtn, 
9ioc^ blutig, gu ber ©eiben ©c^rerfen, 
Sin woblbefannted ^aupt l^eroor. 

Der ^onig tritt guriicf mit ®rauen. 
„Docb warn' icb birf), bem ®(uc! gu trauen 
Serfe^t er mit beforgtem Slicf. 
„Sebenr, auf ungetreuen ffietfen — 
S33ie leicbt fann pe ber ©turm gerfc^ellett, - 
©d^roimmt bcincr glottc gnjcifclnb ®lu(f." 
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FOLYCBATES AND HIS BIKG. 

Hs stood upon hia palace-wall. 
Hia proud eye wandered over all 

The wealth of Samoa, east and west 
*'See I this is mine-all this Jgovem 1" 
He said, addressing Egypt's Sovereign, 

" Confess 1 my lot indeed is hlest P« 

" Yes, thou hast won the Grods' high fitvor. 
For nobler men than thou, and biUver, 

Thy rivals once, are now thy slaves ; 
But, Fate will soon revenge the wrong — 
I dare not call thee blest, so long 

As Heaven is just or Earth has graves I" 

While yet he spake, behold I there came 
A messenger in Milo's name — 

" Health to the great Polycrates I" 
O King, braid laurels in thy hair. 
And let new Peeans thrill the air. 

And incense-offerings load the breeze 1 

" Spear-pierced, thy rebel foe lies dead. 
Behold I I bear the traitor's head. 

Sent by thy Grcneral, Polydoro." — 
TJnrolling a dark shroud of cloth. 
He bared, before the gaze of both 

A gliastly head, still dropping gore I 

The Stranger King shrank back a pace. 
Then said—*' Thou art of mortal race : 

On earth Success but heralds III. 
?hou hast a fleet at sea : Beware ! 
^or waves and winds heed no man's prayer, 

And Tempest wakes at Neptune's will 1" 
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Unb el^' er nod^ ba« Sort gefproci^cii, 
^at il&n ber 3ubet unterbroc^en, 
£)fr t>on ber Sflbebe iaud^^enb ((^aUt, 
ilRit fremben @c^a^en rfi(^ (eiaben, 
Jte^rt )u ben btimifd^en ®e{labeit 
Der ®^ijff maflcnrcic^er ffialb. 

Der fSniglid&e ®ajl erjlaunet: 
„Dein ©lucf ifl ^eute gut gelaunet, 
Dod& ffir^te fciiten Unbcjlanb. 
Der Stvttcx wajfenfunb'fle ©d^aaren 
Sebrauen bid& mit ^rieg^gefa^ren; 
@dbon na^e flnb fie biefem ©tranb," 

Unb el^' i^m nod^ bad SBort entfaQen, 
Da fle^t man'd 'oon ben (Sc^iffen matten, 
Unb taufcnb (Stimmen rufen: „©iegl 
55on geinbednot^ flnb n>tr befrelet, 
Die Ureter bat ber ©turm jerflreuet, 
Sorbei, geenbet ifl ber Jtrieg!" 

Da« ^ort ber ®aflfreunb mit (Sntfe^en, 
,,Siirn?a^r, ic^ mup bi^ gludfic^ f(^a0enl 
DoA/' frric^t er, ^gittr' i* fur beln ^ciU 
9Wir grauet \)or ber ©3tter 9lcibe; 
Ded Ccbend ungemifAte greubc 
SKarb feinem 3rbifc^en ju 3:^ell.'' 

„2(u(^ mir ifl atfed wo^I gerat^en, 
Sei atten meinen ^errfd^ertl&aten 
Segteitct mic!^ bed J^immeld J^ulb; 
Doc^ ^att' id^ einen tbeuren Srben, 
Den nabm mir ®ott, i^ fab i^n flerben, 
Dcm ®Iiicf be^a^lf i(^ meine ©d^ulb.** 



147 

Bat hark I a loud, a deafening shout 
Of welcome from the throng without I 

" Joy I joy I" The fleet so long away, 
So long away, so long awaited, 
At last is come, and, richly freighted, 

Casts anchor in the exulting bay I " 

The Boyal Guest hears all, astounded. 
" Thy triumphs, truly, seem unbounded, 

But are they ? No I Thy star will set ; 
The javelins of the Cretan hordes ' 
Strike surer home than Samian swords, 

And thou must fall before them yet I'*-^ 

Even while he warns again rejoice 
The crowd with one tumultuous voice — 

^' Hurrah I Dread Sovereign, live alway I 
The war is over 1 Lo 1 the storms 
Have wrecked thy foes I The savage swarms 

Of Crete and Thrace are Neptune's prey I" 

^^ It is enough I" exclaimed the Guest : 
'' Blind Mortal I caU thyself the Blest- 
Feel all that Pride and Conquest can I 
I here predict thine overthrow, 
For, perfect bliss, unstarred with woe. 
Came never yet from God to Man, 

'*I too have been most fortunate . 
4t i:iome, abroad, in camp and state, 

X*hie bounteous Gods long favored me^ 
<efc I have wept 1 My only-cherished, 
Jfr ^son died in my arms ! He perished, 
A^xad paid my debt to Destiny. 



148 

— I 

„T)rum, iDillfl bu bicb ttor ?fib Bcwa^reit, 
@o flf^e su ben Unflc^tBaren, 
Dag flc 3um ©lud bm ©^merg ttcrlei^iu 
9lo(6 fclnen fa^ ic^ fro^lidb eitbrn, 
2luf ben mit immer \)oUfn ^Snben 
Die ©otter i^re ®aben jlreun.'* 

,,Unb mnrC^ bie ®6tter nid^t getwaBrfti, 
©0 a^f auf eined greunbe* Je^ren 
Unb rufe felbfl ba« Ungtuc! Ber; 
Unb wad \)on aflen beinen ©(j^S^eii 
Dein ^er^ am Bocbflen ma^ t\^of^tn, 
Dad nimm unb tpirf« in biefe« 9Reer!" 

Unb 3fnw frnd&t, tton gurd&t be»eflft; 
„5?on aUem, wad bie 3"^ ^^9^^ 
3fl biefer 3^ing mein ^ocifled ©ut. 
3Bit njitt ic^ ben Srinnen wei^en, 
Db fte mein ®(ii(f mir bann tjerjeiBen,** 
Unb wirft bad ^leinob in bie glut^. 

Unb bei bed nSctflen SWorc^end Sid^te -^ 
Da tritt mit froMi^em ®e(Ici^te 
Sin gifdjer \>ot ben giirften f^int 
„i>tvx, biefen gifc^ feab' id) gefangen, 
2Bie feiner nod) ind 9le^ gegangen, 
Dir gum ®efc^enfe bring' id^ ibn." 

Unb aid ber Sto6) ben gtfd^ lertBeitet, 
^ommt er beftiir^t ^erbeigeeilet 
Unb ruft mit ^odfeerflauntem Slid: 
„®ieb, ^err, ben 9ling, ben bu getragcn, 
3Bit fanb iA in bed gifd)ed "Wa^tn, 
D, o^ne ©rdn^en ifl tein ®Iiidl'' 
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«« If thou, then, wilt propitiate Fata, 
Pray Grod forthwith to adulterate 

Thy Gup of Joy I In all my past 
Experience never knew I one 
Who too long filled a golden throne, 

But Buin cruBhed the wretch at last 1 

^^ But if God will not hear thy prayer, 
Then woo Misfortune by some snare, 

Even as the fowler sets his gin. 
Hast here some jewel, some rare treasure, 
Thou lovest, prizest beyond measure ? 

The sea rolls yonder— hurl it in I'^ 

Replied the Host, now seized with fear, 
'^ My realm hath nought I hold so dear 

As this resplendent opal ring : 
If tkat may calm the Furies' wrath, 
Behold ! I cast it in their path ;'»— 

And forth he tlung the glittering thing. 

But when the morn again was come, 
There stood without the palace-dome 

A fisher with his teeming dasket, 
Who cried, ^^ Great King, thy days be pleasant I 
Thou wilt not scorn my humble present. 

This fish, the choicest in my basket" 

And ere the mid-day meal the cook, 
With joy and wonder in his look, 

Bushed in, and fell before his Master — 
*^ O glorious Victor I matchless King I 
Within the iish I found thy ring I 

Thou wast not born to know Disaster I" 



«l*M teflt po) T* , .Jen i*n, 
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Seieon uprose the Gaest in dread : 
**I tarry here too long," he said ; 

^^O, prosperous wretch 1 myfrievid no more 1 
The Qoda have willed thy swift perdition I 
X will not bide the Avenger's mission 1" 

He spake, and straightway left the shore. 

James Clarence Mangan. 



THE CBAiraS OP IBYCUS. 

To strife of Chariot-race and Song 
The tribes of Greece round Corinth throng; 
And Ibycus, beloved of all 
The immortal Gods, obeys the call : 
But, most by great Apollo fired. 

He sails from Rhegium far away, 
With master-hand and heart inspired. 
And voice to breathe the sweetest lay. 

And now upon its mountain-height 
Acrocorinthus hove in sight ; 
And awe-struck now the Poet trod 
The piny grove of Ocean's God. 
Lone was the way ; no living thing 

Had cheered the Pilgrim, save on high 
A flight of wandering Cranes, a-wing 
Southward, to seek a warmer sky. 

*' All hail I propitious heralds I ye 
Who marshal me by land and sea : 

Omen of good I I greet you fair — 

Liike dole and destiny we share : 
To distant climes together rove, 
Implore alike a friendly shed, 
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@e{ und brr C^afilic^e ^moc^tn, 

jDer oon t)em grembUng me^rttie @(toa4!* 

Uiit) muntcr forbrrt er bit @(^ritte^ 
Unt) fle^t ftd) in ted SQalbed 9littc{ 
©a fpcrren auf {)etran(|iem ©teg 
i^wei ^}}li)rl>er pl60(ic^ feinen SSBeg. 
3um ^ampfe mu§ er flc^ bereiten, 
Dcd^ bait) ermattrt {Inft tie ^anb, 
©ie l^at ter f eier 3ftrte ©aiten, 
£:oc^ nie bed iSogend Araft gef)»aiiiiL 

(Sr ruft tie 3Renf(^en an, tie (Sitttc, 
©ein glel^en tringt gu feinem Stettcr; 
SBie meit er auc^ tie ©timme f6iA| 
9^ic^tfif l^cbeutee wirt l^ier erblirft. 
,,©0 mu^ id) bier verlaffen flerben, 
Sluf fremtem Soten, unbeweint, 
I^urcb bofer Suben Jf^ant verterben, 
aOo auc^ fein Slfid^er mir erfe^eintl** 

Unt fdbn?er gctroffen |ln!t er nieter, 
X>a raufd^t ter jtranid^e ®e|icter; 
C^r bort, fcbon fann er nidbt me^r fe^tt, 
Die nabcn ©timmen furcibtbar fra^n* 
,,'V^on eud), ibr ^ranicbe tort oben, 
SGcnn fcine antre ©timme fprifi^t, 
©ci meinciJ ^^ortcd Stla^' er^obenl*' 
Sr ruft ed, unt fein ^uge brid^t* 

S)er nacfte ?ri(bnam mirt gefuntex, 
Unt bait, obf^Ieic^ entfieUt oon SBunbn^ 
&rfr:mt ter (^aftfrcunt in Aorint^ 
Die 3ngf/ bi« i^>n t^euer |Int, 




Vol. 1. p. 149. 



150 

@e{ und brr C9a{i(i<(e getvo^en, 

S)er oon tern gremt)(ing me^rt tie @((«a4!* 

lint) milliter fortert er bit ©^rlttf^ 
Unt) flebt rid) in tetf SQalbed Stitte; 
©a fpcrrcn auf gcbrangcm ©teg 
ii»ci 'SO^orbcr plo^Iic^ fcintn SBcg. 
3um Jtampff mu§ er {Ic^ bertilm, 
Dod^ bait) ermattet {Inft tie ^ant, 
®ie l^at t)er fieier jarte ©aiten, 
I^oc^ nie bed Sogend Araft gef)»aiiiiL 

Sr ruft tie mtn^iS^tn an, tie Ooticr, 
©ein gle^en tringt ju feinem Stettet} 
^ie meit er auc^ tie ©timme fd^idft^ 
S^idjU l*cbeutce mirt ^ier erblirft 
,,©D mxi^ icb bier t>erlaffen flerbeit, 
Sluf fremtem Soten, unbeweint^ 
I^urcb bijfer Suben Jf^ant verterben, 
20o auc^ !ein Stacker mir erfc^eintr' 

Unt fdbn?er gctroffen |ln!t er nieter, 
T)a raufd)t ter jtranic^e ®e|ieter; 
C^r bort, fc^on fann er nid^t me^r fe^tt^ 
Die naben ©timmen furd^tbar frS^iu 
fX^cn eud), ibr Aranidbe tort oben, 
20enn feine antre ©timme fprid^t, 
©ei meinciJ Ported Alag' er^obenl*' 
Sr ruft ed, unt fein ^uge bri^L 

S)er nacfte ?ri(i)nam wirt gefunten, 
Unt bait, obi^Ieid^ entfieUt oon SBuiibn^ 
grfennt ter d)atlfreunt in Aorint^ 
S)ie 3ug^/ ^i^ i^nt t^euer flnt* 
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Suppliants of hospitable Jove, 
The guardian of each houseless head.** 

So forth he fared in cheerful mood ; 
When, deep ^thin a trackless wood, 
Two fierce marauders crouching lay, 
And hemmed him in the narrow way. 
Por life he strove ; but wearied soon 

His hands the unequal fight forego ; 
More wont the tender chord to tune, 
Than fiercely bend the stubborn bow. 

All unavailing was his cry 

To God and man ; no ear or eye 
Witnessed the deed : his mortal moan 
Expired in echoes faint and lone. 
'' And must I thus forsaken fall. 
An outcast in a foreign land ; 
Unpitied, unavenged of all, 
And slaughtered by a ruffian hand ?" 

Thus sore beset he grasps the ground ; 
When near and nearer hovering round 
A rush of pinions cleaved the air, 
And shrieks that mingled with his prayer. 
He heard — but vainly strove to view : 
And *'0h I— since ye alone," he cried, 
" Behold my doom — ^ye Cranes I of you 
I crave revenge "—he said, and died. 

The mangled corpse, in death^s disguise. 
Scaped not the search of friendly eyes ; 
By all in Corinth mourned, but most. 
By one — his fond expectant host. 
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,,Unb mug ic^ fo bid^ toieber flnbeit, 
Unt) ^offte mit bcr gt'c^te Strang 
£)ed ©dngerd @(^Iafe ^u umtvinbeit, 
Seflra^It t>on feined Sftu^med ®lanal'' 

Unb jammcrnb ^6rett'« attc ®afle, 
Scrfammelt bei 5>ofcibond ge(le, 
®ana Oricd^enlanb crgraft ber ©d^merfc 
Serloren ^at i^n jebed ^erg. 
Unb flitrmenb brangt fic^ gum ^rvtanen 
£)ad 93o(r, e« forbert feine 3But(, 
S^ raiftn bed Srfc^Iagnen Sl^lanett, 
Su fii^nen mit bed SRorberd Slut 

S)od^ tvo bie ®pur, bit aud ber Stettgc^ 
Der ©olfer flut^enbem Oebrangc^ 
©elodfct \)on ber @piele ?)ra(^t, 
Een fcftwargcn J^ater lenntliti^ ma^t? 
©inb'd Glauber, bie il^n fcig erf^Iagen? 
S^af « neibifd^ ein toerborgner Selnb? 
9lur ^eliod tjermag'd §u fagen, 
Der oUcd 3rbifdjc befd^cint. 

gr ge^t t)ie(Ieic^t mit frcd^cm ©Aritte 
3c^t eben bur* ber ©ried^en Witte, 
Unb ma^renb i^n bie Biad^t fud^t, 
©enic§t er fcined grc^cfd grui^t. 
5(uf i^red eignen lempeld ©d^wcHe 
Jrofet er \)ieUei^t ben Oottern, mengt 
©id^ breifl in {cne ^enf^enmede, 
Die bort fic^ jum I^eater brangt. 

X)enn San! an Sanf gebranget fii^tn, 
Sd brec^en fafl ber Siibne ©tu^en,. 
^erbeigeflromt ))on fern unb na^, 
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^ And ifl it thus, poor friend 1 we meet ? 

I thought to weave thy piny crown ; 
And hail thee in the highest seat, 

Bright in the halo of Renown." 

Such was the plaint, o'erheard of all 
At great Poseidon's festival : 
All Greece in sorrowing bore a part ; 
His loss sank deep in every heart. 
Myriads attracted to the show 

Invoke the Man^s of the dead, 
And shout from every crowded row 
For vengeance on the murderer's head. 

But who of all that mighty throng 
Allured by Chariot-race and Song, 
If haply lurking there, might trace 
The ruflSan to his hiding-place ? 
What hand had dealt the treacherous blow 

Was hid from every eye but one — 
Or bandit fierce or envious foe — 
The glorious all-beholding Sun I 

With dauntless brow and bloody hand 
Perchance he stalks throughout the land, 
And revels in his lawless spoils. 
Till Justice grasps him in her toils : 
Perchance amid yon swarm and stir 

At open day he dares defy. 
In temple and in theatre. 
Both mortal man and deity. 

For bench on bench and tier on tier 
The Many gathering far and near 
Assembled sat — the giant pile 
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!Der ©ried^en Sotfer martenb la. 
S)umpfbraufenb toit bed 9Reere« SBogen, 
Son 9Renf(^en tvimmeint) iva(!^{i bet Sou 
3n wetter fletd gefAweiftem Sogeit 
^inauf bid in bed {)immeU Slaiu 

SBer aal^lt t)ie Solfer, nennt bie 9lameii, 

£)ie gafilic^ ^ter aufammen lament 

Son X^efeud' <Bta\>t, \)on SuUd' ©hranb, 

Son ^l^ocid, ))om @partaner(anb, 

Son ^flend entiegner Ait(le, 

Son aflen Sn\tln famen f!e, 

Unb Vrd^en \)on bent ©d^augerfi^ 

Ded tt^ored graufer SKelobie, 

Der, fheng unb em(l, na^i alter ©itte^ 
"SRit langfam abgemeffnem (Sd^ritte 
i)crt)ortritt an^ bem ^intergrunb, 
Umwanbelnb bed 3:i^cater« 9lunb. 
©0 fd)reiten feinc irb'fc^cn SBeiber, 
Die seugcte !cin jlcrblid^ i^aud! 
get jleigt bad 9licfenmap ber ?ei6er 
^oc^ iibcr 9J?cnfdjlic^ed ^inaud. 

Sin fd)n)aracr 9J?anteI Wlagt bie Settbeit, 

^ie fd^mingen in entfleifc^ten ^dnben 

Der gadel biijlerrott^e ®Iut^, 

3n i^ren SBangen flie§t fcin Stut; 

Unb mo bie ^aare lieblid^ flattern, 

Urn 9Kenf(6enflirnen freunblid^ we^it, 

Da (icl^t man ©c^fangen ^xtx unb 9latterii 

Die giftgefc^moUncn Sauc^e blat^n* 

Unb fci^auerlic^, gebrel^t im Stvti^t, 
Seginnen fie bed ^pmnud 3Beife^ 



152 

Beneath its burdcm groans the while — 
Hoarse-murmuring, as when Ocean raves, 

Aloft its breathing bulk it rears, 
And heaves its circulating waves 
To the blue sky and starry spheres. 

Who knows the nation, who the name, 
Of all who there together came ? 
From Theseus' town, from Aulis' strand. 
From Phocis, from the Spartan land, 
From Asia's distant coast, they wend, 

From every island of the sea. 
And from the stage they hear ascend 
The Chorns's dread melody.* 

In ancient wise, with measured gait. 
Sweeps the wild dance in grisly state. 
Forth from the Orchestra's hindmost ground, 
Facing the spacious Circle round. 
No foot of earth-born woman treads 
That awful maze ; no earthly roof 
Housed those huge limbs — so high their heads 
Tower above human form aloof I 

Their loins a sable mantle shrouds, 
Their fleshless liands, in lurid clouds 
Whirl the red torch ; a wrinkled streak 
Furrows each wan and haggard cheek : 
And where, from mortal brows, the hair 

In love-alluring tresses hangs, 
There, bloated snakes and adders glare 
With gloating eyes and baneful fangs. 

Now hand in hand, in circle grim, 
Sternly they chant the solemn hymn ; 



• Sec Note *. 
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Der bur^ bad $erj getreigeiib brinjt^ 
I^ie Sanbc urn ben grwler WlingU 
S^flnnungraubenb, l^eq^et^orenb 
©c^aUt bet Srinn^en ©efang, 
6r fd^aUt, bed $6rer« 9Kar! t>erae^renb, 
Uitb bulbet nic^t ber Seier Alang: 

„aBo^t bent, ber frei \>on ©d^ulb unb ge^fc 
Sewafert bie KnbUc% reine ©eele! 
3^m burfcn tt>ir nlc^t rad^enb na^n, 
gr ttjanbelt frel be« Sebend ^af^n. 
2)od) mc^e, tt>e^e, tt>er wrflo^len 
Ded OTorbed fc^were I^at vodbraAt! 
SBir ^eften und an feine ©o^Cen, 
Dad furd^tbare ©efd^Ied^t ber 9la^t/' 

,,Unb glaubt er fliel^enb §u entfpringcii, 
©efliigelt flnb tt>ir ba, bie ©d^Iingen 
3^m werfcnb urn ben flud^t'(;cn gup, 
T)a§ er ju 93oben faOen mup. 
©0 jaf^en »ir i^n, o^n' grmatten, 
Serfo^nen fann und feine 9lcu', 
3^n fort unb fort bid gu ben ©dbatten^ 
Unb gcbcn i^n auci^ bort nici^t frei." 

©0 (Inf^enb, tanjen (le ben Sleigen, 
Unb ©tide, wie bed lobed ©d^meigen, 
Sicgt iibctm ganjcn ^aufe fd^wer, 
aid ob bie ©ott^eit nai^t toax\ 
Unb feierlid^, nac^ alter ©itte, 
Umwanbclnb bed l:beaterd 3'lunb, 
^it langfam abgcmeiJnem ©cftritte 
SJerfc^winben f!e im .^intergrunb. 
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Coning around, and to the core 
Piercing the guilt-etruck heart with lore 
That spume the feebly warbling lyre, 
And to the marrow strikes amain. 
Hark I His Erinnys leads the choir, 
Withering with fear the frenzied brain* 

*' O fair befall the spirit pure, 
Whose child-like innocence, secure 
From our immitigable wrath. 
Glides on through life's bewildered path : 
But woe the while to him, who feels 
The dire remorse, the guilty fright 
Wherewith we dog the murderer's heels — 
Wb, the gaunt hounds of ghastly Kight 

" Thinks he to scape — anon we wing 
The restless chase ; anon we fling 
The tangling noose, which so inthrals 
His foot, that staggering, down he falls. 
No prayer averts the coming woe, 
No pity soothes his fell despair : 
Down to the groundless pit below 
We track— and hunt him even there." 



Thus choiring still, they weave the dance ; 
By turns retreat, by turns advance : 
At length a silence, deep and drear. 
As if the God himself drew near. 
Lulls all the air — In grisly state 

They pace the spacious circle round, 
In ancient wise, with measured gait. 
And vanish in the hindmost ground. 
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Unb aiDifd&cn Inig utCt SBairWt f4»e]M 
9loc^ aiDeifelnb jebe 93ru{i unt) bebet, 
Unt> bultigct ber fiircfttbarn Slad^t, 
Die rtci^tenb im SSerborgnen tvad^t. 
Die unerforfc^tidb, unergrunbet 
De« ®d^it!fa(d bunfetn Jlnauel fl^t, 
Dem ticfen i^erjen (14 t)er!iinbet, 
1)o6) flic^et »or bem ©onnenli^t 

Da bort man auf ben bo^flen @tufini 

^uf einmal eine @timme rufen: 

„6ieb ba, fleb ba, 3:imot^eu«, 

Die j^ranic^e be« Sbpfud!" — 

Unb finjler plotilici^ tt>lrb ber ^tmmeT, 

Unb fiber bem S^beater bin 

©ifbt man in fd^marjlit^tem ®e»immel 

Silt Jlrani^bfcr tjorubeqiebm 

,,De« 3bpfud !" — Der tbfwre 9lamc 
3^ii^rt jfbe 93ru(l mit newem ®rame^ 
Unb n>ie im ^cere ©eU' auf 2Be(I\ 
<Bo lauff <5 tton SWunb ju 9Runbe fcbneOt 
,,De« 3b9fu«? ben tt)ir bcrocinen? 
Den einc ^^ijrbcrbanb erfcblug? 
2Gad tfl'<j mit bem? mad fann er meinen? 
2Bad iiVd mit biefem ^ranidbi«9?" — 

Unb lauter immer tt>irb bie grage, 
Unb abnenb Jliegf d mit Sli^edfc^Iage 
Durd) aUe J^erjen: „®ebet ^6^1, 
Dad ijl ber Sumeniben ©lacbt! 
Der fromme Did^ter wirb gero^cn^ 
Der Berber bietet felbfl P^ bar — 
(grgreift ibn, ber bad SBort gefprot^cn, 
Unb i^n, an ben'd geric^tet war I" 
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Twixt truth and fiction, doubt and fear, 
Throbs every pulse, and thrills each ear ; 
And every sense submissive cowers 
Beneath the inexorable Powers — 
Inscrutable ! — whose hands the thread 

Of Fate unravel, and display 
Horrors that haunt the midnight bed, 
But fly before the broad-eyed day. 

^Twas then, that from the farthest row 
A voice came wafted down below, 
^' Lo there 1 lo there I Timotheus I 
The fktal Cranes of Ibycus I" 
Whereon a sudden darkness veils 

The massive pile and listening throng : 
Aloft the winged Squadron sails, 
And slowly wheeling sweeps along. 

" Of Ibycus I"— that cherished name 
Home to each heart responsive came 
From mouth to mouth, as bursts tl^ roar 
Of wave on wave along the shore. 
" Say what of Ibycus ? the source 
Of all our tears, untimely slain I 
What mean yon ominous birds, that course 
Athwart the air in sullen train ?" 

Loud and more loud the question grew, 
As thought foreboding flashed.anew. 
Like lightning, on each troubled breast : 
" The murderous wrong shall be redrest, 
The sacred Bard avenged— Lay hands 

On him that spoke, and him who near 
The speaker, pale and trembling stands — 
Take note — th' avent^iug Fiends are here I" 
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©0(6 bent »ar !num bad ffiort etttfa'ftrcit, 
9)^6c^f cr'<J im Sufen gern bewa^reii} 
Umfonjl! Der fd^rctfenblei^e 9Runb 
SJ^ad^t fd^iiett ble ©^ulbbewugteii !unb» 
^an ret§t unb fc^teppt fie t)or ben Slic^ter, 
Die ©cene wirb jum Xrlbuna!, 
Unb e« geflc^n bie S6fe»tc6ter, 
®etrojfen »ott ber SRad^e ©tra^L 



<ftero unb ^^eanber. 

©el^t i^r bort bie alter^irauett . 
©d^lojfer (!(i^ entgegenft^auen, 
Seu^tenb in ber ©onne ®olb, 
SBo ber ^efledpont bie SCeflen 
93raufenb burd& ber T)arbaneIIett 
^o^e Selfenpforte rottt? 
4)6rt i^r jene Sranbung flurmen, 
Die ffd^ an ben gelfen bri^t? 
Slfien ri§ fie »on guropen; 
Doc^ bie Siebe \d^vtdt fie niti^t 

J&erod unb 8eanber« Bergen 
SHit^rte mit bem 5)fcil ber ©c^mergen 
5lmord ^eiPge Oottemtacfth 
^ero, fdbon »ie ^tbt blu^enb, 
gr burcft bie ©ebirge jie^enb 
JRiiflig im ®eraufd^ ber 3ac^b. 
Doc^ ber Sater feinblidfe 3urnen 
3:rennte ba« »erbunbne 5^aar, 
Unb bie fiige 5ru4t ber Siebe 
^ing am ^Ibgrunb ber ®efa^r. 
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In Tun the felon would retract 
The damning words : the treacherous ad 
Wan lips and quivering limhs hetray, 
And Justice seizes on her prey. 
The scene a dread Tribunal grown, >^ 

The Prytanes in pomp arrayed, 

With blood for blood the deed atone. 

And Yindicate the Poet's shade. 

E. B. Impey. 



HERO AND LEANDER. 

Mabk ye how yo|i time-worn towers, 
In the golden noon-tide hours, 

Greet each other o'er the straits, 
Where the Hellespont rolls thundering 
Through the Dardanelles, wide sundering 

In his march their rocky gates ? 
Hear ye how the stormy surges, 

Moaning, lash the naked rock, 
Asia's coast from Europe rending ? — 

Love fears not their sullen shock. 



Long had Hero and Leander, 
Pierced by Love's resistless arrow, 

Nursed a sweet and secret pang ; 
Hero, fair as Hebe blooming, 
He, through wild and mountain roaming, 

Where the chase tumultuous rang. 
Fearful feuds, their sires dividing. 

Frowned upon the lovers' bliss, 
And the fruit of sweet affection 

Hung o'er danger's wild abyss. 
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Dertauf @e{lod' Selfent^urmi^ 
Den mtt em'gem ®oflcnjkurmc 
®c6aumen^ fc^ISgt t)cr i>tiit^p0ntf 
Ba^ ^te Sungfrau, dnfam graitcnbi 
9{a(fa ^b9t)o0' Aiijle f^auenb, 
^0 ^er ^ei^oeliebtt too^nt 
^dj, ]u ^em entfernten ©tranbc 
Saut pdb feincr Srucfe ^Steg, 
Unt) fein 5a6neu<) fle^t ))om Ufet; 
£)o^ tie I'iebe fanb ben 3Beg. 

9lu« bed Sabprint^ed $fabeit 
Scitct fie mit jK^^erm gaben, 
Sluc^ ben Sleben macbt fie ffug, 
Seu^t intJ 3oc^ bie ivtlben Zmm, 
(Epannt bie feucrfpruftnben ®tiere 
2ln ben biamantnen 9)flug. 
Sclbfl bcr 3tpr, ber neunfad^ fliffct^ 
(Scblie^t bie ^Oi^enbe nic^t aud; 
^dd)ttg raubt fte bad (^eliebte 
^ud bed 'Plute ftnjterm J^aud. 

5lu(6 bur* bed CDcwafferd gfut^nt 
^Ht ber 3cbnfud>t feur'jien ®lut(^ 
etacbcit jie I'eanberd "SWutb. 
Sii^enn bed lacked beller Sc^immer 
Sleicbet, jtitrjt ber fitbne @(bn>iiiinier 
3n bed 9)ontud finftre giutb, 
^beilt mit ftarfcm '2lrm bie SBoge^ 
@trebenb nacb bem tbeuren Stranb, 
S\>o, auf bobem SoUer leucbtenb, 
^inft ber gadet \^c\itx Sranb* 

llnb in n?eicben f iebedarmen 
Xarf ber OUiicflicbe erwarmen 




I. 1. p. 155. 



!»( 



.:;ii 



156. 

There, on Sestos' rocky tower, 
Where tempestuously each hour 

Wild the Euxine moans and swells, 
Sat the maiden, lone and weary, 
Grazing o'er the waters dreary. 

Where the fondly loved one dwells. 
Ah, no bridge across those billows 

l^iall her trembling footsteps stay ; 
No bold vessel stems the surges ; 

Love alone hath found the way. 

Clear as noon Love's torch-light blazes ; 
Through the labyrinth's- endless mazes, 

With sure thread, he walks, and now, 
By his touch wild monsters taming, 
Binds the steer, with nostrils tlaming. 

To his adamantine plough. 
E'en the sullen Styx he crosses. 

Heeding not the nine-fold tide ; 
Pierces Pluto's gloomy mansion, 

And regains the long-lost bride. 

Now he bids the brave Leander 
Breast it where those billows wander, 

Kindling well his youthful blood ; 
And, when daylight's lingering glimmer 
Fades away, the dauntless swimmer 

Plunges down the gloomy flood. 
With strong arm he cleaves the surges, 

Straining for the well-known shore, 
Where the flashing torch-light beckons 

From the lone and lofty tower. 

Now, the hard-fought journey over. 
May the tainting, happy lover 
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Son ber fd^toer Beflanbnen fiaixtf 
Unb ben ®otterIe^n empfangm, 
X)en in feli^em Umfangen 
36m bie iitU aufeefpart, 
S3td ben ©aumenben Aurora 
^ud ber SBonne SrSumen toetft, 
Unb ind falte Sett bed Steered 
9ud bent @(!^oo§ ber Siebe f^redt 

Unb fo flo^en breigig ©onnen 
©d^neH, im fRanh t)er{lo^Iner SQonnen 
Dem beglucften ^aar ba^in, 
SBie ber Srautnad^t fupe greuben, 
Die bie Ootter felbjl beneiben, 
Smig iung unb ewig grun. 
Der ^at nie bad ®tficf gefoflet, 
Der bie grucfet bed ^immeld nic^t 
Sflaubcnb an bed ^oflenflujfed 
©d^auer^oHem iRanbe briti^t, 

^efper unb Slurora gogen 
2Bcd>fcInb auf am ^immeldbogen; 
Dod) bie Oliidlic^en, ffe fabn 
^Ric^t ben ©cbmucf ber Slatter fatten, 
5Rid)t an^ 9lorbd beeidten fallen 
Den ergrimmten 2Binter na^n. 
greubig fa^en fie bed Za^e^ 
3mmcr fuqern, fiirjern jtreid; 
giir bad langere ®lnd ber ^ad^tt 
Danften fie bct^ort bem S^ni. 

Unb ed gleid&te f^on bie ®flf^e 
Sin bem ^immel ^lad^t' unb Sage, 
Unb bie ^olbe gungfr^w fi»ittb 
^arrenb auf bem gclfeufcbloffe, 
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In affection's arms repose ; 
Now in dreams drink in the pleasure, 
Heaven, in full, exhaustless measure, 

On true love alone bestows, 
Till Aurora wakes the lingerer 

From each gay and golden dream. v 
And from love's soft pillow drives him 

To the cold bed of the stream. 

Thus, on wings of secret gladness. 
Clouded by no thought of sadness, 

Thirty suns rolled swiftly by, — 
One long marriage night, whose pleasures 
Poured in ever-deepening measures, 

Gods might view with envious eye. 
He has ne'er true pleasure tasted, 

Who the fruit of Heaven's bliss 
Snatches not with trembling rapture 

From the brink of Hell's abyss. 

Blushing mom and pale-faced even 
Climbed by turns the arch of Heaven, 

Yet the happy, thoughtless pair 
Marked not summer's fading glory, 
Saw not winter, grim and hoary. 

From the naked forests stare. 
Glad were they when days, still dwindling, 

Shed a faint and fainter light ; 
Blind with love, they thanked th' Immortals 

For the longer joy of night. 

Time rolled on, and now in Heaven 
Night and day held balance even, 

And at eve the maiden stood 
On the rocky castle, gazing 
27 
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Siil6 Mna^ t>!e ©onncnrofTc 
gliel^en an bc« ^immeU 5Ranb» 
Unt) t)a« gWecr lag jlitt unt> thtn, 
ginem reineit ©picgfl glcid^, 
Reined 9Bint)ed letfed SBeben 
Siegte bad frpflaOne SReic^ 

Sufltge T'tlp^imn^d^aaxtn 
©(^erjten in bem fillbcrflaren, 
SReinen Element umf^x, 
Unb in fc^wSqlit!^ grauen 3ugftt, 
9Iud bent SRecrgrunb aufgefliegen, 
itam bcr Ict^p« bunted ^eer. 
@te, bie Sin^igen, begeugten 
Den »erflobInen giebcdbunb; 
Slber i^nen fc^Iog auf enjig 
.&efate ben jlummcn SJiunb, 

Unb fie freute (i^ bed fcfconen 
SWeered, unb ntit ©^mcic^eltonen 
8prac^ jle ju bem Slcment: 
„©c^6ner ©ott, fcu foUtcjl trugen? 
9iein, ben greater flraf* idj Sugeit, 
Der bic^ falf^ unb treulod nennt 
galf(]^ t(t t)ad ®efc^Icd^t ber STOenfci&ni, 
©raufam i(t bed SSaterd ^er^; 
51 ber bu bifi milb unb giitig, 
Unb Vidi rii^rt ber Ctebe ©^merg/' 

„3n ben oben gelfenmauern 
^IvL^V idi freublod einfam trauern 
Unb »erblu^n in em*gem J^arm; 
Dod) bu tragfl auf beinem Sflucfen, 
Cbne 9?a^en, o^nc Sruden, 
9Wir ben grcunb in meinen 21rm. 
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Where the steeds of Fhcebus, blazing. 
Hastened to the western flood. 

And the sea lay still and even, 
Like a mirror pure and fair ; 

Not a zephyr's gentlest breathing 
Stirred the crystal realm of air. 

Merry shoals of shining dolphins 
On the calm and silvery waters 

Tossed and gamboled far and wide ; 
And in gloomy, gray procession 
All the motley train of Thetis 

Hose above the silent tide. 
Many a sweet and secret token 

These might nightly have revealed, 
But their speechless lips forever 

Gloomy Hecate had sealed. 

Hero gazed with fond emotion 
On the smooth and tranquil ocean, 

Then, in flattering accents said : 
^^ Beauteous God I canst thou dissemble ? 
No ; who calls thee false and faithless. 

Curses light upon his head ; 
Man is false, and man is faithless ; 

Hearts of sires no prayer can move ; 
But thy bosom, soft and kindly, 

Well can feel the pangs of love. 

^^ Here in prison, lone and dreary, 
Worn with grief, with watching weary, 

I must pine and waste away ; 
Yet, to cheer my nightly pillow. 
Thou, on kindly, buoyant billow, 

Bring'st the friend denied by day. 
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©rauentjofl ifl beine Xicfe, 
gurdjtbar bciner ®ogm gluCj, 
abcr m erflf^t bie HtU, 
Dic^ bc3tt)inflt bcr ^eltcnmut^.'' 

,,X)enn auc6 \>i&i, ben ®ott bet ffiogm, 
S'lit^rtc Srod madbt^gcr Sogcn, 
811^ bed gotbnen SBibberd glug 
J&elle, mit bem ©ruber flifl^cnb, 
(Bdfbn in ^ugenbfuQe btu^enb, 
Ueber beinc licfe trucj. 
©AneD, t)on ll^rcm 3lei| bfjleget, 
(^rijfjl bu au« bem ftnflern ©dblutib, 
3o(^ii fie t)en bed SQibberd Slucfm 
9iicber in ben SWeeredgrunb," 

,,®inc ®6ttin mit bem ®otte, 
3n ber ticfcn SBajfergrotte, 
Cebt fie je^t unflerblidfe fort; 
^ilfreic^ ber »erfoIgten giebe, 
3a^mt ffe beine toilben Iriebe, 
gu^rt ben ©d&iffer in ben 5)ort 
©d^one ^ette, ^olbe ®6ttin, 
(Eelige, bid) fIcV i^ an : 
S3ring' au^ ^eute ben ©eliebten 
9Wir auf ber gemol^ntcn Sa^n!'' 

Unb f(]^on bunfelten bie glut^en, 
Unb fie lie§ ber gacfel ©lut^en 
SSon bem ^o^en ©ofler totf^tu 
geitenb in ben oben JReid^en 
©oUte ba« ©ertraute 3^i^^tt 
Der gcliebte SBanbrer fel^m 
Unb e« faufl unb broftnt Mon feme^ 
ginfler fraufelt fld^ bad Weer, 
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Gloomy are thy vast abysses, 
Dark and stem thy waters roll ; 

Yet love's prayer can pierce thy bosom. 
Conquers thee the heroic souL 

"For thou, too, O God of Ocean I 
Thou hast felt the soft emotion, 

Felt Love's powerful, piercing flame, 
When the youthful, blooming Hell6, 
On the golden ram borne trembling, 

To thy waters wildly came. 
Soon the maiden's charms subdued thee ; 

Sudden from the rushing waves 
Boee thy mighty arm and bore her 

Down amid the ocean-caves. 

" There, in sunless water-grottoes, 
With the God she dwells in beauty. 

Dwells, a Goddess evermore. 
She will soothe thy wild commotion, 
Calm the stem, tempestuous ocean, 

Waft the lover safe to shore. 
Lovely Hell6 I Gracious Goddess I 

Blessed one, to thee I pray I 
Waft to me this night my fond one 

Safely on his wonted way 1" 

Darkly now the waves were flowing. 
And she bade the torch bright-glowing 

From the lofty window gleam. 
The lone swimmer, faint and weary, 
Mid the waste of waters dreary 

Soon shall hail its guiding beam. 
Wildly curl the blackening billows ; 

Every star is quenched on high, 
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Unb e« lofd&t bad Si^t ber @tenti^ 
Unb ed na^t getvitterf^tonr. 

9luf bed 3)ontud mtitt glSc^e 
gegt (ic^ 9lac^t, unb ©etterba^e 
Stitqen am ber SBelfen @(^oof $ 
Sli^e juden in ben 8uften, 
Unb am i^ren gelfengruften 
SBerben aUe @turme lod, 
SBu^ten unge^eure (S^Iunbe 
3n ben toeiten ffiajferfti^Iunb; 
©a^nenb, n>te ein ^oUenra^en, 
Dejfnet flc^ bed ^Jeered Orunb. 

„®c^e, »e^ mivl" ruft bie Sltmc 
3ammcrnb. „®ro§er S^wd, erbarmel 
^(^, n?ad n?agt' ic^ gu erfle^n! 
SiJenn ble hotter mi(^ er^oren, 
fflBenn er (id^ ben falfcfcen 'SD^eeren 
9)retd gab in bed (Sturmed 9Be(^nI 
2lfle meergemo^nten SJogel 
3ie^en ^eim, in eil'ger glu^t; 
2lUe (turmerprobten Scbiffe 
Sergen fid) in \i6)vtx Suc^t/' 

M^^t Q^^^'% ^cr Unoerjagtc 
Unternabm bad oft (53emagte, 
^enn ibn trieb ein mad&t'ger ®ott 
6r gelobte mir'd beim ©cbeiben 
9)ht ber Ciebe ^eil'gen Siben, 
3^n entbinbet nur ber lob* 
Slc^, in biefcm ^ugenbHcfe 
S'lingt er mit bed vBturmed SBut^, 
Unb i^inah in i^re ®d)liinbe 
fRti^t i^n bie emporte glut^^I" 
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And the moan of sullen breaken 
Hoarsely speaks the tempest nigh. 

Wide o^er Pontos' plains extending 
Night now broods, and floods descending 

Burst from every angry cloud ; 
Forked lightnings rend the Heavens, 
And from out their rocky caverns 

All the storms howl wild and loud. 
Now the gloomy, giant billows 

To the skies in fury swell, 
And now yawn the deep abysses, 

Like the hungry jaws of HelL 

"Woe is me 1 great Jove, have mercy I" 
Cries the wild, affrighted maiden, 

" Ah 1 send back that cruel prayer I 
What if Heaven have heard and answered I 
If in this tempestuous hour 

He the faithless flood should dare I 
All the birds that haunt the ocean 

Homeward wing their trembling flight ; 
All the stout and storm-proof vessels 

Hie to port this dismal night. 

" Ah, too sure, that brave one, driven 
By the mightiest God of Heaven, 

Tempts the oft-tried journey now. 
Solemnly, when last we parted. 
Thus he pledged me — the true-hearted ; — 

Death alone can break that vow. 
Ah, this moment sees him wrestling 

Wildly there with storm and wave ; 
Now the black, ingulfing billows 

Drag him to a gloomy grave. 
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,,SaIfc6er 9ontu«, Mm @tille 
ffiar nur t)cd 3}crrat^c« J^ulle, 
Sinem (Spiegel xoaxft ^u gleic^; 
2:u(ftf(!^ ru^ten bcine SBogen, 
$i{$ t>u i^n :^eraud betrofien 
3n brin falfc^ed Sugenreic^. 
3f0t, in Wncd ®tromc« SRitte, 
Da t>ie SRiicffc^r (tci^ \)crWIofc 
SajTefl bu auf ben Serrat^nm 
Slfle bcine ©d^recfen lo^l" 

Unb ed mac^fl bed ®turmed Xo(m, 
^o(!^, 3U Sergen aufgel^elben, 
@d^tvtttt bad Weer, bie Sranbuttg Bri^t 
@d)aumenb flc6 am 5u§ ber Alippen; 
@elbft bad ©d^tff mit Sic^enrtppen 
S'^a^te unjerfc^mettert ni(^t. 
Unb Im SDinb erlifd)t bit gadfel, 
■Die bed 5)fflbed Scuc^te »ar; 
©dbrecfen bietet bad ©emajfer^ 
©cferecfen au(]^ ble Sanbung bar. 

Unb f!c fle^t jur Slp^robite, 
jDag lie bem Drfan geMete, 
^anftige bcr SBetten 3orn, 
Unb gelobt, ben jlrengen SBinbeit 
^Reic^e Dpfer angujunben, 
(Sinen ^tier mit golbnem ^onu 
Mt ©ottinnen ber 2:iefe, 
ma ©otter in ber J&o^' 
glc^t lie, linbernb Del ju giepea 
3n bie jlurmbemegte See. 

,;^6re meinen iRuf erf^aOen, 
Gteig' aud beinen griincn fallen, 

e^iacrl fdmmtl. QDerfe. L 11 



161 

'* Thou &lBe Pontufl, thy soft billow, 
Tranquil ag an infisuit's pillow, 

Veiled a traitor's gloomy breast ; 
Uke a mirror sparkling, smiling, 
There it seemed to sleep, beguiling 

That fond bosom's fears to rest. 
Now in mid-stream wildly struggling, 

Closed behind him every path, 
On thy victim's head thou pourest 

AU the vials of thy wrath I" 

And the tempest's wild lash urges 
Mountain-high the thundering surges 

Up the cliff and o'er the rock ; 
Sullen moan the whitening breakers ; 
E'en the oak-ribbed vessel staggers, 

Nor unshattered 'scapes the shock. 
Flickering in the wind that moment. 

Dies the torch's beacon-light ; 
And the billows and the landing 

With wild horrors mock the sight. 

Now she prays to Aphrodite, 
With soft sway to soothe the mighty 

Tumult of the waves to peace ; 
To the winds she vows rich victims, 
Vows a golden-horn6d bullock, 

And a ram with silver deece. 
Every God in Heaven she sununons, 

Every Goddess of the deep. 
To pour out assuaging oil. 

Lull the storm-tossed sea to sleep. 

" Listen to my fearful call, 
Listen from thy sea-green hall, 
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©elige Seufot^ea! 
Die t>er (Sc^ijfer in bem 5bctt 
SBeOenreic^, in ©turmednot^m 
JRettenb oft erfd^einen fal^. 
JReic^' i^m beinen MV^tn ©(i&Icicr, 
jDer, ^e^eimni^9oU ge»ebt, 
Die t^n tragen, un))er(e0H(i^ 
au« bem ®rab ber giut^en ^ebtl" 

Unt) tie »ilt)en SQinbe ((^todgen, 
^eU an ^imme(d ^at(t>t fleigen 
(£od' g)ferl)e in bie ^6^'. 
griet>(icb in bem olten 93ettc 
glte^t bad ""IJ^eer in ©piegelglatte, 
J&eiter lacbeln 2uft unb See, 
@anfter brec^en flc^ bie SBeaen 
9ln bed Uferd Selfenmanb, 
Unb fie fc^memmen, ru^ig fpielenb, 
(Stnen Seic^nam an ben @tranb* 

3a, er i^\ ber audi entfeelet 
(Beinem beiPgen ^djvonx nic^t fe^Ietl 
(Bc^netlcn ©lirfd erfennt f!e ijfn. 
Aeine Alage Id^t fie [(^aOen, 
^cine 2:^rane fiebt man fatten, 
Aalt, beqweifelnb flarrt fie l^in^ 
3:roilIo« in bie obe Jiefe 
Slirft fie, in bed Slet^erd. 8i(%t, 
Unb ein eblcd geuer rot^et 
Dad erbleic<|te angeflc<|t 

„3c^ erfcnn' eucb, ernfh TOadbtel 
©trenge treibt ibr eure S^lec^te, 
gurc^tbar, unerbittlicb ein. 
grit^ fc^on ifl mein Sauf befc^Ioffen; 



1 
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Blest Leucothea 1 hear and rise 
Thou, who, in the wild and weaiy 
Bealm of waters, oft appearest 

To the seaman's hopeless eyes ; 
Fling thj holy veil around him, 

Woven all mysteriously ; 
Bear him upward, waft him onward 

O'er the wild entombing sea I" 

And the wild winds cease their blowing, 
And the steeds of Mom, bright-glowing, 

Climb their Eastern path on high. 
Peaceful on his bed old Ocean 
Flows along with shining motion, 

Smiling to the smiling sky. 
And the waves with gentlest whisper 

Greet the rock and kiss the strand ; 
And at length a corpse comes floating 

In their light wake up the sand. 

Ay, 'tis he — one glance reveals him— 
He, who e'en in death is faithful I 

Faithful to his solemn vow I 
Not a groan — no sigh she utters — 
Not a tear her pale check moistens — 

Marble-cold she stands there now. 
O'er the dreary deep she gazes. 

Looks despairing to the sky. 
And a kindling fire illumines 

Her pale cheek and fading eye. 

" Yes, stem spirits, I adore you I 
With calm heart I bow before you, 
Stem, remorseless though ye be. 
My short course is early ended ; 
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jDoc^ bad @lud l^aV \i^ genoffen, 
Unt) bad fc^onfle iooi mar meiiu 
Sebenb ^ab^ ic^ beinem Sempel 
i!)h(^ gewei^t aU 9rie{hr{n ; 
Dir ein freubig Dpfer jhrb' 1^, 
Scnud, gro^c Jtonigin !" 

Unb mtt fliegenbem ®etoanbe 
©c^roingt fie von bed £^urmed Ranbe 
3n bie aWeerflut^) fld^ ^InaB. 
•Ooc^ in feinen Slut^enreid^en 
SBalat ber ®ott bie ^eirgen idi^vx 
Unb er felber ifl i^r ®rab* 
Unb mit feinem Staub lufrieben, 
3ie^t er freubig fort unb gie^t 
^ud ber unerf^opften Urne 
©einen Strom, ber e»ig fliept* 



greube war in Jroiad ^aUtn, 
e^ bie ^ot)e gefle fiel ; 
3ubel^9mnen l^ort man WaOeii 
3n ber @aiten golbned ©piel; 
SlUe ^anbe ru^en miibe 
Son bent t^ranent)o(Ien ©treit, 
SCeil ber berrlic^e g)elibe 
5)riamd ft^one ^oc^ter freit. 

Unb gefc^miirft mit Sorbeerreifem, 
geftlicfe waUet ©c^aar auf ©Aaar 
5Rac^ ber ©otter beil'c^en ^anfem, 
^u bed I^vmbrierd ^ltar» 
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mj path attended ; 
lot was givoa to me. 
life long in thy temple 
priestess I bare been ; 
I die, a cheerful victim, 
On thy altar, migbtj Queen 1" 

In the lireeze iter loose robes Gutter — 
From the battlement slie plunges 

I>owti into the souufling wave* 
And the God of ocean proudly 
Beai« on high the holy corpses, 

And himself prepares their grave. 
Then triumpluintly the billows 

With their proud prey onward sweep, 
From the never-iiiillng fountains 

Of the uofkthoiuable deep. 



CASSAXDRA, 

Joy In Troja'a courts abounded 

Ere the lofty ramparts fell ; 
Hymns of jubilee resounded 

From the goldenK^horded shelL 
Now from 0elds of strife and slaugbt^ 

Rests at peace each valiant head, 
While to Priam^s fairest daughter 

Feleus* godlike son must wed. 

There, bedecked with boughs of laurel, 
Wbora. the columned fanes extend, 

Troop on troop, in bright apparel, 
To the Thymbrian^s altar bend. 
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!E)um|)f erBraufenb burd^ bie ®afi^n 
eiilat fi(^ bie bacc^anf fc^e iu% 
Unb in il^rem ®(^mer| werlajfen 
SBar nur eine traur'ge Srufc 

greublud in ber Sreuben guQc^ 
UngcfeQig unb aUtin, 
SBanbelte Aaffanbra {HUe 
3n SlpoUod Sor^eer^ain. 
3n be«i 20albe»5 Heffic ©runbe 
giiic^tcte bie Sc^erin, 
Unb (le roarf bie S)riefler^inbe 
Svi ber C£rbe jiirnenb ^inj 

„3llle« ifl ber greube offen, 
Mt Bergen flnb begliidft, 
Unb bie alten SItern ^offen, 
Unb bie @d)roefler fle^t geft^miitft 
3(^ allein mu§ einfam trouern, 
Denn mic^ flie^t ber fiipe SBa^n, 
Unb gefliigclr ticfen SWauern 
(£el^' ic^ ba^ 9Jcrberben na^n." 

„Sine gacfcl fe)^ id^ gliifien, 
Slber nic^t in $9mend ^anb; 
SRa* ben 2Bolfen fe^' ic^'^ Sie^en, 
Slber nic^t roie Dpferbranb^ 
gcfle fe^' i* fro^ bereiten, 
^od^ im a()nungdt7o((en ®eifl 
J£>Sr' idfi fc^on be« ®otted ©c^reitcn, 
Der pc iammer»on gerreijt/' 

,,Unb jle fd^elten meinc ^fagen, 
Unb fie ^c^nen meinen ©d^metj. 
Cinfam in bie i^iifte tragen 
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Through the streets the Bacchic madneH 
Bushing comes with hollow swell, 

And on thoughts of silent sadness 
One alone is left to dwell. 

Joyless most where joy exceeded, 

Bid Cassandra's footsteps rove, 
Lonely, desolate, unheeded, 

Through Apollo's laurel grove. 
Mid the forest depths slow winding 

Wandered the prophetic maid, 
And, her sacred locks unbinding. 

Flung to earth the mystic braid. 

" Joy forgotten— bliss forsaken — 

Each exulting bosom shares ; 
And the sires new hopes awaken. 

And glad pomp the sister wears. 
I alone must inly sorrow. 

Whom the sweet illusions fly. 
Who behold the fatal morrow, 

Winged with ruin, hover nigh. 

** Lo, a torch I I see it flaring — 

Not, alas I in Hymen's hand — 
In the clouds behold it glaring — 

But 'tis not an altar-brand. 
Lo I the festal board they're spreading^ 

But my full foreboding mind 
Marks the fateful footsteps treading 

Of the gloomy god behind. 

*^ And they call my moaning madness — 
And they mock my bosom's smart 
Lonely then, in silent sadness. 
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9Ru§ ii^ mein gequalted S^tt^ 
Son ben ©(udlic^en gemiebm 
\XnX> ben Srd^(t(^en ein @pott! 
^c^mered ^ofl bu mir befd^ieben, 
5)Vt^if*er, btt arger OottI" 

„Dein Drafel gu t>erHtnben, 
93arum marfefl bu midj ^in 
3n bie @tabt ber emig Slinben 
Snit bent aufgef(^(offnen @tnn? 
SBarum gabfl bu mir ^u fe^en, 
SQa^ i(^ boc^ nic^t wenben fannt 
Dad $}er^angte mu§ gefc^rl^en, 
jDad ©efitrc^tete mu^ na^n." 

,,5rommf d, ben @(^Ieier aufsn^ebeit, 
2Co bad na^e ©c^retfnip ^ro^tlf 
9lur ber 3rrtfeum ifl bad Seben, 
Unb bad Stiffen ifl ber lob. 
5Rimm, o nimm bie traur'ge Jtlarl^eit^ 
Snir \>om %viQ ben bluff^en <Sd)eittI 
(Sc^recflic^ ifl ed, belner ffia^r^^eit 
©terblic^ed ^cfap ju fein." 

„^eine Slinbl^eit gib mir wieber 
Unb ben fro^lit^ bunfein ®inn! 
SRim mer fang id^ freuVge 8ieber, 
©eit i(^ beine ©timme bin. 
3ufunft ^afl bu mir gegeben, 
X)o(^ bu na^mjl ben ^ugenbUcf, 
9labmfl ber ©tunbe frot^Ut^ geben — 
9limm bein falfc^ ®cfc^enf gurud!" 

„SflxmmtT mit bem ©d^muif ber SrStttt 
^rdnaf id) mir bad buft*ge ^aar, 
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Let me^wear mj bnrthened heart. 
By the happy shuimed, discarded, 

Scorn of pleasure's frolic ring, 
Heayy falls thy lot awarded, 

Pythian god I — remorseless king I 

*' Wherefore hath thy &tal kindness 

My awakened sense decreed, 
In this land of utter blindness 

Thy dark oracles to read ? 
Visual sense too perfect lending, 

Why withhold the warding power ? 
It must fall— the doom impending — 

Must draw on — the dreaded hour. 



** Wherefore lift, the veil, where terror 

Darkly hovering threats our breath ? 
Life itself is nought but error, 

And to know — alas I is death. 
Hide, oh hide fate^s dreary portal I 

Make mine eyes from blood-stain free 1 
Tis a fearful thing, the mortal 

Vessel of thy truth to be. 

" My blest ignorance restore me, 

And the joys that once were mine I 
Xe'er came strains of gladness o'er me 

Since my voice tiath echoed thine. 
Thou, the thankless future giving. 

Didst the present render vain ; 
Vain the hope, the bliss of living — 

Take thy folse gift back again 1 

" With the bridal chaplet never 

Might my perfumed locks be crowned, 
28 
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@elt td^ beinem Dienfl mid^ oei^te 
9ln t)em traudgen SHitax. 
aWcine 3ugcnt> wor nur ffitinen, 
UnD ic^ fanntc nur ben vScftmcra, 
3et)c ^erbe 9^ot^ bcr 5)fieinen 
®c^(ug an mein empftntenb ^tt^J' 

^gro^Hd^ feb' ld& t>ie ®cfpielctt, 
Mti urn mic^ lebt urCt) liebt 
3n ber 3w9cnb Sujlgcfu^len, 
SKir nur ifl bad ^erj getruBt 
9Kir erft^cint bet 8f nj t)crgcbcn«, 
£^er bie Srbe feflliiib fc^mudt; 
SBcr crfrcutc (Ic^ bed 8cben«, 
T)cr in fcine 2:iffcn blidt!" 

^Seltg preif ic^ ^ol^xtntn 
3n bed ^erjcnd trunfnem SBal^n, 
Dcnn ben Sejlen ber ^ellenen 
^ fft jie brautUdb su umfa^n. 
©to!} ifl i^re Srufl ge^oben, 
3bre 2Gonnc fa^t (le faum, 
5^id)t cu(^, ^immlifc^e bort oben, 
S^eibet (le in i^rem Jraum/' 

„Unb auA id^ l^ab' i^n gefeben, 
X)en bad i>n^ t)erlangenb »a^lt! 
©eine fcbiJnen Slide flel^en, 
5>on ber ?iebe ©lut^ befeelt* 
®crne mod^f id) mit bem (fatten 
3n bic beim*fc^e SCobnung jiebn; 
Dod) ed tritt ein flpg'fc^er ©(fatten 
9{a(^t(t(^ gmifc^en mid^ unb i^n*'' 
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Since thy servant I, for ever, 

At the altar's foot was bound. 
All youth's spring-tide sorrow-shaken, 

Life consumed in ceaseless smart, 
Each rude shock by Troy partaken 

Smote on my presaging heart. 

"Treading light youth's sportive measureSi 

Others wake to life and love — 
All who shared my childhood's pleasures. 

I — can only anguish prove ! 
Spring, that clothes the earth in glory. 

Brings no rapture to my mind. 
Who that reads life's coming story 

Aught of bliss in life can find ? 

" Polyxene I for blest I hold thee, 

Who, in bright illusions dressed, 
Think'st this night he shall enfold thee — 

He — of Greeks the first and best. 
See — with pride her bosom swelling — 

Transports she can scarce contain — 
Heavenly powers I yourselves excelling 

In the dream that fires her brain. 



" I too saw him, whom my beating 

Heart its bosom-lord proclaimed — 
Saw his beauteous face entreating, 

With the glow of love entlamed. 
Then, methought, with him how brightly 

Might my days domestic shine I 
But a Stygian vision nightly 

Stepped betwixt his arms and mine. 
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„^hrt Hfid^en Sarwen aUe 
^mM mir ^roferptna ; 
93o tc^ tvantire, too ic^ toaVt, 
(gtfften mir tie ©eiflcr t>a. 
3n t>er 3uo|cnb fro^c BpitXt 
!Dran()en fie fi^ graufenb tin, 
Gin entfctilid^ed OcwuWe! 
9^tmmer fann ic^ fr6^U(i^ feiit*'' 

„Unb ben ^ort)fla^( fe^ xi^ (Hnhtt 
Unt) t>a^ SRorberau^e glu^n; 
9^ic^t jur Slec^ten, nid^t gur Sinfm 
Aann ic^ Dor bent S^rednifi flie^n} 
9^i(^t bie SIi(fe barf iA menben, 
SBiffenb, fc^auenb, unt)ern>anbt 
Wu§ id^ mein ®ef(^t(f vollenben 
gaUenb in bent fremben 8anb." — 

Unb ncA i^aUtn tire SBorte — 
^orcfi 1 ba bringt ^erworrner Zon 
gernfier antf bed Icmpeld ^Jforte^ 
lebt (aj^ 16eti<? grofer ©ol^n! 
Sri« fdbiittclt ibre ©cfelangen, 
SKHe hotter fliet)n batoon, 
Unb be-" Xonnerd SfDolfcn ^angeti 
(Slower ^erab auf 3Hott. 



pie 95urflf(5afi 

(Pamon unb fl^tnttaO 

3u *Dion9«, bcm ^prannen, fd^Ii^ 
Damon, ben DolA im ®ewanbe; 
,,3^n fc^lugen bie ^afc^er in 93anbe* 
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** All her pallid spectres yonder 

From the queen of night repair : 
Wheresoe'er I walk or wander — 

Grisly shapes I — I see them there. 
Ev'n while frolic youth ran bounding, 

Thronging still they on me pressed, 
Ghastly crowds my path surrounding.— 

No I I never can be blest. 

"Murder's steel— I see it glancing ; 

Murder's eye — I see it glare. 
Right or left my sight advancing, 

Horror meets me everywhere. 
Though I fain would '8cai)e, unwilling — 

Knowing — shuddering — tixed I stand, 
And, my destiny fulfilling. 

Perish in the stranger land." 

Scarce the voice prophetic ended, 

Hark I wild clamors rolling spread — 
At the temple gate extended, 

Thetis' mighty son lies dead. 
Discord rears her snaky tresses ; 

All the gods afar have flown ; 
And the thunder-cloud thick presses 

Heavily o'er Ilion, 

John Herman Merivale, Esq.y F,8,A, 



THE HOSTAGE. 

(Damon and Phintias.) 

To the Tyrant of Sicily stealing 
[yame Moeros, the knife in his garment concealing. 
The guards have encompassed him round— 
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„SBad tooHteft bu mit Um t>o\6it, fpri^!'' 
ffintgegnct i^m finjlcr ber ffiut^erid^. — 
,,Dic ©tabt »om Spranncn befrelenl'' — 
„Da^ [oOjl bu am Jtreugc bercucn/' 

„3(^ bin," fpridbt jcner, „au flerben berctt 
Unb bitte nxijt urn mein Seben ; 
X)o(^ midfl bu @nabe tnir ^tUn, 
3d) pc^e t>ic^ urn brel Jlage 3rit, 
S3id i^ bie @c^me{ler bem ®atten gefreit; 
3d) laffe ben greunb bir aU SSiirgen, 
Sb" Jn^fll^ bu, entrinn' ic^, txtoviXQtnJ' 

!Ca Ia(^e(t bet Aontg mit arger Sifl 
Unb [pri(^t na^ fur^em S3eben!en: 
„Drci lacje will i(b bir fc^cnfen ; 
Doc^ tt)ijfe, tt)enn ftc »erjlri(bcn, bic grijl, 
gb bu 3uriid mir gegebcn bi|l, 
®o mu§ cr (latt bciner erblaffen, 
Docb bir ijl bic ^Strafe erlaflfcn." 

Unb er fommt jum Srcunbc: „Der JtSnig gebful 

Dag i^ am ^reug mit bem ^tbtn 

Se^able ba^ fretjeliibc ©treben; 

Docb »iU cr mir gijnncn brci tage 3^^ 

Sid i(^ bie ©cbnjcjtcr bcm ®attcn gefreit; 

©0 bleib bu bcm StbniQ gum ^^fanbe, 

Sid i(!^ fommc, gu lofen bie Sanbe." 

Unb [(^mcigenb umarmt il^n bcr treue greunb 

Unb liefcrt (!(b an^ bcm 29rannen; . 

jDer anbcrc gicbct 9on bannen. 

Unb cbe bad brittc ^Worgenrot^ fcbcint, 

$at cr fc^ncU mit bem (fatten bic (B^mefirr t>m 
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''What wouldst thou, declare, with the weapon 
they've found ?" 
Sternly asked of his captive the Despot unfeeUng — 
'' Our state from its Tyrant to free I" 
'' This, Slave, may 'st thou rue when thou'rt nailed 
to a tree." 

"I am ready prepared," quoth the other, "to die — 
My life— I'd not pray thee to spare it 
But one boon — I am fain to declare it — 

Would I beg— but three days— ask you why ? 

My sister in Hymen's soft bondage to tie. 
My friend as a Hostage I'll leave thee. 
Let him bleed if I try to deceive thee." 

The monarch, he smiled with malice deep, 

And spoke after short thought given. 

'* Three days will I grant thee to live in. 
But mark I if thou fail thy promise to keep. 
On the day I have destined my vengeance to reap, 

He shall die for the act committed. 

Though thyself be from sentence quitted." 

Then he went to his friend — The king wills that I, 
'* With my life on the cross, once for ever. 
Shall pay for my wicked endeavor. 
Yet he will not three days to my suit deny. 
That my sister in Hymen's soft bonds I may tie. 
So in pledge may the Tyrant retain thee. 
Till I come back again to unchain thee." 

With a hearty embrace was the friend's troth plighted, 

And he gs^ve himself up to the King. 

The other was soon on the wing ; 
Aad, ere the third day-star was lighted, 
His Sister had been to the bridegroom united ; 
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gilt bcim mit forgcnber ©eele, 
Damlt er t)ie grijl nic^t vcrfc^Ie. 

Da giept unertblic^er Sleacn l^eraB, 

95on ben 55ergen prjen bie Quetleti, 

Unb bie Sa^e, bie etrome fc^meaen, 

Unb er !ommt and Ufer mit »anbernbem @tai, 

Da rei§et bie Sriidfe ber ©trubel ^inai, 

Unb bonnernb fprengen bie SBogen 

Ded Q)emo(bed frac^enben Sogen. 

Unb troflled irrt er an Ufer« Slanb; 

2Bte weit cr auc6 fpaf^et unb Midet 

Unb bie Stimnte, bie rufenbe, f^idet. 

Da (loget fein flatten »om (Idfe^rn (Strand, 

Der iftn fcj^e an ba<5 gewixnfc^te Sanb, 

^ein <S*iffer lenfet bie ga^re, 

Unb ber wilbe ©trorn wirb jum !Keere* 

Da finft er and Ufer unb »eint unb ^t% 

Die 4>anbe gum 3pw^ er^oben : 

„0 ^cmme bed Stromed loben! 

Sd eilen bie ©tunben, im ^JZittag jlel^t 

Die ©onne, unb menu (!e niebergcijt, 

Unb ic^ !ann bie (Stabt nic^t erreidjen, 

©0 mn^ ber greunb mir erblei(%ett." 

Dod^ madbfenb erneut f!^ bed (Stromed ffiut^, 

Unb 3BfUe auf 2Ceae acrrinnet, 

Unb ©tunbe an ©tunbe entrinnet 

Da treibet bie 2lngft i6n, ba fa§t er \i^ ^ut^ 

Unb tt)irft fic^ ftinrin in bie braufenbe glut^ 

Unb tbeilt mit (^ewaltii^en ^rmen 

Den ©trom, unb ein ®ott §at Srbarmeii, 
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Then homeward, with &ithful endeavor, 
He posted, his friend to deliver. 

Now torrents of rain fast descending down pour, 
The cataracts leap from the mountain. 
High swells every river and fountain ; 

With his traveler's staff he arrives at the shore— 

The bridge bursts away with a loud crashing roar ; 
The arch — it is broken asunder — ^' 

And the billows reply with their voices of thunder. 

All comfortless roams he along the strand, 

Far and wide around him spying — 

No voice to his shouts repljring — 
No bark to receive him — no boatmen at hand 
To ferry him o'er to the wished-for land ; 

While the tempest in fearful commotion 

Swells the brook to a mighty Ocean. 

Then he sinks on the bank with a piteous cry. 

His hands to Jove extending — 

''Oh let the wild storm have ending I 
'Tis already mid-day ; the swift hours, how they fly I 
If the sun goes down in the evening sky 

Before I redeem the stake, 

My friend — he must bleed for my sake 1" 

But each moment increases the storm's wild mood — 

And billow on billow is riding, 

And hour after hour fast gliding. 
With anguish he foams — fury scorching his blood. 
Then plunges he into the rude roaring flood, 
I And cleaves the big surges before him 

With strong arm— and a God watches o'er him. 
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Uttb flcwfnnct ta« Ufer unb cilet fort 

Unt> banfet tern rettenben ®otte; 

Da jHirjet bic raulbenbe Slottc 

fervor aud ted halted nail^tU^em Drt 

Den 5)fat) i^m fperrcnb, unb fd^naubct SM 

Unb ^emmet bed SQanbererd Sile 

Win bro^enb gefc^mungener Aeule* 

,;2Ba« ttjotit ibr?" ruft er, »ot ©d^reden 1 
„3^ ^<Jbe ntc^td, aid mein ?eben, 
Dad mug id& bem jtonige geben!" 
Unb entteigt ble Jteule bem ^ad^^tn glefd 
„Um bed greunbed SBtden erbarmet eu(!bl 
Unb brei, mit gemaltigen @trei(!^en, 
(Srlegt er, bie anbern entn>ei(^en. 

Unb bie Sonne oerfenbet glubenben Srar 
Unb uon ber unenbltdben ^ii^e 
Srmattet, flnfen bie ^niee. 
„D bafl bu mi(^ gndbig aud dlauBerdbai 
5lud bem Strom mic^ gerettet an^ f^tili^t 
Unb foU bifr ocrfc^mad)tenb verberben, 
Unb ber greunb mir, ber liebenbe, jlerben! 

Unb bord) ! ba fprubett ed ftlberbefl, 

©anj nabe, n>ie riefelnbed ^au^6^tn, 

Unb piUe bait er, ju laufcben, 

Unb pe^, aud bem gelfcn, gefc^wa^ig, f4i 

Springt murmclnb ^croor ein lebenbiger 

Unb freubig biicft er ftc^ nieber 

Unb erfrifcbet bie brennenben ®Iieber» 

Unb bie Sonne biicft burcb ber 3*^^*9^ ® 
Unb malt auf ben glan^enben !Watten 
Der S3aume gigantif(be Sc^atten; 
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The bank he has reached— he has leaped ashore, 
Thankmg Jove for his safety, when rushes 
From the forest's thick sheltering bushes 
A fierce robber-band, breathing slaughter and gore, 
Who beleaguer his footsteps behind and before. 
And with clubs swinging round them like gLsuits, 
Check his speed with a sudden defiance. 

" What would ye ?" he cries, all pale with affiight, 

'^ I have nothing but life to bestow, 

And that to the Tyrant I owe." 
Then a club from the nearest, with terrible might, 
He wrested, and cried, "Now God prosper the right I»» 

On the ground three at once lie extended — 

The rest shun the fate that impended. 

Then Phoebus emitted a fierce burning brand. 
And o'erspent with his labors unending — 
He exclaimed, with his knees feebly bending — 
'^ O thou, who hast led me with merciful hand. 
Thro' flood, and thro' sword, to the safety land, 
Must I here faint and die — and so perish 
For me, the dear friend I most cherish ?" 

And hark I how it sprinkles, silver-clear. 

Like showers, in the sun that glisten I 

And, silent, he stops to listen — 
When lo I from the rocks descending near, 
A murmuring fountain glads his ear ; 

And, beneath its archway stooping. 

He revives his spirits drooping. 

Now peeps thro' the branches the sun's slope ray, 
And paints on the glossy meadows 
The forest's giant shadows. 
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Unb awei SPanberer jlcfit ft bic ©trafe i\t%n, 
©itt filcntcn Saufed »oruber flic^tt, 
Da ^ort er tie SOortc flc fagcn : 
,r3ett wirb er and ^reug flefc^Iagen." 

Unb bie ^Ingfl bcflugeft ben eftenben guf, 

3^n jagen ber ©orge Oualen, 

Da fd^tmntern in 2lbenbrot^d @tra^Ieii 

S5on feme bie 3innen »on ©prafud, 

Unb entgegen fommt i^m $^iIo{hatud, 

Ded J£)aufed reblic^er filter, 

Der erfennt entfe^t ben ®e6ieteri 

,,3urucf ! bu rettejl ben greunb nic^t me^r, 

©0 rette bad eigne 8ebenl 

Den lob erieibet er thtn. 

25on ©tunbe gu ©tunbe <^e»artet' er 

9Rit ^offenber ©eele ber SBiebcrfe^r, 

3]^m fonnte ben mutl^igen ®Iauben 

Der ^0^ bed Iprannen nic^t rauben.'* — 

,,Unb i{l ed 3U fpat, unb fann ic^ i^m nic^t, 

Sin $Hetter, njillfommcn erfcbeinen, 

©0 foil mid& ber lob ibm ttereinen. 

De^ riibme ber blut'ge Jprann fid> ni(^t, 

Da§ ber greunb bcm greunbe gebrodjen bte 5>PU 

Cr fcbiadjte ber Dpfer gweie, 

Unb glaube an ^iebe unb Ireue!'* 

Unb bie ©onne ge^t unter, ba jlel^t er am S^or 

Unb (!cbt bad Jlreuj fdfeon erl^o^et, 

Dad bie ^JWenge gaffeiib umflebet; 

5ln bem ©eile fAon ,^iebt man ben greunb em' 

Da jertrennt er gen^altig ben bid^ten S^or^ 
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He sees two trayelers on their way, 
Whom he Mn would pass— too hasty to stay- 
When these terrihle words assailed him — 
" Ere now to the cross they've nailed him." 

Then, winged by keen anguish, his feet skimmed the 
air; 

Fierce heart-pangs chased and tore him : 

Till in Evening red, before him, 
The towers of Syracuse gleamed afar. 
And the steward who had of his household the care, 

Fhilostratus, came to meet him. 

And with hasty words entreat him. 

'^ Back ! back I to rescue thy friend too late — 

Be now for thyself providing I 

His fate he's this instant abiding — 
For hour after hour he fondly did wait 
Thy promised reprieve, nor one jot would abate 

His faith in thy good word plighted, 

Though the Tyrant with mockery slighted." 

'' And is it too late ? Am I doomed to return, 

Untrue to the word I have spoken ? 

Yet in death may our bond be unbroken. 
And let not the Tyrant exult in his scorn, 
That Friend to Friend was ever forsworn. 

Let him slaughter his victims two, 

And believe in the Loving and True." 

And the sun goes down—he stands at the gate, 

And sees the Cross uplifted, 

And about it the multitude drifted. 
Already the rope twines its Victim around. 
When he bursts thro' the press with one terrible bound : 



172 

„m^f ^enfcr!'' ruft tt, „er»urgctl 
ha bin ic^, fiir ten cr geburgctr' 

Unb grflaunm ergreift bad Sol! uxnf^tt, 

3n ben airmen liegen (Idb bcibc 

Unb weinen 9or (Scbmeraen unb greube. 

Da f!e^t man !ein 2luge t^rSnentcer, 

Unb gum Aonige brtngt man bie SSunbfrmS^r^ 

Der fu^lt cin menf^^Iic^ed Sfluircn, 

ia^t [c^ncU \>or ben i^ron (le fu^ren* 

Unb blidfet f!e lange loermunbert any 
Drauf fpric^t er: „S« i|l eu(^ gelungen, 
3^r ^abt bad ^erj mir bejwungen; 
Unb bie ireue, (le ijl bo(^ !ein leerer S3a(n; 
@o ne^met aud) mic^ gum ^enoffen anl 
3^ [ft, geroabrt mir bie 95irte, 
3tt eurem Sunbe ber Dritte." 



Per "©ttuc^er* 

,,SBer ttagt ed, JRitterdmann ober Jtnapp, 
3u taudjen in biefen ©c^Iunb? 
Sinen golbnen Seeder »erf' id^ binab, 
95erfd)Iungen fc^on ^at il^n ber fc^warae 9lunb 
SBer mir ben S3ccfaer fann roieber seigen^ 
6r mag ibn bebalten, er ijl fein eigen." 

Der ^onig [priest ed unb wirft J)Ott ber ^6y 
Der ^lippc, bie fci^roff unb jleil 
^inaudbangt in bie unenbliAe @ee, 
Den S3cc^er in ber Sbarpbbe ©ebeul. 
„a3er ifl ber ©cbergte, ic^ frage wieber, 
^u taud)en in biefe Jiefe nieber?" 
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** Not for Hoc was the Cross intended- 
Let MB— let MB be suspended." 

The Crowd stand transfixed in bewildered amaze, 
Bush the friends to each other's embraces — 
Joy and sorrow bedewing both faces. 

No eye without tears on their meeting could gaze. 

The strange tale to the King a By-stander conveys ; 
When emotions unwonted came o'er him, 
And he ordered to bring them before him. 

He looked at them long with astonishment great, 
At last said, '* Your cause has succeeded, 
My heart has the victory ceded ; 

And Truth, I confess, is no empty deceit. 

Yet grant one request — 'tis ray turn to entreat — 
Let Mb — ^here I offer my hand — 
Be the Third in your brotherhood's band." 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq.^ F,8,A, 



THE DIVER. 

*'*' Ho, knights and esquires ! whom have ye so bold 
In yon whirlpool's wild eddies to leap ? 

See — I cast therein a goblet of gold — 
Already 'tis whelmed in the swarthy deep ; 

Now whoso will bring it again to me, 

Shall win it and keep it— a well-earned fee." — 

King Frederick looked round on his vassals true, 
Then turned to the clififs o'erhanging side ; 

And full from the summit the goblet he threw 
Into Charybdis' howling tide. 

'^ Now where is the gallant — I rede you again, 

Will plunge for his guerdon in yonder main ?'» 
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Unb b!e Stitttt, Me Anappen vnt il^tt Ut 

Sernel^men'd unb fc^toeigen fliQ, 

@e^en ^inab in bad toilbe Weer, 

Unb feiner ben Sed^er gewinnen »ill. 

Unb ber Jtonig aunt brtttenmal miebet fragett 

„3|l feiner, ber flc^ ^inunter »aget?" 

Do(!6 ttQ^d tto^ flumm bleibt »ie 3ut>or; 

Unb ein Sbelfne^t, fanft unb fed, 

%xitt and ber Jtnappen lagenbem dfiov, 

Unb ben ®urtel wirft er, ben 9WanteI mtf, 

Unb aUt bie Wanner uml^er unb grauen 

9uf ben ^errlid^en 3ung(ing )»ern>unbert fc^auen 

Unb »ie er trttt an be« S^Ifen ^ang 
Unb blidft in ben @dblunb l^inab, 
Die Staffer, bie (!e ^inunter fc^lang, 
Die Sbarpbbe je^t briiflenb wtebcrgab, 
Unb »ie mit bed fernen Donnerd ^ctofe 
Sntfltirgen fte fc^dumenb bem ftnflern @c^oope* 

Unb ed voaUtt unb flebet unb braufet unb aifc^t, 
2Bie tt)enn ©affer mit geuer (!* mengt, 
Sid jum ^immel fpri0et ber bampfenbe ©ifd^t, 
Unb giutb auf glut^ fl* obn' Snbe brangt, 
Unb »ifl ftcb nimmer erfcbopfen unb leeren, 
^(d moQte bad Weer no^ ein flReer gebaren« 

Dc(!^ enblic^, ba legt flc^ bie wilbe ®en>alt; 
Unb W^fln and bem weijen ©cbaum 
^lafft binunter ein gabnenber Gpalt, 
®runb!od, aid (^in^'d in ben ^oflenraum, 
Unb rei^enb fiebt man bie branbenben SBogeit 
^inab in ben jlrubelnben ^ric^ter 0e3ogen. 



178 

And knights and esquires— the bravest and best — 
Look fearf\illy down with dizzied eyes ; 

In silence they hearken their monarch's behest, 
But none dare plunge for the glittering prize. 

'' Of the flower of mine island — the gallant and free, 

Is there none that will venture for honor and me ?" 



In the brilliant crowd it is silence all, 
Till forth from the trembling squires' array 

A page steps forward, slender and tall, 
And casts his mantle and bonnet away ; 

While knights and damsels of lofty degree 

On the gallant youth look wonderingly. 

Bravely he trode to the rock's dark brow. 

And his eye glanced steadily under ; 
And lo I the grim whirlpool awakes below 

With the muttering voice of distant thunder. 
Tben gush from their caverns with hideous uproar 
The waves its deep bosom had swallowed before. 

And the breakers they seethe and howl and hiss 

As when water meets with fire ; 
And, struggling forth Irom the black abyss, 

The spray towards Heaven mounts higher and 
higher ; 
And the vexed Sea travails in ceaseless commotion. 
As though its dark womb bore another ocean. 

At length the wild waters have ceased to swell ; 

And see ! where yon black line cleaves the foam, 
The rift yawns asunder, deep as Hell ; 

And downward to their fathomless home 
The waves rush headlong, with whirl and with spin, 
By that gaping funnel sucked greedily in. 
29 
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3e0t fcfenell, tf^ bie Srantung roiebftlc^rt, 

Dcr 3unc|(inj; (!* ©ott bcfic^U, 

Unt> — cin 8c6rci t)e« gntfefecnd wirb ritt0« ge^Jri 

Unb fc^on l^at i^n ber SQirbel binioeggefpuU, 

Unb ge^etmnig^on fiber bent Ht^nen ©d^tDimmer 

<8c^(ie^t flc^ ber fRa6:itn ; er aeigt flc^ nimmer* 

Unb fHUe wirb'd fiber betn SBa jferfc^lunb, 

3n ber liefe nur braufet e« bo^I, 

Unbbebenb ^ort man t)on SRunb ju 9Runb: 

^^ocbbpr^iger 3«n9liwf?r f^J^^^c roobl !" 

Unb bobler unb l^o^ler bort man'd ^eulen, 

Unb ti ^arrt noc^ mit bangem, mit fc^redlid^em ffieil 

Unb n?arffl bu bic jtrone felber binetn 
Unb fprac^ft: n?er mir bringt bie Stion\ 
(5r foU lie tragen unb jlonig fein! 
9Wid^ geliiftete nic^t nac^ bent tbeuren ^of^n, 
2Ba^ bie ^eulcnbe Jliefe ba unten tjer^e^le, 
Dad erjd^It feinc lebenbe, glfirflic^e ©eelc* 

5Bo^I mand^ed S^fergeug, ttom ©trubel flefa^t, 
©d^op gd^ in bie liefe ^inab: 
Dod^ 3erfd)mettert nur rangen ftdfe Stiil unb SRafl 
i^eroor aud bem ailed verf^lingenben ®rab. — 
Unb beller unb t^eller, roie Sturmed <5auffn, 
i£)ort man'd na^er unb iinmer nd^er braufen* 

Unb ed n?allet unb ftebet unb braufet unb gtfd^t, 
2Bie tt)enn 2Baf[er mit Seuer (Ic^ mengt, 
©i(J 3um ^immel [privet ber bampfenbe ®\\6^t, 
Unb 3BeU' auf 5BeU' |Id^ obn' Gnbe brangt, 
Unb »ie mit bed fcrnen Donnerd ^ctofc 
Sntflfirjt ed brutlenb bem finflern Sc^ooje. 
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Now, now~6re the ebb is past and spent — 

His perilous task must begin ; 
Each eyp, for a moment, is downward bent, 

And each breath drawn shuddering in ; 
He springs ! the dark billows close awfully o'er; 
And the gallant swimmer is seen no more. 

Now 'tis silence again on thej whirlpool's brow, 
Whilst it roars beneath whh a sullen -swell ; 

And it runs thro' the circle in murmurs low- 
Brave youth, gallant-hearted, fare thee well I 

And hoarser and hoarser is heard the dull roar. 

While speechless they listen, and gaze from the shora 

And hadst thou cast in thy royal crown, 
And sworn by the saints and the Holy Tree, 

" Who wins it shall wear it, my realm is his own "— 
That diadem's round were no guerdon for me. 

No tongue that hath life may the secrets deliver 

Which the pit of Charybdis encloses forever. 

Into the depth of that merciless wave 
Full many a gallant vessel hath past — 

And nought rose again from the reeking grave 
Save a shattered keel and a broken mast. 

But hark I the flood rises, and near and more near, 

The voice of its thunder beats loud on the ear. 

And the breakers they seethe and howl and hiss, 

As when water meets with fire ; 
And, struggling forth from the black abyss. 

The spray towards Heaven mounts higher and 
higher ; 
And the vexed Sea travails in ceaseless commotion, 
As though its dark womb bore another ocean. 
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Uttb fic^! an^ bcm finjler flut^enben ®^oof, 
Da bcbet ftc^'d fc^toanenmei^, 
Unb cin 3lrm unb etn glanacnbcr Wacfcn wlrb 
Unb e« rubcrt mit jtraft unb mit emfigcm glc 
Unb cr i|l'd unb ^oc^ in fdncr 8tn!en 
©(feroingt cr ben Sed^er mit freubigem ffiinlei 

Unb at^mete lang un^ athmtU Hef, 
Unb begriigte ba^ ^immlifc^e ixdit 
SWit grof)Iocfen c« eincr bent anbcrn rief: 
„(£r Icbt! er ift ba! c« bel^ielt i^n ni*t! 
Slud bent Q)rab, and ber {Irubelnben S3a{ferl^ 
^at ber 8raj)e gerettet bie lebenbe ©eelel" 

Unb er fommt; e« umringt iftn bie iuBetnbe @ 
3u beiJ ^ijnigvj 5u§en er finft, 
Den Seeder reicfet er i^m fnieenb bar, 
Unb ber ilonig ber lieblic^en lod^ter winft, 
Die fiillt ibn mit funfelnbem SBein bid gum I 
Unb ber 3ungling fic^ alfo gum i^onig wanb 

,,?ang tebe ber itonig! ®« freuc ^6^, 

SCer ba at^mct im rofiv^ten Sic^t! 

Da untcn aber ifl'd fixrc^tcrlicft, 

Unb ber ^JD^enfd) tjcrfuc^e bie ©otter ni^t, 

Unb bege^re nimmer unb nimmer ju fc^anen, 

2Cad lie gndbig bebecfen mit 9^ac^t nn\> &ta\ 

,,Sd ri§ mic^ ^inuntcr bli^edfdbnell, 
Da fliir^f mir aud fclfigtem ^c^ac^t 
SCilbjIutbcnb entgegen ein rei§enber QuttI; 
"Sflxd^ pacfte bed Doppelftromd roiit^enbe Tla\ 
Unb roie einen jlreifel, mit fcfewinbelnbem 7)\ 
Zxith mid^'d am, ic^ fonntc nic^t wiberfle^en 
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And see I 'mid the darkness, a swan-white speck, 
That wavers and floats with the eddying main ; 

There rises an arm, and a shining neck ; 
He stems the wild current and struggles amain. 

'Tis He 1— and he lifts from the waters a hand, 

Which holds the rich goblet, and beckons to land. 

He panted long, and he panted sore. 
And greeted the light of Heaven at last — 

There are shouts 'mid the thousands that people the 
shore — 
'' 'Tis He I he is safe, and the peril is past I" 

He smiles to their greeting, he hastes thro' the ring, 

And sinks on his knee at the feet of the king. 

And the king's fair daughter, who stood thereby, 
Eeceives the bright cup from that pagers hold : 

She fills it apace with the grape's purple dye, 
Till the rich foam gleams o'er the circling gold ; 

He takes of his valor the prize and the token. 

And thus to the monarch the gallant hath spoken. 

" Long life to my sovereign ! full gladly I breathe 

The freshness of Heaven once again : 
But 'tis madness to visit yon regions beneath, 

Which the Gods, in their mercy, have hidden from 
men— 
The tide bore me downward, and whirled me as fast 
As leaves in the trail of an Autumn blast. 

^' And to meet it there rushed like lightning, amain, 

From some cavern a torrent leaping. 
And they mingled their currents in eddying train. 

Still closer and narrower round me sweeping ; 
AJid I spun like a top in that giddy dance, 
The idle sport of a whirling trance. 
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„t)a geigtc mir ®ott, au bent i6^ ricf, 

3tt bcr ^od^flen ft^rerflid^en Woi^, 

au« ber Siefe ragenb ein grffenriff, 

Dad erfagf id^ beftenb unb entrann bcm Sob. 

Unb ba Mn^ auc^ ber Sed^er an fpi^eti AoraOt 

©onfl war' er ind Sobenlofe gefaUcn/' 

„Dcnn untcr mix lag'd noc^ bergetief 

3n ^>ut^>urncr ginflernig ba, 

Unb ob'd ^iex bem D^re gleic^ cwig Wllcf, 

Dad ^uge mit ©c^aubern ^tnunter fa^, 

SBie'd t>on @a(amanbern unb SDloIc^en unb Dr< 

©Id^ regt In bcm furc^tbaren JE^oflenrad^cn." 

,,©(^n>aq mimmetten ba, in graufem ®tmi\^, 

3u fd^eu^Iicben Jtlumpen gcbaflt, 

Dcr ftad)Iid)tc 3flo^e, ber ^lippenfifcft, 

Ded ^antmer^ grauHd^e Ungejlalt, 

Unb braucnb ttJied mir bic grtmmigcn 355»^ 

Dcr entfef lic^c ^ai, bed 9)?cered ^pane." 

„Unb ba ^ing i(^, unb n)ar*d mir mit ©rauf 

bemupt, 
9Jon ber mcnfd&Udben J£)ilfe fo meit, 
Untcr 8ar»cn bie eingige fii^Ienbe Srujl, 
5lUein in ber gra§Iic^en Sinfamfcit, 
Sief untcr bem ©c^all ber menfc^licben 9lebe 
S3ci ben Unge^cucrn ber traurigen Debe." 

„Unb fc^aubcrnb bac^t id^'d, ba frod^'d l^cran, 
Sflegte ^unbert Oclenfe gugleid^, 
©ill f^nappen nac^ mir; in bed ©c^redfcnd 5 
2a§ i(^ lod ber itoraUe umflammerten S^^^d 
®Ieid) fa§t mid) ber ©trubcl mit rafenbem Zi 
Doc^ ed n?ar mir ^um ^cil, er ri§ mic^ nac^ obi 
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" But I called on my saint in mine anguish and dread, 

In that uttermost peril to guide : 
And a reef rose below me, with coral overspread ; 

I seized it, and clung to its rugged side : 
And the goblet hung fast on that stony tree ; 
Or else it had &lleQ in the bottomless sea. 

^' For before me and round me, and mountain-deep, 
The purple darkness lay still as death ; 

And tho' sound might not pierce the ocean's sleep. 
The eye, thro' the void, gazed with terror beneath 

On its moving legions of monstrous form. 

Salamander, and dragon, and foul sea-worm. 

^' All hateful abortions that tenant the flood. 

Thick clustered in masses they lay : 
The shapeless Polypus' million-brood, 

The swift Sword-lish and the prickly Ray, 
And the white teeth glanced thro' the waters dark 
Of Ocean's hysena, the terrible Shark. 

^^ I hung, with the hideous thought possessed. 
How far from all help of kindred blood — 

'Mid spectres a living and feeling breast, 
Alone in the grisly Solitude — ' 

Deep under the reach of earthly sound. 

With the monster-brood of the dismal profound I 

" I deemed in my terror, each merciless eye 

Glared upward, intent to devour : 
The depths heaved from beneath, as their legions drew 
nigh: 

I loosened my grasp, as my hands lost their power, 
And the stream seized me fast with its eddying might, 
But it bore me in mercy to upper light." 
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Der Stbni^ boroB Pd& twwunbnt f(!^itt 
Unt) [priest: „Der ©ed^er ijl Dein, 
Unb biefen Sling no* be jUmm' 14 blr, 
®efc6mu^t mit bem fofitic^flen Sbelgefleiit, 
Serfuc^ft bu'd nocb einmal unbBritigjlmir jtunbi 
SBad bu fa^fl auf bed 9Reer($ tiefunterfhm ®ntttbi 

Dad :^orte bie Zoibttr mit meid^em ®efu^(, 
Unb mit fd)met(!^e(nbem SRunbf fie fle^t: 
„iai, Cater, genug fein bad graufame ©pid! 
@T ^at euc^ beftanben, mad fetner befhbt, 
Unb fonnt i^r bed ^eraend ®t\nfU nid^t |a^meii| 
@o mogen bie Slitter ben j^nappen befc^amen/' 

Drauf ber ^onig greift na6^ bem Sed^er f^ncD, 
3n ben ©trubel i^n fc^teubert ^incin: 
„Unb fcfcajfjt bu ben 8cd)er mir micber ^ur ©telT 
©0 foHfl bu ber treffli(6|lc Slitter mir fein, 
Unb foUft fte aid (Ebgema^l beut noc^ umaxmttif 
Die jc0t fiir bic^ bittct mit partem Srbarmen." 

Da ergrciff d ibm bie (5eele mit ^immcldgewalt, 
Unb ed bH0t aud ben Slugen ibm fiibn, 
Unb er jtcbet errotbcn bie fcbone ®eftalt^ 
Unb pcbt fte crblficfcen unb (Infen bin; 
Da treibt'd ibn, ben fofllicbcn 5>reid gu ertoerbei 
Unb (liirjt binunter auf 8eben unb ©terben. 

SBobl V^rt man bie Sranbung, mo^I febrt f!e 3u 

©ie tocrfiinbigt ber bonnernbe ©cbatt; 

Da biicft ficb'd binunter mit (iebenbem SUcf^ 

gd fommcn, ed fommen bie 2Baffer afl, 

©ie raufcben berauf, (le raufc^en nieber^ 

Den Siingling bringt feined mieber. 
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At the tale of these wonders much marveled the Idng^ 
^^ The goblet of gold thou hast gallantly won : 

And I add to thy guerdon my costliest ring, 
That flames with the ruby and emerald stone, 

If thou seek the blue gulf of Charybdis once more, 

The scenes of its lowest abyss to explore.'^ 

Up rose that fair princess in midst of the court, 
At the feet of her father she sank to her knee : 

*'0 Father, no more of this terrible sport I 
Alone he hath ventured for honor and thee ; 

Or if thy hearths longing thou canst not assuage. 

Bid the Knights of thine island to vie with the Page," 

But the king seized the goblet, and hurled it anew 

Into Charybdis' foaming tide ; 
"And, bring thou that goblet again to my view. 

With the noblest and first of my knights thou shalt 
ride, 
And she, ere to-morrow, thy consort shall be. 
Who now pleads thus fondly, thus sweetly, for thee I" 

The page read his fate in the maiden's eye, 
Ue saw her check blush, and he marked it grow 
pale; 

He heard the low sob and the faltering sigh. 
As her breast heaved fast in its silken veil — 

A soul were well ventured, such guerdon to gain I — 

So for life or for death he plunges amain. 

Long, long did they gaze from the crowded strand ; 

They watched the grim whirlpool's ebb and fall : 
Again the flood rises— all breathless they stand — 

Forth, forth from their caves come the waters all ; 
They seethe and they bellow, they burst on the shore, 
But the gallant swimmer is seen no more. 

H. 
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„^itttv, treue gAweflerlicBe 

^^gortert fclne anbre ?iebc, 
,,T)enn ed ma(!^t mir ®((mer§» 

,,9flu6tg mag i6i euc^ rrfc^eineit, 
,,9flubig gel^en febn. 

„@urer inuc^en fliUed SQeiiten 
„Stann \6^ nxci^t tttrjh^n." 

Unt) er l^orf d mit fhtmmem ^arnu^ 

fRti^t flc^ Mutenb Io«, 
9)re§t fie l^eftig in bie airmc, 

(SAiDingt |tc6 auf feln 9log, 
@(^i(!t gu fctnen Gannett aCtm 

3n bcm Sanbe ©cftweia; 
5Ra4 bcm beil'gen ®rab (le waHen, 

2luf bcr Srufl tad jtreua. 

®ro§c J^aten tort (^rfd^el^eii 

X)urd) ter i)flt'en Slrm; 
3bre« helmed Siifcbe we^fii 

3" ter gcinbc ^£cbroarm ; 
Unt* bc« 2:og3cnburgcr« 9lame 

©(^rccft ben OTufelmann; 
jDo6 bad J^er) t>on feinem (Brame 

9Ud)t genefen fanti. 

Uitb etn 3abr bat er'« fletraflm, 
Irac^fd ntcbt laiti^er me^r; 

SRube Fann cr ni*t erjagen 
Unb ccrlapt bad Jf^cerj 
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KNIGHT TOGGENBUBG. 

^'Knight, to love thee like a sister 

Vows this heart to thee ; 
Ask no other warmer feeling, — 

That were pain to me. 
Tranquil would I see thy coming, 

Tranquil see thee go ; 
What that starting tear would tell me 

I must never know.'' 

He with silent anguish listens, 

Though his heart-strings hleed ; 
Clasps her in his last embraces. 

Springs upon his steed, 
Summons every faithful vassal 

From his Alpine home, 
Binds the cross upon his bosom, 

Seeks the Holy Tomb. 

There full many a deed of glory 

Wrought the hero's arm ; 
Foremost still his plumage floated 

Where the foemen swarm ; 
Till the Moslem, terror-stricken. 

Quailed before his name. 
But the pang that wrings his bosom, 

Lives at heart the same. 

One long year he bears his sorrow. 

But no more can bear ; 
Best he seeks, but, finding never, 

Leaves the army there ; 
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©ieSt dtt ©c^iff on 3op»)c« ©tranb^ 

Dad bie @ege( 6Ia(t, 
©d^iffet 6eim jum tl^euren ianU, 

Unb an i^retf ©d^Ioffed $forte 

^to^>ft ber ?)irf|er an ; 
9idi, unb mit brm £)onnern)orte 

SBlrbfle aufi^rt^an: 
,,D{e i^r fuArt, traf^t ben @(3^tdet^ 

,,3|l t)e« J&lmmeU Sraut, 
,,®f(lfTn war bed 3:age« geier, 

^Der fie ®ott getraut" 

Da t}eTlaffet er auf immer 

©einer Sater ©d^Iog, 
©eine SCaffen (le^t er nimmer, 

9lod& fein treued SRo§. 
Son bcr 3:oggenburg l^ernieber 

©teigt er unbefannt, 
Denn ed bccft bie ebein Olieber 

J&arened ®c»a nb. 

Unb erbaut ftA eine ^utte 

3^"^^ ©ec^cnb na%, 
S8o bad ^lofler and ber OTitte 

Duflrer 8inben fa^; 
^arrenb »on bed ^orgend 8i(!^te 

Sid au 3(benbd ©*ein, 
©ttfle 4ioffnun(^ im ®ef!djte, 

©a§ er ba aCtein. 

©licfte nacii bent Jtlofler bruBen, 

Slidfte flunbcnlang 
9la6 bem genfler feiner Siebeti, 

^i^ bad genjlcr Hang, 
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\ a ship by Joppa^s haven, 
Which with swelling sail 
Wafts him where his lady's breathing 
Mingles with the gale. 

At her father's castle portal, 

Hark I his knock is heard ; 
See I the gloomy gate uncloses 

With the thunder-word : 
" She thou seek'st is veiled forever, 

Is the bride of Heaven ; 
Yester-eve the vows were plighted, — 

She to Grod is given.'' 

Then his old ancestral castle 

He forever flees ; 
Battle-steed and trusty weapon 

Nevermore he sees. 
From the Toggcnburg descending, 

Forth unknown he glides ; 
For the frame once sheathed in iron 

Now the sackcloth hides. 

There beside that hallowed region 

He hath built his bower, 
Where from out the dusky lindens 

Looked the convent tower ; 
Waiting from the morning's glimmer 

Till the day was done, 
Tranquil hope in every feature, 

Sat he there alone. 

Grazing upward to the convent. 

Hour on hour he passed. 
Watching still his lady's lattice, 

Till it oped at last,— 
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9id ba« t^eure Silb 
®[di ind X^a( l^erunter ndgte, 
Slu^ig, engelntilb* 

Unb bann (egf er frol^ fl(3^ ni^er, 

©(j^Iiff getrojlet tin, 
@ttt( fld^ freuenb, totnn etf oicber 

SWorgctt »urbf fein. 
Unt) fo fa§ cr »icle lage, 

^arrenb o^ne ©(^mera unb Stla^t, 
Sid bad genfler Hang. 

Sid bie eteblid^e fid^ aeigte, 

Sid bad tl^eure Silb 
©icb iitd Z^al ^^erunter neigte, 

^ubig, engelmilb. 
Unb fo fa§ er, eine Seiche, 

Sined 9Rorgend ba; 
9lacfe bcm gcnfler no(^ bad Wid^t 

©tiUe ^ntrip fa^. 



3>er ^ampf mif bem J^roc^eiL 

![Bad rennt bad Sol!, toa^ mal^t flc^ bort 
Die langcn ®a|Ten braufenb fort? 
©tiiqt 9lt)obu^ unter geuerd gtammcn? 
Sd rottct |lcf) im 8turm gufammen, 
Unt> eincn flitter, ^oc^ s" 9^og, 
©eioa^r' id) aud bent ^enfc^entrop; 
Unb Winter ibm, meld) Stbenteurr! 
Sringt man gefd)(eppt ein Unge^euer; 
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Till that form looked forth so loveijf 

Till the sweet face smiled 
Down into the lonesome valley, 

Peaceful, angel-mild. 

Then he laid him down to slumher, 

Cheered by peaceful dreams. 
Calmly waiting till the morning 

Showed again its beams. 
Thus for days he watched and waited, 

Thus for years he lay, 
Happy if he saw the lattice 

Open day by day ; — 

If that form looked forth so lovely, 

If the sweet face smiled 
Down into the lonesome valley, 

Peaceful, angel-mild. 
There a corse they found him sitting 

Once when day returned. 
Still his pale and placid features 

To the lattice turned. 

Edinburgh, Beview 



THE FIGHT WITH THE DRAGON. 

Why stirs the town, why rolls along 
From street to street the billowy throng ? 
Is Rhodes on flame, that they should come 
Like crowds waked by the midnight drum ? 
A gallant knight, and mounted high, 
Amid the shouting throngs I spy ; 
Behind, a shape of aspect dread. 
Upon a slow dragged wain is led ; 
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Sin !DraAe fd^eint t€ bon ®eflatt 
9Rit meitem J^rofobite^raAen, 
Unb aded bticft bertounbert 6a(b 
©en Sflitter an unb balb ben ©racj^etu 

Unb taufenb @timmen toerben (aut: 
,,X)ad ifl ber Stnbmurm, fommt unb fc^aut^ 
Der i£>trt unb ^eerben und berfc^Iungmt 
jDad ifl ber $elb, bn i^n bea^unsenl 
Siel anbre jogen bor ibm au0, 
3u wagcn ben gewalf gen ©traug, 
Doc^ feinen fa^ man wleberfe^ren; 
Den fuftnen Sflitter foil man e^frenl" 
Unb nac^ bem Stlo^tt gcl^t ber SH' 
^0 @anct 3i>6annd bed Xaufetj) Orbeti, 
Die fRxttn bed ®pital«, im glug 
3u 3flat^e |lnb t)erfamme(t worbeu. 

Unb bor ben ebein SJ^eiflet tritt 

Der 3uni^Itng mit befdjeibnem ©c^ritt; 

9lac^brangt ba« ?5o(f, mit wilbem Sluffrt, 

SrfiiUcnb bed ©elanberd ©tufen. 

Unb jener ntmmt bad SBort unb fpti^tt 

„3(^ feab' erfiiUt bie 3flitterpflic^t. 

Der Drac^e, ber bad 8anb berobct, 

Sr liegt )>cn meiner ^anb getobtet; 

grei ifl bem SBanberer ber ffieg, 

Der ^irte treibe ind ®efilbe, 

gro^ wafle auf bem gelfenjleg 

Der filger ju bem ®nabenbilbc/' 

Dodb flrenge blicft ber giirfl ibn an 
Unb fprid)t: ,,Du ^a(l aid ^elb get^^an; 
Der ^IJiut^ ifl'd, ber ben flitter e^ret, 
Du bafl ben fii^nen ®eifl bewdj^ret 
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A dragon, by its scaly hide 
I know it, and its jaws so wide ; 
And all behold, with wondering sight, 
The dragon now, and now the knight. 

A thousand voices shout with glee, 
'^ This is the dragon, come and see I 
That swallowed all with sateless greed, 
The hero this that hath us freed I 
Full many a knight before him went, 
To slay the bloody dragon bent ; 
But never a knight came from the fight. 
Praise to this bold, this noble knight I'' 
And to the cloister hied they on, 
Where sate the brave Knights of St John, 
Where sate the Knights of Jerusalem, 
In solenm council met, they came. 

Before the throne the young knight stands, 
And bares his head, and folds his hands ; 
The pressing crowds impatient tread 
Ui)on the circling balustrade : 
"My knightly duty I have done," 
Exclaimed the youth, '' the fight is won ; 
The dragon that laid waste the land, 
I slew it with my sword in hand ; 
The wanderer now may wend his way, 
The shepherd on his reed may play, 
The pilgrim now, from terror free. 
At holy shrine may bend the knee I" 

But sternly looks the chief, and says, 
" Well liast thou earned a hero's praise, 
For valor most adorns the knight. 
And thou hast fought a valiant fight. 
80 
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Do(% fpHA ! »a« ijl bic erflc 9)fnd6t 
$)ed mitttx^, t)er fur S^rijlum fi*t, 
©id) fcfemiicfet mit t)e« jtrcujcd S^^^^ 
Unt) aUc rin(\d berum erbfeic^eii* 
^0(6 er, mit eblent ^nflant), f))ri(!^t, 
Qubcm er fid^ crrot^cnt ncigct: 
„®c]^orfam ifl t)ie erfle 5)flic^t 
S)ie i^n bed (Bd^mucfed murbig geiget/' 

,,Un\) biefe |)flid^t, meiii ©oH" ^erfejl 
$)er ^eifler, „l^aji bu frec^ Dcrlc^n 
$)en ^ampf, ben bad @efe0 t>erfaget, 
^a\t bu mit fretjlcm 3Rut^ gewaget!" — 
,.J£^err, ric^te, votnn bu afled »elgt/' 
©prid^t jener mit gefefttem ®eijl, 
„!rcnn bed ©efe^ed ©inn unb SBiOen 
Sermeinf id^ treulid^ ju erfiiUen* 
9lic^t unbebiic^tfam 309 id& ^in, 
2)a« Unc^ebeuer gu befriegen; 
!DurA f ifl unb flugc^ewanbten ©inn 
SSerfud^f if^'d, in bcm ^ampf ju (Icgen**' 

,,5iinf unferd Orbend »aren fcbon, 
!l:ie 3ifrben ber SReli^^ion, 
.!Dcd fii^nen "ilJtutbeiJ Cpfer worben; 
T)a n?et)rtefl bu ben ^ampf bem Drbeiu 
!Dod^ an bem ^er3fn nagten mir 
©er Unmut^ unb bie ©treitbegier, 
3a, felbfl im Xraum ber fliUen 5«ad^te 
gaiib id^ mid^ feucbenb im ©efed^te; 
Unb menu ber S!}^orgen bammernb fain 
Unb itunbe gab tjon neuen 5)Iagcn, 
!La fagte mic^ ein milber ®ram, 
Unb id^ bef^lo^, ed frifc^ gu toa%tnJ' 
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But speak I what is the first of laws 

For him who fights in Jesus' cause, 

The sacred sign upon his mail ?" 

— And all that hear the words turn pale« 

But he with noble firmness speaks, 

A manly blush upon his cheeks, 

" Obedience is the law divine 

That makes him worthy of the sign." 

" This law divine," the master said, 

^' Thy foot hath stamped with reckless tread ; 

A fight forbidden thou hast fought. 

And held thy knightly faith at naught." 

"Judge, master, when thou know'st the whole," 

Spake he, with calm untroubled soul. 

" The Order's law, the master's will, 

Deemed I most truly to fulfill ; 

Not rash and thoughtless did I go 

To lay the fearful monster low, 

But pondered well was my intent. 

And more of wiles than blows were spent. 

" Five noble knights had fallen low, 
The victims of the dragon foe ; 
Then came thy mandate to abstain 
From hopeless fight, from contest vain. 
Ill might I brook the stern command. 
That fettered my impatient brand,— 
By busy day, by silent night, 
I wrestled in the bloody fight ; 
And when with morning's early dawn 
New cries of terror crossed the lawn. 
My boiling blood I might not tame. 
And vowed to wipe away our shame. 



\ 
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,,llnb ju mir fellbfr fproi^ ic^ baiitit 

93ad f(^mu(!t ^en Sungtinf), e^rt ben 9{anttf 

SBatf leifleten bie tapferii ^elben, 

Son tienen un^ bic Sicbcr metben, 

I^ie ju bfr ®6tter ©lanj unb Slu^m 

(Srbub bad blinbe ^eibent^umt 

®ic reinigten von Ungcbeuem 

jDte ^clt in fubnen Slbenteuern, 

Segegnetfn int jtantpf bent ?eutt 

Unb rangen mit bent SRinotourcn, 

Die armen Dpfer ju befrein, 

Unb lichen f!c^ bad Slut nid^t bauren/' 

„3ft nwr bfr ©aracen ed wert!^, 

S)a§ i(^n befampft bed Sbnflen ®c6mert? 

Se!riei\t er nur bie falfd^en ®5ttert 

©ffanbt ifl er ber ffielt |um Setter, 

Son ieber 9loti unb jebem ^arm 

S?efreien mu^ fein jlarfer 2lrm ; 

Do4 feinen ^Kut^ mug SBeid^eit lelten, 

Unb ?ifl mug mit ber ®tar!e ftreitetu 

<Bo fpracb id) oft unb 309 allein, 

^Ted Sllaubt^ierd gabrte ju erfunben; 

Da flogte mir ber ®fi(t ed eln, 

grot> rief id^ aud: 3c^ ^ab'd gefunben!" 

„Unb trat 3U bir unb fprac^ bad SBorts 
Wdi 3ie^t ed nad^ ber JE)elmat^ fort* 
Du, ^err, miUfa^rtcft meinen Sitten, 
Unb gliicflicb war bad ^eer burc^fcbnitteiu 
^aum flicg id) aui am l^eim'ft^en ©tranb, 
®Ietd) lieg id^ bur^ bed Aunflterd ^aub, 
Oktreu ben wol^Ibemerften SH^^r 
(Sin Drac^enbilb |ufammenfiigen« 



188 

''And to myself I spake^what deed 
Is youth's reward, is manhood's meed f 
What did the sons of mighty name, 
Whose praise heroic songs proclaim, 
Who to the rank of deity 
Were raised hy hlind idolatry ? 
Did they not purify the earth 
From fearfbl things of monstrous Urth ? 
Did they not iaoe the lion's roar. 
And wrestle with the Minotaur, 
Bidding their hlood in streams to flow, 
That firee the prisoned souls might go ? 

^' Deserves alone the Moorish head 
To fall beneath a Christian blade ? 
Fight we the idol gods alone ? 
No I every sigh and every groan 
Sent up from every anguished breast, 
Calls on the knight, with loud behest. 
Courage with wisdom to unite, 
And mingle cunning with his might — 
Thus spake I oft, and wandering then. 
Tracked out the dragon's bloody den ; 
Of many plans God showed me one. 
I cried rejoicing, — *• It is done I' 

'^ And came to thee, and asked thy leave 
To visit home, a short reprieve ; 
Thou, sire, didst not refuse my prayer, 
And fleet o'er the wide seas I fare. 
Scarce had I reached my native strand. 
When, by an artist's cunning hand, 
A dragon shape I made, and knew. 
Well marked, each ugly feature true 
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Sluf lurjeii gu§cn toirb tie 8ajl 
jDed tangen Setbcd aufget^urmet; 
(Sin fd^uppic^t 5)onjcr^cmt) umfapt 
Den Sluden, ben cd furc^tbar fd^irmct/' 

„?ang jhccfct (!d& t)cr ^al6 i^troot, 

Unt) grdplid), wie tin ^ottent^or, 

21U f(^nappt' e« gierig noc^ bcr Scute, 

eroffnet ftt^ t>c« «Ra^cn« SBeite, 

Unt and tern fitwar^en @(!^Iunbe brSun 

Der 3^^"^ fla(^cli(^te Slld&n; 

Die 3«"9^ gleid^t t)e« ®c^»erte« ©pift<> 

Die fleinen ^ugen fpritl^en Sli^e; 

3n eine ^d^Iange enbigt f!c^ 

De« $Rit(!end ungefteure Sange, 

9loUt urn jtc^ felber fitrc^tedid^, 

Dap e« urn 3J?ann unt 3ftop jld^ fc^lange." 

„Unt> aQed bilb' ic^ nac^ genau 
Unt) fleit)' eiJ in eiu fc^cuglic^ (S)rau; 
^alb SOSurm crfc^ien'd, ^alb SWolc^ unb Dn 
^e^cuget in ber giffgcn ^ad^t, 
Unt* aU bad ©ill) »o(Ient>et roar, 
(Srwabr id^ mir ein Doggenpaar, 
©ewaltig, fcfencfl, \jon flinfen i^aufen, 
®eroo^nt, ben irilbcn Ur ju greifcn. 
Die be0' icb auf ben Jinbrourm an, 
Srt^i^e fie ^u roilbcm ®rimme, 
3u faffen i^n mit fd^arfcm 3<iN/ 
Unb lenfe fie mit meiner ©timme." 

„Unb tt?o bed ©audbed »ei(^e« 25lie§ 
Den fcbarfen ©iffen Slope Hep, 
Da reij' id) fie, ben 5Burm ^u paden, 
Die fpi^en 3^^ttc einju^acfen. 
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On stunted feet its monstrous weight 
Climbs like a tower, in awkward height, 
And round and round, a scaly mail 
Scoflls every effort to assail. 

^^ Its huge neck stretches many an ell, 
And, like the yawning gates of hell, 
Sucking their prey from every side. 
Its jaws are opened long and wide ; 
Fierce in its swarthy mouth it shows 
Sharp t«eth in triple bristling rows ; 
Its tongue is like a pointed blade. 
Its little eyes shoot lightnings dread, 
Its grated spine, both broad and long, 
Ends in a tail of serpent strong. 
Whose bloody knots have often bound 
Both man and beast in scapeless round. 

"All to the hideous life was true. 
E'en to the gray and ghastly hue ; 
It seemed half dragon and half snake. 
Bom of the black infernal lake ; 
And when the shape was finished quite. 
Two dogs I chose me strong and wight, 
Well trained, I wis, by huntsmen good, 
To chase the wild bull through the wood ; 
I drive them on, I chafe their ire, 
They seize the scaly monster dire 
With angry tooth, while standing nigh, 
I urge them onwards with my cry. 

*^ And when the belly's softer parts 
Are open laid to hostile arts, 
I made them seize the monster there. 
And with their pointed fangs it tear. 
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3* felbft Ibcwajfnet mlt ®ef4of , 
Scfletge mein arabifd^ 9io^, 
Sen at)eHger 3uc^t entflammet; 
Unt aU id) fetncn 3ofn entflammft, 
Slafcfe auf t)eii Drac^cn fpreng' i(j&'« (od 
Unt) flacbl' cd mit ben fdbarfen @|>orm, 
Unb werfe jiclenb mein ®ef^of, 
SlU mUV i(^ bie ©eflalt burd^bo^ren.^ 

„Z)h auc^ bad SI{o§ fid^ grauenb laumt 
Unb fnirfdbt unb in ben 3u<)el fd^auntt; 
Unb meine Doggen angfllid^ flo^nen, 
9lic^t rafl' i(^, bid fie fic^ gemo^nen* 
®c itb' ic^'d aud mit (Smfigfeit, 
Sid breimal f!d ber OTonb eriteut, 
Unb aid fie jebed rec^t begriffen, 
gii^r' id^ fie ^er auf fc^nctten ©d^iffen. 
Dcr britte ^orgen ifl ed nun, 
T)a§ mir'd gelungen, bier ju lanben; 
Den ®Uebern gonnf ic^ faum gu ru^n, 
Sid ic^ bad groge 2Ber! beftanben." 

„Denn bfi§ erref^te mir bad ^eq 
!Dcd !?anbed frifdb crneuter St^merj, 
3errij]'cn fanb man jiingfl bie ^irten, 
iie nacb bem ©umpfe fic^ tjerirrten. 
Unb id) befcblie^e rafcb bie Ibat, 
9?ur ton brm ^crjen nebm' ic^ 3flat^. 
g(ugd unterri(bt' ic^ meine ^nappen, 
Sefleige ben tterfutbten S^lappen, 
Unb t}cn bem ebein X'cggenpaar 
Segteitet, auf gebeimen SBcgen, 
2Bo meiner Ibat !ein 3^"^^ ^^^t 
9leif ic^ bem geinbe frifd) entgegen.'* 
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Myself upon my Arab steed, 
Of mettle proved, of noble breed, 
Armed as for fiercest combat, storm 
Against the hideous dragon-form. 
With loud halloo for battle cry 
I spur him on to victory ; 
And throw my darts with aim so true, 
As might I pierce the dragon through. 

^' And though my proud steed rears him high, 

And champs his bit impatiently. 

And though my trim curs howl and moan, 

Without remit I urge them on. 

Thus are they trained from day to day, 

Till thrice the moon renews her ray : 

And when they are in finished train, 

On winged ship I cross the main. 

Three days have passed, have passed no more, 

Since first I landed on this shore ; 

My weary limbs I might not rest 

TiU I fulfilled my high behest. 

" For it did pierce me through and through 
To hear the boors their cries renew. 
And tell of shepherds gored and torn, 
Thftt in the foggy fens were lorn ; 
My heart commands, and I obey, 
I g?vd me to the work straightway, 
I mount my trusty Arab steed. 
My trusty squires attend my need, 
My faithful curs my voice obey. 
And wend with me on secret way. 
Where none might know our travel's bent, 
Or interrupt our bold intent. 
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„T>a^ StixdfUin fenttfl bu, ^err, ba^ ^o4 
2luf eincd gclfenberged 3«>(^, 
S)er »elt bie 3ttfcl ubetfd&auet,^ 
S)e^ ^eiflerd fu^tter ®cifi tthamt 
Serad^tlid) fc^etnt ed, arm unb Ileitt, 
£)o(^ etn Wirafel fd^Iie^t ed eitt, 
Die SWutter mit bent 3ffMdJn<Jben^ 
£)en bie brei jtonige begaben. 
2luf brelmal breigig ©tufen jleigt 
Der yilgrim nac^ ber flellen ^6^e; 
S)o(^ bat er fcbtvinbelnb fie erreid^t, 
Srquidt i^tt feined ^eilanbd 9la^*'' 

,,^ief in ben {$eU, auf bent ed (angti 

3|1 eine (Srotte eingefprengt, 

3?om X^ou be« naben ^oord befeuc^tet, 

^o^in bed J^immeU ©trabi ni(^t (eu^teU 

^ier boufete ber 5Burm unb tog, 

Den Slaub erfpa^enb, 9lad^t unb Jag* 

©0 bicit er, irie ber ^oUenbrad^e, 

5lm gu§ bed ©otted^aufed ©a^e; 

Unb fam ber 5)i(grim bf^fl^^^Ot 

Unb lenfte in bie Unglitddflrage, 

^ert)orbracb and bem i£)inter^alt 

Der geinb unb trug i^n fort |um grajc** 

„Den gelfen flieg Ic^ je^t ^inan, 
SV ^ ben f^weren ©traug beganti j 
^in fnief idj tjor bem (Sbrifludfinbe 
Unb reinigte mein i^er) oon ©unbe. 
Drauf giirr icb mir im ^eiligtbum 
Den b(anfen ©cbmutf ber ffiajfen ttm 
Semebre mit bem ©pieg bie SRec^te, 
Unb nietier fleig' ic^ jum ®efc(^te* 



186 

*' Thou know'st the chapel, sire : it stands 

Upon a rock whose height commaiids 

The smiling island far and near ; 

No vulgar hand such work might rear. 

And though without it seem hut small, 

Within its treasure passeth all. 

The mother and the babe divine, 

And the three kings that saw the sign. 

Three times thirty steps ascends 

The pilgrim, ere his labor ends, 

But soon forgets the giddy road 

When near to Christ, and near to Grod. 

"Deep in the rock there is a grot, 
Where light of glad day cometh not, 
A noisome and empoisoned den, 
Dank with thick vapors of the fen. 
Within this den the dragon lay. 
His victims watching night and day, 
A hellish watchman at the gate 
Of God's own house, the monster sate , 
And when the pilgrim passed before 
The spot oft stained with human gore, 
From ambuscade the dragon came. 
And swallowed up his weary frame. 

*' Before the doubtful fight I try, 
The sacred rock I m6unted high, 
And knelt before the babe, to cleanse 
My soul from sin by penitence. 
There, when the wondrous image shone, 
My glittering gear I girded on, 
And with my good spear in the right. 
Descend well-omened to the fiiiht. 



187 

3uru(!e bteibt t>tx Stnappm Jro^j 
3^ 0cbc fd^eit)ent) t)ic Scfe^le, 
Unt> fc^winge mi(^ bebenb aufd 9lo§, 
Unt) ®ott empfe^r id^ meine ®ec(e." 

,,Jtaum feV icb mi(^ im ebncn f)lan, 
glugd fc^Iagen meine Doggen an, 
Unb f>anQ beginnt bad 9lo§ ju !eu(^en 
Unt) baumet f!d^ unb mid m(^t meid^en; 
Denn nal^e liegt, jum ^naul gebadt, 
Ded geinbed f^eu^Itd^e ©eflalt 
Unb fonnet (!c^ auf warmem ®runbe* 
Sluf jagcn i^n bie flinfen ^unbe; 
Doc^ »enben fie fid) pfeil^efc^wittb, 
%U ed ben 9lad^en ga^nenb t^eilet 
Unb oon f!c^ ^auc^t ben gift'gen 9Qinb 
Unb roinfe(nb»ieber®(^a!al ^eulef 

„Doc^ fc^^netl erfrifc^' i(^ ibren gjlut^, 
®ie faffen i^ren geinb mit 2But^, 
3nbem ic^ nac^ bed X^tered 8enbe 
2lud (larfer gaufl ben ©peer ^erfenbe; 
Dcc^ mac^tlod, n)ie ein banner ®tab, 
5)rattt er »om ©c^uppenpanjer a^, 
Unb eb' i(^ meinen 2Burf erneuet, 
jDa baumet ficb mein Sflo§ unb fc^euet 
2ln feinem Safilidfenblic! 
Unb fetned 2ltbemd dift'gem SBeben, 
Unb mit (Sutfe^en fpringt'd juriid, 
Unb ie0o roar'd um midb gefc^e^en — " 

,/£)a fc^n^ing' id) mid) bebenb t>om dto§, 
©dbnell ifl bed ©d)ttjerted ©ci^neibe blof ; 
jDoc^ aUt ©treidbc finb oerloren, 
jDen gelfen^arnif(^ ju burc^bo^ren. 
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I leave behind my faithful band 
Of aqoiies, and give my last command ; 
And, mounting light my £Eiithful steed, 
Pray Qod to help me in my need. 

'* Scarce had I reached the open spot 
That lies before the noisome grot, 
When bark my curs, and snorts my steed, 
And rears him high, and checks his speed ; 
For, lo I wound up in fearful clue, 
Exposed the monster lies to view, 
And basks him in the sultry sun ; 
My ready curs against him run, 
But, rising quick, he gives them pause, 
And wide he opes his ponderous jaws. 
And sends his breath forth like a blight, 
And howls like jackall in the night. 

"But quickly I revive their rage. 
And with new fury they engage. 
While I my spear, my strongest, throw 
With might against the scaly foe ; 
But powerless as a stone it falls 
Thrown back from triple granite walls. 
And ere I could renew my throw 
My steed shies from the hideous foe ; 
He fears that eye of serpent glare. 
He fears that breath that chokes the air. 
And startles back— and now the strife 
Well nigh had ended with my life. 

^* Quick from my steed I spring, and bear 
My ready brand with threatful air ; 
But all my blows fall dintless on 
That harness harder than the stone, 
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Unb muf^enb mit bed @dbtotiff« Stta^ 
^at e0 )ur Srbe mtc^ Btrajft; 
@(^on feV ic6 fnnen !Rac6en ga^iten, 
Sd ^aut na(!6 mir mit grimmeit S'^f^^tn, 
^U meine $unbe, mut^entbrannt, 
^n feinen Saud) mit grimm'gen Siffen 
^:c^ warfen, ba§ cd ^culcnb jlanb, 
Son unge^eurem ©c^meq lerrijfeiu'' 

„Unb, e^' cd iftren Siffcn B* 
SntiDtnbet, rafd^ er^eb' ic^ mic^, 
Srfpa^e mir bed geinbed 915§e 
Unb (le§e tief i^m ind (3ctxb\t, 
9^ac^bo^renb bid and $eft ben @ta^T. 
©cbmar^quedenb fprtniit bed Slutee Stra^L 
J^in ftn!t ed unb bec^rabt im gade 
W\^ mit bed ?eibed SRiefcnbafle, 
Da§ fc^neU bie vBinne mir vergebm 
Unb aid id^ neugeflarft erwac^e, 
@e^' ic^ bie jtnappen um mic6 fle^n, 
Unb tobt im ©lute liegt ber Drac^e." 

jDed SeifaQd lang ge^emmtc Sufi 

Sefreit ie^t aUcr i>bxex Srujl, 

<5o wie ber flitter bied gefprocfeen ; ^^ 

Unb ge^nfad) am ®txt>bih gebrocben, 

SBaljt ber vermift^ten ©timmen ^cbafl 

©ic^ braufenb fort im ^Bieber^att. 

?aut forbern fclbjl bed Orbend ©o^ne, 

Da§ man bie ^eltenjlirne frone, 

Unb banfbar im Xriumpftgcprang 

SBiU ibn bad y>oIf bcm SJoIfe jeigen; 

T>a faltet fcine ©time Pren(^ 

Der "iDZeijler unb gcbietct ©d^roeigen* 
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And with his tail, wide lashing round, 
It brings me powerless to the ground. 
Already seemed its yawning jaws 
Before the mighty gulp to pause, 
When rush my curs, a faithful pair, 
Upon the softer parts laid bare. 
And bite, and tear, and pinch it so. 
It stands and howls for very woe. 

'* And while it howls in agony, 
With sudden spring I shake me free, 
Deep to the hilt my sword I bury 
Within the monster's mesentery, 
Where scales protect not from his foes, 
And from the wound the black blood flows. 
He sinks, and buries in his fall 
Me with his body's weighty ball. 
My senses leave me. In a swound 
I lay ; and when I looked around. 
My faithful squires beside me stood, — 
Dead lay the Dragon in his blood." 

Scarce had the noble youth made pause, 
When loud arose the free applause : 
Too long restrained the mingled tide 
Of rival plaudits, multiplied, 
Came from the echoing roof tenfold, 
As swelling wave on wave is rolled. 
His brother knights with one acclaim 
Might crown him with a wreath of fame, 
From street to street in tfiumph proud 
Might bear him on the grateful crowd. 
The master folds his brow severe, 
And bids the throngs in silence hear. 
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Unb fpri^tt „3)fn Dra^en, ber bietf 8anb 
Ser^eert, fc^Iugfl bu mtt tapfrer $anb; 
Sin ®ott bifl bu bent Solfe morbett, 
Sin Seinb fommfl bu guru(! bent Orben, 
Unb etnen fd^Iimmern SQurm gebar 
X)ein ^erg, a(d biefer Drac^e mar. 
X)ie ©d^Iange, bie bad fytxi t>ergiftet, 
Die 3n)iftract>t unb Sfrberbcn fliftet, 
Dad i(l bfr mibcrfpcniTge (S>i\% 
Dcr 9egcn 3wc^t flc^ fred^ cmporet, 
Der Drbnung beilig Sanb 3errei§t; 
Denn ber i(l'0, ber bie ffielt aerfloret." 

f!^yx\^ geiget auc^ ber ^ame(u(!, 
©e^orfam ifl ber S^riflen @(^mu(!; 
Denn n>o ber $err in feiner ®rope 
(^emanbelt l^at in ^x^t6^itM,^%t, 
Da flifteten, auf ^eiPgem ®runb, 
Die S5ater biefed Drbend ©unb, 
Der 5>Pic^ten fc^ymerfle au erfiitten, 
^yx banbigen ben eignen SBitlen* 
Dic^ ^at ber eitle 9tu6m betvegt 
Drum toenbe bic^ ^yx^ meinen S(i(!en! 
Denn n>er bed ^erren 3o(!^ nic^t tragt, 
Darf |!ct> mit feinem jlreu^ nic^t fc^muden.* 

Da bric^t bie *iIWenge tobenb aud, 
©emalt'ger Sturm bewrgt bad J>au«, 
Urn ®nabe fle^en afle Sriiber; 
Doc^ fcfemeigenb blicft ber Siingling nieber, 
@tt(I (cgt er t>on fkb bad ®en>anb 
Unb fiigt bed ^y^eifler^ flrenge $anb 
Unb gc^t. Der folgt ibm mit bem Slide, 
Daun raft er Hcbenb it)n guriicfe 
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And speaks : '^ Thy valiant hand hath slain 

The foe that many fought in vain ; 

The grateful people's Deity, 

Thou art thine order's enemy ; 

Thy heart hath home a serpent, know, 

Worse than the bloody dragon-foe. 

That snake, the venom of thy breast, 

A will it is by pride possessed, 

Whose stubborn bent may not incline 

To order and to discipline, 

That man from man asunder tears, 

And with itself to ruin bears. 

" Wild courage may the Moor display, 
A Christian's boast is to obey; 
For where the Lord of earth and skies 
Walked in a servant's humble guise. 
The fathers of our order there 
The vow of holy knighthood sware, 
The hardest duty to fulfill, 
To curb our own rebellious will 1 
Thee hath vain glory led astray. 
Go, take thee from my sight away 1 
Who scorns his master's yoke divine, 
Not worthy is to wear his sign." 

Breaks out the crowd with angry roar. 
His brother-knights for grace implore, 
And shakes the pillared dome around ; 
But silent looks upon the ground 
The youth, and dofls his knightly gear. 
Kisses the master's hand severe. 
And goes. He follows with his eye, 
And back he calls him lovingly, 
31 
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And speaks. — ^^ Embrace me, noble son, 
The harder fight thy faith hath won I 
This cross receive. It is the meed 
Of humble heart, and noble deed." 

Oerman Wreath. 



THE JOURNEY TO THE FORGE. 

A GUILELESS page was Fridolin, 

As from my tale ye'U learn ; 
He served with heart, that knew no sin, 

The Countess of Savern. 
She was all gentleness to him ; 
But any wish of hers, or whim, 
The wayward bent of woman's will, 
He would have hastened to fulfill. 

From morning's dawn, when day first shone, 

Till evening's twilight died, 
He lived for her commands alone, 

Yet ne'er was satisfied. 
And said the lady, *'Toil no more," 
His glistening eye with tears ran o'er ; 
And ne'er from labor would he rest, 
Till weariness his limbs opprest. 

And hence above the servant crowd. 

She loved the youth to raise. 
And from her beauteous lips there flowed 

Incessantly his praise. 
Kor of her servants seemed he one ; 
Her heart esteemed him as a son ; 
And oft her eye reposed with joy 
On the sweet features of the boy. 
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Darob entbrennt in SRoberttf SBruft 

Dcd Sagcrd, gift'f^er ®roII, 

Dcm langfl »on bofcr ^cfea^itluP 

Die fcfewarjc ©ecle f(^»ofl; 

Unb trat jum ®rafen, raf^ jur Zf^at, 

Unb ojfen bed 5^erfu^rer« Siatf^, 

$(U einfl )}om Sagen l^eim fie famen, 

@treut t^m ind ^erj bed ^rgmo^nd @ameiit 

„m^ fcib itr glurfli*, ebler ®raf/' 

^ub er »otI 5lrglifl an, 

,;(Sudb raubet ntc^t ben golbnen @<l^(af 

J)fd 3weifcU giffger 3abn; 

Dcnn tbr befj^t ein ebled ffieib, 

(Sd giirtet @d^am ben feuf(!^en ?ei6. 

Die frommc 3^rcue gu beriicfen 

2Birb nimmer bem Serfuc^er fliurfen/' 

Da rottt ber ®raf bie ftnflern Srau'tt: 
„2Dad reb'fl bu mix, ®efea? 
SDerb' i(^ auf tBeibedtugenb bau'n, 
93ctt)cglici wie bie ©cfl'? 
Seicfet (ocfet fie bed ©cbmei^Terd OTunb; 
^cin ®laubc fle^t auf feflcrm ®runb. 
5^om 2Bcib bed ®rafen »on <Sa^erne 
Slcibt' l^ojf' ici^, ber 5>erfu(^er feme." 

Der anbre fprt(3bt: „®o benft i^r red^t* 

5lur eurcn ©pott ^erbtent 

Der Xbor, ber, ein geborner Stnti^t, 

(Sin fcIAed flc^ erfii^nt, 

Unb ju ber grau, bie i^m gebeut, 

grbebt ber SBiinfcfee Sujlern^eit" — 

„^a^ V fallt ibm jener tin unb bebei. 

„9leb'ft bu \?on eincm, ber ba lebet?" — 
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For this there rose in Robert's breast, 

The huntsman, deadly hate ; 
His envious bosom never ceased 

With malice to dilate. 
And to the Count, whose honest heart 
Was open to the traitor's art, 
And light would kindle, he drew nigh, 
To plant the seeds of jealousy. 

And thus with cunning words he spake : 

" O Count, I deem you blest ; 
No jealous doubts your slumbers break, 

Nor haunt your golden rest. 
For you so chaste a spouse possess I 
Discretion guards her loveliness ; 
And all the wiles of wooing youth 
Were vain against her virtue's truth." 

At this the Count with frowning brow 
Exclaimed—'' What say'st thou, knave ? 

I build no trust on woman's vow, 
Unstable as the wave. 

But though vain words their hearts allure, 

My lady's troth I hold secure ; 

X.ove's eye on her none dare to turn, 

Or woo the spouse of Count Savern." — 

The wily keeper speaks — '' Tis clear, 

Contempt the fool deserves. 
Who, bom to serve thee and to fear, 

Thus from his duty swerves. 
And to the lady he obeys. 
An eye of longing dares to raise." 
Trembling with wrath, the Count replies, 
"The villain, that hath dared it, dies." — 
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^3a bo4, toad aller 3Runb etfttOI^ 
S)a0 barg ftc^ meinem ^emt ! 
S)oc^, tvfil i^x'^ \>tnn mit SIei§ otrl^&St^ 
©0 uttterbrud' ici^'« gern" — 
„Dtt bifl bed lobcd, ©ube, fpri*!** 
ffluft iener (breng unb furc^terlid^. 
^ffifT l^cbt bad au9 au ^unigonbettf' — 
,,9lun ia, id^ fpred^e t>ott bem Slonbeiu" 

„(it ifl nic^t l^aplic^ t)on (Strait," 
ga^rt ft mit Slrgli^ fort, 
Snbem'd ben ®xaftn l^eif unb fait 
Durci^riefelt Bel bem SBort* 
n^^'^ mBgli*, ^err? 3^r faVt ed tiic^ 
93 te er nnx Slugen (at fur f!e? 
©ei lafcl eurer felbfl nici^t ac^tet, 
?ltt i^ren ©tu^I gefejfelt ft^mac^tet?'' 

,,(Sf^t bo bie SSerfe, bie er f(^rieb 
Unb feine ®Iutb 9c(le^t" — 
,,®ejlc^t!" — „Unb fie um ©egenlieb, 
Der freeze Sube! flel^t. 
Die gnab'ge ®raftn, fanft unb mid^,' 
Slu« "iD^itleib wobi »erbarg fie'0 eu(^ ; 
SRid^ rcuct je^t, ba§ mir'd entfabren, 
Denn, ^err, »ad ^abt i^r gu befa^irenf" 

Do ritt in feined 3orne« ffiut^ 
Der ®raf ind nabe ^olj, 
SBo t^m in bolder Defen ®(ut( 
Die (Eifenflufe fcbmolj. 
4)icr nd^rten frii^ unb fpat ben Sranb 
Die Stnt6)tt mit gcfcbaft'ger ^anb; 
Der gun!e fpriibt, bie ©alge blafen 
Slid golf ti, gclfcn 3U ^erglafcn* 
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'* And can it be ? the public tciIe 

To thee hath ne'er been told ? 
Yet what my Lord desires to veil, 

My lips shall ne'er unfold." — 
'^ Speak, wretch, or die ; what hast thou seen ?'* 
Exclaims the Count with threatening mien, 
" Who hopes her fitvor to engage ?" — ' 
^' I speak, sire, of the fair-haired page. 

^' The stripling hath a pleasing form." 

Thus he deceives his lord, 
Whose blood by turns ran cold and warm, 

And thrilled at every word. 
*' And have you truly never known, 
That he hath eyes for her alone, 
Of you at table hath no care, 
But languishes behind her chair ? 

"And in these verses is confessed 

His passion's bold desire " — 
" Confessed I" — " He hath the Countess pressed 

To love with equal fire. 
The lady is discreet and good, 
She feared for him your angry mood ; 
'Twere useless to repeat the tale ; 
For what to you could that avail ?" 

At this the Count grew wroth, and rode 

To where a forest rose, 
And fires in many a furnace glowed ; 

There melted iron flows ; 
Early and late with zealous speed 
The glaring flames his servants feed ; 
The sparks ascend ; the bellows play ; 
As though the rocks would melt away. 
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£)e« SQaffer^ unb M Seuerd Jtrafl 

Serbitntet fle^t man l^ier; 

Dad ^it^Irab, t)on ber glut^ geraffi; 

Umtvdiat f!^ fiir un'b fur; 

£)te SDerfe flappern 9lac^t unb Sag, 

3m Xa!te poc^t ber jammer @(^(ag, 

Unb bilbfam t)on ben maci^f gen @trei(^et 

9nu§ fe(bfl bad Stfen fic!^ ermetd^en* 

Unb ameien Aned^ten minfet er, 

©cbeutet fie unb fagt: 

,,Den erflcn, ben ici^ fenbe ^er, 

Unb ber euc^ alfo fragt: 

„„^aU i^r befolgt bed $erren fflortf"** 

jDen ttjerft mir in bie ^otte bort, 

5Da§ er ju 2lfd)e gleici^ ^ergel^e, 

Unb if^M mein 2lug nic^t tt?eiter feje!" 

De^ frcut flc^ bad entmenfc^te ^aax 

9Wit rober ^en!crdlufl, 

jDenn fii^IIod, text bad gifcn, war 

!Dad fytv] in i^rcr Sru(l. 

Unb frifdbcr mit ber SaIc^e JE^aud^ 

er^i^^eu fic bed Ofcnd Sau^, 

Unb f(^icfen fid) mit "iUJorb^erlangen, 

jDad iobedopfer ju empfangen* 

Drauf ^Robert jum ©efetlen fpri(^t 
9Wit falf(^em Jpeuci^elfcbcin: 
,,5rif4 auf, (55cfe(I, unb faume nid^t, 
Der ^err bege^ret bein." 
jDer ^err, ber fprici^t ju gribolin: 
,,^u9t gleid^ aum Sifen^ammer ^in, 
Unb frage mir bie ^necbte borten, 
Db fie gct^an na(^ mcinen ffiorten?" 

e^iacrl ffimmtl. SDertc I. 13 



193 

There might you see their wondrous force 

Both fire and water blend ; 
To urge the wheel's revolving course 

Their power the torrents lend ; 
The works keep up their ceaseless chime ; 
The heavy hammers strike in time ; 
And e'en the iron pliant grows, 
Subdued and shaped by mighty blows. 

And at their master's beck there come 
Two servants from their task ; — 

'^ The first, whom I shall send from home 
To greet you, and to ask 

If ye've obeyed your master well. 

Him seize, and throw in yonder hell ; 

The flaming furnace be his grave ; 

I would not see again the slave." 

Infernal joy the demons feel. 

To hear that dark behest ; 
For hardened were their hearts like steel ; 

No mercy touched their breast. 
Aloft the smoking pile they raise ; 
The flames ascend with crackling blaze ; 
They thirst for crime, and long to slay, 
With murderous will, their destined prey. 

And Robert then his comrade calls, 

Who nought of malice knew ; 
" Now haste thee to our master's halls ; 

He needs thy service true." 
The Count he spake to Fridolin, 
" Straight wend to where my forge's din 
Is heard ; and of my slaves inquire, 
K they've fulfilled their lord's desire." — 
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Uttb jener fprfd&t: ,,50 foU gefj^e^ttl" 
Unb mac^t fi(^ flugd 6erdt 
S)od^ finnenb 6Ietbt er pIS^I^ ^^ni 
„Db fie mix tticfet^ gebcut?'' 
Unb t)or bte ®raftn fleat er f!A: 
,^xnau9 3um i^ammer fc^icft man mi^} 
®o fag, toad fann idi bit t>erri(i^ten; 
S)enn bir ge^oren meine $fli(^ten/' 

jDarauf bit jDame t)on @at)eni 
Serfe^t mit fanftem Xon; 
„Die ^eiPge ^effe ^ort' id& gcrii, 
Dod^ liegt mix fran! bet ©ol^n ! 
@o ge^e benn, mein Jtinb, unb fpri^ 
3n 9(nbad^t ein ®e6et fur mt^, 
Unb bcnffl bu rcuig beiner ©unben, 
©0 (a^ and) mi(^ bie ®nabe ftnbcn." 

Unb fro^ ber oielmitlfommnen ^f^td^t, 
3Jla6^t er im glug ficfe auf, 
J£)at noc^ bed !Dorfed Snbc nid^t 
Srrficfat im fdjnellen Sauf, 
jDa tont i^m oon bem ®(odfen{lrang 
4)eUf(feIagcnb bed ©clauted ^long, 
jDad allc ©iinber, ^o^begnabet, 
3um ©acramente fejlltc^ labet. 

„X)em tiebcn ®otte weid^ ni(^t an^, 
ginb'fl bu il^n auf bem SBeg !" — 
Sr fprid^fd unb tritt fnd ®otte«^au«} 
^ein Saut ifl fjitx no^ reg'j 
Denn urn bie grnte war'd, unb ici§ 
3m gclbe gtiil&t bcr <5c^nittcr glei^* 
^ein (I^crgcfiulfc war erfci^ienen. 
Die SJkffc funbig ju bebicnen. 
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« Tis mine,'' he answers, ^' to obey," 

And soon prepares to go ; 
Then paused—'' Perchance my mistress may 

Have duties for me too." 
Before the Ckmntess soon he. bows : 
''Forth to the forge thy servant goes ; 
Thine is my duty ; lady, say. 
Thee can I serve upon the way ?" 

Thereat the Countess called him near, 

And spake with gentle tone : 
'^ The holy mass I long to hear ; 

But sickness wastes my son. 
Go then, my child, and on the way 
For me in still devotion pray ; 
With penitence thy sins effiioe ; 
And then for me entreat heaven's grace." 

The sacred charge was doubly sweet ; 

He rose and journeyed &st ; 
Yet through the neighboring village street 

He had not fairly passed, 
When on his ear distinctly fell 
The sacred curfew's mellow peal. 
Which summons sinners to repent. 
And taste the holy sacrament 

"To fly from God were surely sin 

When in the road we meet."* 
He sees the church, and enters in, 

Yet hears few coming feet ; 
For 'twas the harvest-tide, and then 
Its toil detained the husbandmen ; 
Kone came the sacred hymns to sing^ 
Or chant the mass, or censer swing. 
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gntfcBIeffen tfl cr alfobalb 

Unb maiit ben ©acdflan; 

,,I)a«/' fprld^t n, „i^ fein aufcntHtf 

ffiad forbfrt l^immelan." 

jDie ®to(a unb ba^ Stngulum 

^anctt er bent ^riefter bienenb urn, 

©erfitct ^urtig bte ®cfa§e, 

©c^eiliget jum Dienfl bcr 9Rc|fe* 

Unb aU er bied mit S^^tp get^an, 

Jritt er aU ^inijlrant 

jDem ^^riff^fr gum 5IUar t>oratt, 

Dad "iSlt^hndi in ber iE)anb, 

Unb fnieet red^W unb fnteet linU, 

Unb ifl gemartig {ebed mnU, 

Unb aI<J bed ©anctttd 2Borte famcn. 

Da fcfccttt er brcimal bei bent 9lamcn. 

Drauf aU ber 3)ricfler fromm fic^ neigt, 

Unb, jum ^Itar gemanbt, 

Den ®ott, ben gcgenwart'gen, geigt 

3n 6od)er^abner Jpanb, 

Da fiinbet ed ber ©acrtflan 

9J^it l^eUem ©locflcin flingelnb an, 

Unb atted fniet unb fd)Iagt bie Srufle, 

©ic^ fromm befreujenb »or bem E^rijle. 

©0 ubt er |ebed punftUd^ au9 
SRit fci^ncU gewanttem ©inn; 
SDad Sraucg ifl in bem (3i>tMi^aui, 
Sr ^at ed atled inn, 
Unb wirb nidfct mitbe bid jum ®^Iuf, 
Sid beim 3}obidcum Dominud 
Der 5>neflcr jur ©cmein fidb wenbet, 
Die ^eiPgc ^anblung fegnenb enbct 
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At once the page resolves to stay 

And serve as sacristan ; 
"Sure this," thought he, "is no delay ; 

First serve the Lord, then man." 
The belt and stole, which priests should wear, 
He hangs upon the priest with care ; 
The burnished cups he next displays, 
Preserved for use on holy days. 

When this with cautious hand was done, 

Before the priest he stands ; 
Devoutly to the shrine moves on, 

The mass-book in his hands. 
And to the right and left he wheels. 
And at the signal meekly kneels ; 
And when the words of " Sanctus " came, 
His bell thrice tinkled at the name. 

And when the priest with reverence bowed, 

And knelt before the shrine ; 
And high, with hands uplifted, showed 

The Eucharist divine ; . 
The sacristan, observing well. 
Rings loudly with his little bell ; 
All cross their brows, their bosoms beat, 
And Christ the Saviour kneeling greet. 

Thus careful he performed each part 

"With readiness and skill ; 
He knew the sacred rites by heart. 

And served with cheerful will ; 
Served till the close unwearied thus ; 
Till with " Vobiscum Dominus " 
The priest before the people bends, 
The holy service blessing ends. 
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®a flcHt er lcbe« wiebcrum 

3n Crt>nung faubcrlidf^ ; 

Srfl reintgt er bad ^eiligtlj^um^ 

Unt) bann entfernt er (!(^, 

Unt) etit, in be« ®e»iffen« SRu^^ 

jDcn Sifenl^uttcn ^eiter gu, 

(BpxxAt untemegtf, tie 3^^I S^ fuOett, 

3n?6If 9)aternojler nod^ im ©tiHeiu 

Unb aid er raud^en fle^t ben @c^(ot 
Unb fte^t bic Aned^te flebn, 
jDa ruft er: ,,5Ba« bcr ®raf geBot^ 
3^ritnec^te, ifl'dgefdf^e^n?" 
Unb ^rinfenb gerren fie ben 9Runb 
Unb bcuten in bed Dfend @(^Iunb: 
„T>n ijl beforgt unb aufge^obcn, 
jDer ®raf n?irb fcine Diener loben/' 

Die 2lnt»ort bringt er feinem $errn 
3n fcbneUcm 2auf jurudf. 
^(d ber i^n fommen flebt ©on fern, 
Stanm traut er feinem Slidf: 
„UngIiidfIicbcr! wo fontmfl bu Jer?" — 
„55om Sifcnbammer." — „9^immermel»r! 
©0 ^afl bu bid^ im Sauf \)erfpatet?" — 
„$crr, nur fo lang, hi^ id^ gebetet/' 

,,!Denn, aU bon eurem ^ngeftd^t 

3^ beutc ging, ©eraeibt! 

£)a fragt' ic^ erjl, nac^ meiner 9>fl^i<%t, 

Sei ber, bie mir gebeut. 

Die 9Wef[e, ^err, befabi fie mir 

3u boren; gem geborc^t' id^ ibr, 

Unb fprad) ber S'tofcnfran^e \)iere 

giir euer ^eil unb fiir bad ibre." 
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Then where the priests their vessels kept, 

The sacred gear he laid ; 
With busy hand the church he swept ; 

This done, no longer stayed ; 
But now, with conscience in repose. 
Straight to the forge with speed he goes ; 
And yet his heart still bids him say 
Twelve Pater-Nosters by the way. 

And as he sees the curling flames, 

And near the workmen stand, 
"Have ye obeyed," the youth exclaims, 

" Our master's strict command ?" 
The hateful demons grin at this. 
And pointing to the hot abyss, 
" We merit trust, the Count will own, 
For nothing's left of flesh or bone." 

And swift the nearest pathway home 

The page returning took ; 
But as his master saw him come, 

He gazed with doubting look. 
" Whence com'st thou, wretch ? I fain would 

know." — 
" I come from yonder forge." — " Not so ; 
Or hast thou loitered by the way ?" — 
*' My lord, I tarried but to pray. 

" As from thy face my steps I bent 

This very morn, forgive, 
To ask my duty first I went 

To her, for whom I live. 
' Go, hear the mass,' my lady said ; • 

Her words I willingly obeyed ; 
And thrice my sacred beads went through 
For her salvation and for you." 
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3n tiefe« (Btanntn jlnlet ^icr 

Dcr ®raf, entfe^et jt^: 

,,Unb rotlift ^nttoort tonrbe Mt 

am (Sifen^ammer? fpri(%!" — 

„iE)err, bunM wor ber Slebe ©inn, 

3um Cfen »ied man (a(^enb l^in: 

X)er ifl beforgt unb aufge^obeit, 

Der ®raf wirb feine I)iettcr tobcn*'' — 

„Unb SfloBcrt?" faUt bcr ®raf il^m eiii, 
g« uberlduft i^n lolt, 
„©oat' er bir nid^t begegnet fein? 
3c^ fanbf i^n bo* jum ffidb/' — 
,,$err, nic^t im SSalb, nt^t in ber glitr 
8anb id^ t)on Slobcrt eine ©pur/' — 
„9^un/' ruft bcr ®raf unb fle^t miuc^tet, 
„©ott fclbjl im J£)immel bat gtri(](|tetr 

Unb gutig, »ie er nie gepflegt, 
9^immt er bed !E)tenerd ^anb, 
Sringt ibn bcr ©attin, tiefbcwegt, 
Die nic^td bat>on »erjlanb. 
„T>xt^ Stint, fein Sngel ifl fo rein, 
8a§f d eurer i^^ulb empfoblen fein ! 
2Bie fcblimm »ir aucb berat^en roarm, 
aWit bcm ifl ®ott unb feine ©c^aaren/' 



Per ^rof von <$a0$Bur0. 

3tt ^adatn in feiner Aaifcrprac^t, 
3m aItertbiimU(^cn ©aale, 

©a§ ^onig ^Rubolpbtf beiHge ^a^t 
Seirn fcflli(ben ^ronungema^^Ie. 
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The Count was wrapped in deep amaze, 

And horror o'er him fell ; 
"What answer, where the forges hlaze, 

Was made thee ? Quickly tell." — 
" They pointed to the curling smoke, 
And darkly thus the ruffians spoke : 
* We merit trust, the Count will own, 
For nothing's left of flesh or bone.' " 

"And Robert ?" quick with curdling blood 

The Count impatient cried ; 
" This mom 1 sent him to the wood ; 

Hast thou his track espied ?" — 
" In field and forest, sire, I've been. 
But Robert's footsteps have not seen." — 
"Now," cries the Count, and looks aghast, 
"Our God himself hath sentence passed." 

The Count, unused to actions bland, 

Beyond his wont grew kind ; 
And grasps his faithful servant's hand. 

And hastes his spouse to find. 
" I pray thy favor for this child ; 
No angel is so undefiled ; 
The traitor's malice is revealed ; 
God and his hosts the guiltless shield." 

George Bancroft. 



THE COUNT OF HAPSBURG. 

At Aix-la-Chapelle, in imperial array, 
In its halls renowned in old story, 

At the coronation banquet so gay. 
King Rudolf was sitting in glory. 
82 
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Die (Spdfen hug ber S^foligraf bf« fRf^tlni, 
Qi^ fci^enfte ter So^me bed perlenben SSeind, 

Unb atte bie SQBa^Ier, bie fleben, 
SCie ber Sterne S^or urn bie Sonne |l(^ jlcllt, 
Umilanben gefcftaftig ben i^errf^er bet SMt, 

Die ^itrbe bed dotted in ubtn. 

Unb ringd erfudte ben l^ol^en Safcon 

Dad Solf in freub'gem ©ebrangej 
iaut mifc^te fld^ in ber |)Dfaunen Son 

Dad iaud^^enbe S^ufen ber 9tenge; 
Denn geenbigt na(b lanc^em t>erberblic^eit Strtit 
2Bar bie faiferlofe, bie f*re(fli*e 3eit, 

Unb ein SRid^ter war wieber auf (Srben. 
^^licfet blinb me^r waltet ber eiferne ©peer, 
9^id>t fiirc^tct ber Scbwac^e, ber griebUc^e me^r 

Ded '2}Jdcl)tigcn ^cntt gu werben* 

Unb ber ^aifer ergreift ben golbnen ^otal, 

Unb fpri^t mit jufriebenen Slicfen : 
,,21>cftl glan^ct bad gcjl, »o^l pranget bad SJla^I, 

3)Zein fonic^li(i^ ^erj gu entjudfen ; 
Doc^ ben Sanger ^crmijf' i(i^, ben ©ringer ber 2uft 
Dcr mit fii^cm Jllang mir bewcge bie Srujl 

Unb mit gottUc^ cr^abenen ?ebren. 
So hab^ td)'d gcl^atten »on 3ugcnb an, 
Unb load id) aid 3flirtcr gcpflcgt unb getban, 

dhd)t will ic^'d aid Jiaifer entbe^ren." 

Unb fic^M in ber giirjlcn umgebenben j^^d^ 
Jrat ber Sanger im langen Ialare| 

3bm glanjte bie ?o(fe ftlbenoeid, 
OVbleid)t tjon ber giitle ber ^af^xt. 

„Sii§cr SBobllaut fd^Iaft in ber Satten ©oft, 

Der Sanger fingt oon ber SKinne Solb, 
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The meats were served up by the Palsgrave of KhiDe, 
The Bohemian poured out the bright sparkling wine, 

And all the Electors, the seven, 
Stood waiting around the world-governing One, 
As the chorus of stars encircle the sun, 

That honor might duly be given. 

And the people the lofty balcony round 

In a throng exulting were filling ; 
While loudly were blending the trumpets' glad sound. 

And the multitude's voices so thrilling ; 
For the monarchless period, with horror rife, 
Had ended now, after long baneful strife, 

And the earth had a lord to possess her. 
No longer ruled blindly the iron-bound spear. 
And the weak and the peaceful no longer need fear 

Being crushed by the cruel oppressor. 

And the emperor speaks with a smile in his eye. 

While the golden goblet he seizes : 
" With this banquet in glory none other can vie, 

And my regal heart well it pleases ; 
Yet the minstrel, the bringer of joy, is not here, 
Whose melodious strains to my heart are so dear, 

And whose words heavenly wisdom inspire ; 
Since the days of my youth it hath been my delight, 
And that which I ever have loved as a knight, 

As a monarch I also require." 

And behold I 'mongst the princes who stand round 
the throne 

Steps the bard, in his robe long and streaming. 
While, bleached by the years that have over him flown 

His silver locks brightly are gleaming : 
"Sweet harmony sleeps in the golden strings. 
The minstrel of true love's reward ever sings, 
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Sr preifft bad ^oc^ftr, bad Sefle, 
9Bad bad ^erj ftd^ wunfcJbt, wad ber @init Bege^i 
Ddc^ fage, load ijl bed Aaifrrd toert^ 

2ln feinem l^errlic^flen S^jlc?" — 

,,9ltd&t cjcbietcn merb' id^ bem ©anger/' fi>ri<4t 

Der ^crrfdjer mit la^clnbem SKunbe, 
„2r (Ic^t in bed gro§eren ^ren |)pi(%t^ 

6r ge^orc&t ber gebietenben ©tunbe. 
SBic in ten Sitften ber ©turmwinb fauft 
iD^an meip nid^t «>on wannen er tommt ntCb ttau 

2Bte ber Quett and t)erborgenen S^iefen, 
©0 bed ©angerd 8ieb an^ bem 3tt««ftt ^i^aUk 
Unb medfet ber bunfein ©efu^Ie ®en>alt, 

Die im ^eraen wunberbar fd^Iiefen.'' 

Unb ber ©anger rafc^ in ble ©aiten fallt 

Unb bcginnt fie mdc^Hg 3U fci^lagen: 
„5lufd 5Gaibn?erf feinaud ritt ein ebler ^elb, 

Den flixAtigen ©emdbodf gu Jagen. 
3^m folgte ber ^napp mit bem Sagergefc^og, 
Unb aU er auf feinem jlattlic^en SfloJ 

3rt eine 5tu fommt geritten, 
Sin ^lo(f(ein ^ort er erflingen fern; 
gin 5)riefler war'd mit bem 2eib bed $crm; 

5Soran fam ber SJ^egner gefd^ritten.** 

i^Unb ber ®raf gur Srbe fld^ neiget ^in, 
'Lad ^aupt mit Dcmutl^ entblopet, 

Qu »erebren mit glanbigcm 5^riften|lttn, 
^ad ailt ?Wenfc^en eriofet. 

Sin ©ad?(ein aber raufcbte burd^d getb, 

SSon bed ®ie§bad^d reigenben giut^en gefd^wettt 
'Da^ ^emmte ber SBanberer ^rttte; 
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And adores what to virtue has tended — 
What the bosom may wish, what the senses h^d dear { 
But say, what is worthy the Emperor's ear 

At this, of all feasts the most splendid ?" 

^^No restraint would I place on the minstrel's own 
choice," 

Speaks the monarch, a smile on each feature ; 
" He obeys the swift hour's imperious voice, 

Of a ^r greater lord is the creature. 
For, as through the air the storm-wind on speeds, — 
One knows not from whence its wild roaring pro- 
ceeds— 

As the spring from hid sources up-leaping. 
So the lay of the bard from the inner heart breaks — 
While the might of sensations unknown it awakes. 

That within us were wondrously sleeping." 

Then the bard swept the chords with a finger of might, 

Evoking their magical sighing : 
"To the chase once rode forth a valorous knight. 

In pursuit of the antelope flying. 
His hunting-spear bearing, there came in his train 
His squire ; and when o'er a wide-spreading plain 

On his stately steed he was riding. 
He heard in the distance a bell tinkling clear, 
And a priest, with the host, he saw soon drawing near. 

While before him the sexton was striding. 

"And low to the earth the Count then inclined. 
Bared his head in humble submission. 

To honor, with trusting and Christian-like mind. 
What had saved the whole world from perdition. 

But a brook o'er the plain was pursuing its course. 

That, swelled by the mountain stream's headlong 
force, 
Barred the wanderer's sti'ps with its current ; 
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Unb Bctfctt Tec^t {ener ta^ @acrament, 
S}»it ben Supen jiel^t er bie @(^u^e be|^enb, 
Damit er bad Sac^Iein burc^fc^ritte." 

,,2Cad fcbrtiffl bu? rebet ber ®raf il&n an, 

!Ecr ibn \)ern3unbert betrad^tet 
^crr, id) »aUe gu einem flerbcnben SKantt, 

Dcr nad^ bcr ^immcUfofl fc^mad^tctj 
Uub ba tc^ mtc^ na^e bed Sacked ©teg, 
Da ^at ibn ber jlromenbe ©ie^bad) ^inmcg 

3m ©trubel ber SCeUen gcrijfen. 
T'Tum bap bem I^ed^jenben »crbe fein ^ril, 
©0 rnitl id^ bad ^ajferlcin je^t in Si( 

Durc^waten mit nadenben gupcn.** 

n'^a fc0t i^n bcr ®raf auf fein ritterlii!^ 9ftA 

Unb rcici^t i^m bie prac^tigcn 3^ume, 
jCap er labe ben ^ranfen, ber fein bege^rt; 

Unb bie beilidc ^flicbt nic^t «>erfaume* 
Unb er fclbcr auf fcined ^nappen Sbier 
93eri)nit()ct ncd^ n^eiter bed 3a()end Segier; 

Xer 'ilnbre bie Sflcife \)oUfii^ret, 
Unt> am nac^)lcn Bergen, mit banfcnbem 9t\d, 
T)ci bringt er bcm ®rafen fein Slog auruct 

S3cfd)cibcn am Sh^^ gefu^ret.'' 

„^id)t tcoUt bad ®ott, rief mit Demut^jlnn 
X^er ®raf, bag 3um ©trcitcn unD Sajeii 

jDad 5lo{i ic^ befrfjritte fiirber^in, 
!Dad mcinen v^c^opfcr getragcn! 

Unb maiift bu'd ntcbt i)aben ju eic^nem QDtttinnf^ 

©0 bicibt ci gcmibmct bcm gottUdjen Dicnjll 
T)tnn ic^ t)ab' cd bcm ja gegcbcn, 




1. p. 197. 
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So the priest on one side the hlest sacrament put, 
And his sandal with nimblcncss drew from his foot, 
That he safely might pass through the torrent. 

" ' What wouldst thou ?' the Count to him thus began, 

His wondering look toward him turning : 
* My journey is, lord, to a dying man, 

Who for heavenly diet is yearning ; 
But when to the bridge o^er the brook I came nigh, 
In the whirl of the stream, as it madly rushed by 

With furious might, 'twas uprooted. 
And so, that the sick the salvation may find 
That he pants for, I hasten with resolute mind 

To wade through the waters barefooted.' 

*'Then the Count made him mount on his stately 
steed, 

And the reins to his hands he confided. 
That he duly might comfort the sick in his need, 

And that each holy rite be provided. 
And himself, on the back of the steed of his squire, 
Went after the chase to his heart's full desire. 

While the priest on his journey was speeding : 
And the following morning, with thankful look. 
To the Count once again his charger he took. 

Its bridle with modesty leading. 

* * God forbid that in chase or in battle,' then cried 
The Count with humility lowly, • 

*The steed I henceforward should dare to bestride 
That hath borne my Creator so holy I 

And if, as a guerdon, he may not be thine, 

He devoted shall be to the service divine. 
Proclaiming Uis infinite merit. 
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Son bem id^ g^re unt) lrt»if(^e« (Sut 
Qu Se^en tragc unt) 8eib unt) Slut 
Unt) (Seele unb at^em unb ithtn." 

,,©0 mog' auc^ ®ott, ber aCfmad&Hge ^ort^ 

Der bad gle^en ber ©c^tvac^en er^Sret, 
3u (£6ren euc^ brtngen M^t unb bort, 

©0 tvic i^r jcjt i^n gcc^ret 
3l)r fcib cln mSAtigcr ®raf, belannt 
Durd^ rittcrtic^ SBalten im ©c^njfijerlanb; 

Sud^ blu^cn fec^d Hcbltc^e Sodf^ter* 
©0 mogcn fie, rief er begeiflert au«, 
©eAd kronen cud^ brlngen in eucr ^au«, 

Unb glangen bic fpatflen ©efc^Iec^terl'' 

Unb mit rmnenbem ^aupt fap ber Aaifer ba, 

5Ud bdc^f cr ^crcjangcncr 3«ten; 
3cgt, ba er bem ©anger ind Sluge fa^, 

Da ergreift i^n ber SBorte ©ebeutcn* 
Die ^uc^e bed 5^rieflerd erfennt er fcfenctt, 
Unb verbirgt ber Xljrdncn fliirienben QueO 

3n bed 'iDlanteld purpurnen galten. 
Unb afled blirfte ben ilaifcr an 
Unb crfannte ben ©rafen, ber bad get^an, 

Unb \)erel)rte bad gijttlic^e SBaUen. 

STnincrfung. — 3:f*ubl, ber un« btcfe ffnefbote ikhtTlltfttt Ui, 
tti&blt aud), tai ber ^riefter, bem biefr« mit bem Orafen »on {^MKr| 
begeanet nacbber Saplan bei rem ^urfitrflen von Vlaim gcwortni viib iii<bt 
»enl| baju bet<)etragen babe, bei ber nac^flen jtaifenvabl. bie aaf Hi grefc 
Onterregnum erfclgte, bie (Sebanfen tti i^urfurflen auf ten (9rafen t»oii^«M* 
burfl ill ridjren. — giir lie, n>el*e bie ®efd>i4te jencr ^tit fenna, lourfe 
i(b nod), ba§ it^ re(^t gut ireiB, bagOo^men fein Sr^amt bei 9tttbe(^ jliifcr* 
fronung ntc^t aueiibte. 
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From whom I each honor and earthly good 
Have received in fee, and my body and blood, 
And my breath, and my life, and my spirit.' 

" ' Then may God, the suie rock, whom no time can 
e'er move, 

And who lists to the weak's supplication. 
For the honor thou pay'st Him, permit thee to prove 

Honor /lerc, and Iwreafter salvation I 
Thou'rt a powerful Count, and thy knightly command 
Hath blazoned thy fame thro' the Switzer's broad 
land ; 

Thou art blest with six daughters admired ; 
May they each in thy house introduce a bright crown, 
Filling ages unborn with their glorious renown ' — 

Thus exclaimed he in accents inspired." 

And the Emperor sat there all- thoughtfully, 

While the dream of the past stood before him ; 
And when on the minstrel he turned his eye. 

His words' hidden meaning stole o'er him ; 
For seeing the traits of the priest there revealed. 
In the folds of his purple-dyed robe he concealed 

His tears as they swiftly coursed down. 
And all on the Emperor wondringly gazed. 
And the blest dispensations of Providence praised, 

For the Count and the Ccesar were one. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



Note.— -Sigidius Tschudi, a Swiss, the chronicler of this anecdote, 
also relates, that the priest, who had the adventure with the Co^^t of 
Hainburg, afterwards became chaplain to the Elector of Mayence; 
and helped, not a little, at the next Imperial election, after the 
JfTttit interregnum, to direct the latter's thoughts to the Count of 
ifspsburg. For the benefit of those acquainted with the history of 
those times, let me add, I know full well, that the Eling of Bohemia 

did Hot exercise the functions of his electoral oflSce, as cup-bearer, at 

tiudolTs coronation. 
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per ^^anifcQuQ. 

Sor fclncm goirengarten, 
DaiJ Aampffpiel ju ejr»arten, 

Unt) urn i^n ble ®ropcn bcr Jtron«> 
Unb ringd auf l^o^em Salcone 
Die Damcn in fcboncm ^ranj* 

Unb »ie er njinft mit bcm ginger, 
2luf t^ut fid) bcr weite 3n>in9er, 
Unb i)inein mit bebSc^tigem @^ritt 
gin ?6»e tritt, 
Unb ffel^t f!d^ flumm 
SRingd urn, 
5J?it lanj^cm ©a^nen, 
Unb f(I)iitte(t bte ^afenen, 
Unb flrerft bic ©(icber, 
Unb Icgt fic^ nicber^ 

Unb bcr .<l6ni(^ mtnft njieber, 
I)a ojfnct fict) bc^cnb 
Sin grocitcd X()cr, 
Darau0 rennt 
^it mitcm 8prunge 
(Sin %\^n l^ervor, 
2Bic bcr ben ^mm crf^aut^ 
©rudt cr (aut, 
®d)Idgt mit bcm (Srf)meif 
Sincn furd)tbarcn ^cif, 
Unb rccfct bic 3""9Cf 
Unb im ilrcifc fc^eu 
Umgcl^t er ben ?cu 
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THE GLOVE. 

At his Lion-garden gate, 
The Death-sport to await, 

Sat Gallia^s King. 
High Nobles his presence graced, 
And, in rows above them placed. 

Fair Dames— a goodly ring. 

He hath raised his. finger in token. 
And the answering cave hath spoken ; 
And a Lion strode through the gate 
With step sedate, 

And, without a sound. 

Stared round — 
With a yawn, as of one awaking. 
His loose locks shaking, 
Stretches his limbs — and then — 
Lays him down again. 



The King gives another token — 
And a second gate hath spoken, 

With answering swing ; 
Then a Tiger, for sport 
To the royal Court, 

Makes a spring. 
When the Lion he explored, 
Loud he roared ; 
With his tail, as he swayed, 
A dread circle he made ; 
And lolled out his tongue. 
And with wary stride, 
At distance wide. 
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(9dmm{(^ fd^nurrenb, 
©raiif (trccft er f!^ murrenb 
3ur ©eite niebcr* 

Unb ber j^onifi toinft toitttt, 
Da fpcit bad boppelt geojfnetc ^au« 
3n)fi ?eoparben auf einmat au«, 
Die flunen mit mut^tger ftampfbegier 
8luf ba« Itgert^ier; 

Dad pacft f!e mit feinen grimmigen Zaj^tn, 
Unb ber 8eu mit Oebrutt 
SRiAtet f!* auf, ba n?irb'0 (lid; 
Unb ^erum im Sttti^, 
S?on -DJ^orbfu^t ^eig, 
Sagern flc^ bie grSuHd^en fta^en* 

Da fallt \)on bc« ^Itand 3llanb 
(Sin ^anbfd^u^ won fc^oner ^anb 
3n>ifcbcn ben Xiger unb ben itnn 
9Kitten ^inein. 

Unb 3u 3llitter DeIorge«, fpottenber 2Bcir# 
SCenbet fi^ grciulein ^unigunb : 
fr^cxx flitter, i|l eure Siebe fo ^ei§, 
2Cie il^r mir'd fdsmort ^u jeber ©tunb, 
Si, fo l^ebt mir ben ^anbfc^u^ auf!" 

Unb ber SRitter, in fc^neffem ?auf, 
©teigt ^inab in ben fur^tbar'n 3tt>itt3W 
Wlit fejlem (S^ritte, 
Unb aud ber Ungel^euer 9Kittc 
9limmt cr ben ^anbfcfeu^ mit fedem Singer, 

Unb mit Crflaunen unb mit ©rauen 
©e^en'^ bie ^Hitter unb Gbclfrauen, 
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Bound the Lion he paced, grim scowling, 
Then laid him growling 
At the Lion's side. 

A-nd the King raised his finger anew, 
And wide open the double gate flew ; 
Which two Leopards at once gave to view — 
They rush with eager rage 
The Tiger to engage ; 
Who meets their assault with his terrible claws. 
Then the Lion, with a roar, 
Baised him up— and again it was still as before ; 
And all those wild cats, hot 
For slaughter, on the spot 
Lie crouching, in deadly pause. 

And now from the Balcony wall 
A fair hand a glove lets fall. 
The Lion and Tiger between, 
Li the midst 'tis seen. 

And the Lady Cunigund turned her there 
To the Knight Delorgcs with a mocking air — 
"Sir Knight — if your Love be so mighty a power, 
As you swore to me in that tender hour, 
Gro fetch me my glove where 'tis placed." 

And the Knight in an instant's haste 
Hath into the fearful space descended. 
And hath snatched the glove with his finger bold, 
And grasps it firm in his iron hold. 
And bears it aloft in the air extended. 

And Knights and high Dames looked shuddering on 
In mute amaze till the feat was done ; 
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Unt getaffen Bringt er ben i^anbfi^u^ attrfidL 
Da fd^aUt if^m fein Sob aud iebem SRunbe, 
Slbcr mit gartlid^cm ?leBcdbIi(f — 
gr »cr^ci§t il^m fein na^ed ®lnd — 
Smpfangt x^n grauletn j?unigunbe« 
Unb er n^irft il^r ben ^anbfc^u!^ ind ®efi(!^t: 
,,Den Dan!, Dame, begel^r' id^ nl^t!" 
Unb \)crlapt fie aur felben ©tunbe^ 



pas DcrfK^fewrf^ '35tli in Jafe. 

Sin 3iinciling, ben be« 2Biffen« ]^ei§er Durft 
5flad> ©aid in ^egppten trieb, ber 3)rte(ler 
©e^eimc 2Bci«^cit ju eriernen, l^atte 
(g^on manc^en ^)rab mit fd^ncflem ©cifl burd^eilt; 
©tet« ri§ ibn fcine gorfc^bfjiierbc ttjeiter, 
Unb !aum befanfticjte ber ^ieropbant 
Den uni^ebulbig ©trebenbcn. „3Bad f^ah^ id^, 
SBenn i^ ni&t afled ^abc/' fpra* ber 3ungHng, 
„®ibf« etwa ^ter ein JCenicier unb TOe^r? 
3fl bcine SBa^rl^eit, anc ber ©inne (3\vid, 
9lur einc ©umme, bie man (proper, Heiner 
Seflfecn !ann unb immer boci^ beflfet? 
3fl jlc ni^t eine ein^'ge, uncjetbeilte? 
9limm eincn Ion aud einer i^armonie, 
9limm eine garbe au« bem S'lcgenbogen, 
Unb ailed, n?ad bir bfeibt, ifl nicbtd, fo lang 
Dad f^one M ber lone fe^It unb garben." 

3nbem f!e einfl fo fpracbcn, flanbcn fie 
3n einer cinfamcn S^iotonbe jlifl, 
2Do ein ^erf^Ieiert ©ilb *Jon Sf^iefengrogc 
Dem 3u«0nng in bie ^lugcn fiel. aSerwunbert 
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le brought back the glove with a tranquil air 
ona every mouth loud plaudits arose — 
smile fair Cunigund bestows 
\ to promise whatever of bliss most rare 
felt and shared in Love's embrace, 
e tossed the glove in the Lady's face — 
lerdon, Lady, I seek of thee." 
same hour the Knight was free. 

John Herman Merivalej Esq.^ F, 8, A. 



THE VEILED STATUE AT SAJS. 

PH, by ardent thirst of knowledge moved 

Egyptian Sais, there to learn 

esthood's sacred lore, with eager haste 

my a stage already posted o'er ; 

the inquisitive spirit onward drawn ; 

ircely might the Ilierophant api)ease 

patient bold Asi)irant. — '' What have I gained, 

I possess not all ?" — thus spake the youth. 

boots it here, a lesser or a more ? 

thy Truth, like to the joys of Sense, 

sum, to be received in larger 

Her measure, so we but receive it ? 

t One ? — alone— and undivided ? 

It one note from the harmonious scale — 

it one color from the ^Etherial bow — 

that rests to thee is nothing worth, , 
g the fulness of the Beauteous Whole." 

> they converse held, they stood beneath 

aple's lonely dome in still repose, 

I veiled statue of gigantic bulk 

et the young man's eyes. Wondering he looked 



205 

©(l(ft cr ben Su^rcr an unb fprlc^t: „SBa« {^% 
Dad l^intcr blcfcm ©colder f!d^ \)crbirgt?" — 
,,Die aCa^r^eit/' ijl bic ^ntn?ort— ,,©ie?" rup tena 
„9lad& SBa^rfielt flrcb' i^ ja attcin, unb bicfe 
®crabc ifl e«, ble man mir vcrpdt ?" 

„Da« mad^e mit ber ©ottl^eit au«/' \)crfe^t 
Dcr ^icrop^ant. ,,ftcin ©tcrbUd&cr, fagt fie, 
aiucft biefcn ©^Icicr, h\€ id^ fclbfl il^n ^cbe^ 
Unb »er mit ungctveibter, fcbulb'cjer ^anb 
Dctt l^eiligen, ttcrbotnen fru^^er :^ebt, 
Der, fpric^t bie ®ott:^cit" — ,,9lun ?" — ,,S)er fle^ 

bie ©a^r^eit.'' 
„ein fcltfamcr DraMfprud^! Du fclbfl, 
Du ^atteft alfo nicmald ibn gel^oben?" — 
,,3d^? 2Bal^rIi(]& ni^t! Unb war aud^ nie ba^it 
SJcrfud^U" — ,,Dad faf ic^ ni*t. EBenn ton b 

SBa^r^eit 
5flur bicfe bunne ©dbeibewanb mic^ trenntc" — 
,,Uttb eln ®cfe^/' faOt i^m fein gutter ein. 
„®twx6^t\Qtx, mein ©obn, aid bu ed meinjl, 
3i^ bicfcr biinne glor — fiir beine ^anb 
3war Ici(^t, boc^ centnerft^wer fiir bcin ©emiffen/' 

Dcr Sungling ging gebanfen^oll na6i ^aufe; 
3^m raubt bed 2Btjfend brennenbe Segier 
Den S^laf, er wdljt fid) gliibenb auf bent Sa^er 
Unb rafft ficb auf urn 9Ritterna(^t. ^nm Ztmptl 
gu^rt unfreiwitlig ibn ber fcbeue Irltt 
Md^t ttjarb ed i^m, bic ^aucr ju erfleigen^ 
Unb mitttn in bad 3nnrc ber SRotonbe 
Jragt ein bel^er3tcr ©prung ben ffiagenbem 

^icr fle^t cr nun, unb grauen^oll umfangt 
Den Sinfamen bic Icbcniofc ©tiUe, 
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Towards his guide, and spake—*' Say, what is that 

Which by this veil is Iiidden from our sight ?'' 

* ' Truth » ' — was the answer. ' ' How, " exclaimed the 

youth, 
" For Truth, and Truth alone, I've ever striven ; 
And this is that which now a veil conceals ?" 

" Settle this difference with the God," replies 

The Hierophant, — ''No mortal man, he saith, 

May stir this veil, till I myself uplifb it : 

And whosoe'er with sacrilegious hand 

Shall sooner raise The Holy — The Forbidden — 

He, said the Godhead "—" WeU I"—" Shall Truth 

behold." 
" Strange Oracle ! most strange I But thou, thyself. 
Say, didst thou never lift it ?"— '' I ?— Good sooth. 
No, nor was ever tempted." — "There, indeed, 
I comprehend you not. — For if from Truth 
Nought but this thin partition-veil divides me," — 
"Say also, a Decree " — rejoins his guide. 
"More potent than thou deemest of, my son. 
Is that thin vestment. To thy touch tho' light, 
'Tis for thy conscience a full Hundredweight." 

The young man, thoughtful, to his home returned. 
The burning thirst of knowledge banished sleep ; 
Restless upon his fevered couch he rolled. 
And started up at midnight — To the temple 
Impulsively his trembling footsteps led. 
For him an easy task to scale the wall, 
And thence with one bold spring to clear the way 
To the innermost of that Rotunda's gloom. 

Here now he stands, and silence wraps him round, 
Awful and vast, as of the lonely tomb ; 
S3 



(ir tritt binan niit uiiiK^vhT 
■3cIhmi ivill t^ie frcd>c .^>aul) t^ai 
X)a ;ucft c»? I)ci§ unt fiibl t^un 
lint) ftoj^t ilm rvci} mit unfid>tb 
Uncjliidlicbcr, \\)ci^ jimII|1 t'U tbi 
3n feinem 3"wern cine treue ^ 
35crfu(^en ten SlU^eiligen willf 
ftein (Sterblic^er, fprac^ bed D 
Studt bicfen (Sc^Ieier, bid id^ fe 
Doc^ fc^tc nicbt berfelbe SJiunt 
2Bcr bicfen ©d^Ieier <>ebt, foO 2 
,,®ei binter i^m, wad will! 3< 
Sr ruft'0 mit lautcr ©timm': 



®e(It i^m eitt landed ffid^o fpot 

®r fpric6t'« unb ^at ben ©c^ 
„9?un/' fragt \\^x, „unb wad 3c 
3cb wci§ f^ ni^t. Seflnnung 
©0 fanben il^n am anbern lag 
2lm gu^gcflett ber 3^0 aud^ejli 
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re, save the hollow echoings of his feet, 

ght breaks the secret chamber's still repose. 

Q over head the moonlight's silvery blue 

gs its pale radiance thro' the windowed dome, 

, dreadful as a present Deity, 

ms through the darkness of the vaulted roof, 

8 long drapery veiled, the shapeless form. 

«rard he presses with unconscious step — 
ady his rash hand has touched the hallowed veil 
urses, hot and cold, thro' every vein ; 
an invisible arm the deed repels, 
ifortunate I what wouldst thou?" — thus ex- 
claimed 

faithful monitor within—" Wouldst tempt 
All Holy V Hath not th' Oracle proclaimed, 
lortal man may dare to touch the veil 
[ myself uplift it ?"— *' But the same 
ring voice, hath it not likewise said, 
oso dares raise the veil, shall Truth behold ?* 
hat there may behind, I dare to lift it I" — 
h louder voice he cries)—'' I will behold her I" 
lioldherl"— 
Dgthened accents echo mocking cries. 

ooner spoke, he hath the veil upraised, 
now you ask, what there did he behold ? 
)w not — All I've heard, next morning came 
ler the priests, who pale and senseless found him 
ched out on Isis' pedestal. What there 
iw, or what experienced, hath no tongue 
disclosed. But all his Light of Life 
iceforth was vanished, and deep-rooted sorrow 
ied him fast to an untimely grave. 
>e to the man," — these were his warning words 
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SBcnit wngeflunte g^af^er in ibn branfteit, 

„2©e^ tern, t'er ju bcr ffiab •**eft ge^t bur* @(!^ulbi 

„(Sic »irb i^m nimmcrmc^r erfreulld^ fcin." 



5)ie "gfirffung ier ^xht. 

9?eBmt Bin bie SBcIt! rief 3eud t)Ott feinen f^B^eii 
Den >})^enfd)en ju; nebmt, fie fott euer fein. 

(£u(6 fAcnf id) pe ^um 2rb' unb cw'gen Srl^en; 
Doc^ tt)ftU eu(^ Briiberlic^ barein. 

Da eilt, n?a^ .?)anbe Bat, fld^ einjuriAten, 
Sd rcj^tc ficb gefcbSftig 3unc| wnb ^(t 

Der 5((fermann griff nacft bed ge(be« gris^teit, 
Der 3un!er birfd)te burc^ ben ffialb* 

Der jtaufmann nimmt, wad fcine ©peid^er fajfen, 
Der 5lbt xoa^it ficfi ben ebetn girnemein, 

Dfr Monies fperrt bie Sriidfen unb bie ©trafm 
Unb fpra^ : ber ^tii^tntt ifl mein. 

®an] fpat naAbem bie Jbfitung langfl gefd^e^en, 
9^abt ber ^oet, er !am and weiter gem': 

2lcb, ba war iiberall nic^td mebr gu fe^en, 
Unb ailed battc feinen ^crrn. 

SBel^ mir! fo fod benn idb atteln \)on alien 
Serj^effcn fein, icb, bein getreujler 8o^nf 

©0 lieg er laut ber ^iac^t 3fluf erfdballen, 
Unb marf flc^ ^in \>ox 3o»id l^ron. 

SQBenn bu im ?anb ber Xraume bidb »er»filct; 

5>erfe^t ber Qiott, fo babre nic^t mit mlr. 
SBo n?ar(l bu benn, aU man bie 5BeIt get^eiletf 

3(^ mar, fpradb ber 3)oet, bei bin 
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iger questioners, when urged to tell — 

>e to the man who Truth would reach through sin. 

ever shall enjoy her beauteous face." 

John Herman MerioaU^ Esq.,, F,8.A. 



THE PAKTITION OF THE EARTH. 

:re, take the world I" cried Jove, from his high 
heaven, 

mortals—" Take it ; it is yours, ye elves ; 
fours, for an eternal heirdom given ; 
ire it like brothers 'mongst yourselves." 

. hastened every one himself to suit, 
id busily were stirring old and young — 
Farmer seized upon the harvest fruit ; 
e Squire's horn through the woodland rung. 

Merchant grasped his costly warehouse loads, 
e Abbot chose him noble pipes of wine. 
King closed up the bridges and the roads, 
d said, " The tenth of all is mine." 

! late, long after all had been divided, 
e Poet came, from distant wandering ; 
! the thing was everywhere decided, — 
jprictors for everything I 

, woe is me ! shall I alone of all 
rgotten be — I, thy most faithful son ?" 
ud lament he thus began to bawl, 
d threw himself before Jove's throne. 

n the laud of dreams thou hast delayed," 
r)lied the God, '' then quarrel not with me ; 
•e wast thou when division here was made?" 
was," the Poet said, '•'• with thee ; — 






pas ^Jld&tficn atte he 

3(1 dnein 2^al M atmtn 
Sifd>im mit jetftn \imc^m 
(Sebalt) tie crfteit ^erdjm 
(Sin ^latdjm fd)i>n unt b 

(Bie t»ar ntc^t in bent J6c 
^an n)u^tc nit^t, mt^Vt * 
Unb fcfeneQ mar i^re ^pu 
©e^alb t?a* W?atc^en Slbf 

S3efclinmb n?ar i^re t)f?a&e 
Unb aUt $>cx\tM a^urbcn t 
X;'D£^ eine SBiirte, tint £*i 
<lntfernte bit ^^ertrauUd^l 

©ic feTa6tt Siitmeit mit ; 
©eteift auf einer anbern 1 
3ti eitim anbera SDunei 
3nt 




Vol. I. |>. 'i<)8. 
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*^ "Mine eyes hung on thy countenance so bright, 
Mine ear drank in thy Heaven^s harmony ; 

Forgive the soul, which, drunken with thy Light, 
Forgot that Earth had aught for me." 

"What shall I do ?" said Zeus ; ** the world's all given; 

The harvest, chase, or market, no more mine ; 
If thou wilt come and live with me in Heaven, 

As often as thou com'st, my home is thine." 

C. P. Cranch. 



THE STRANGER MAIDEN- 

By shepherds poor, in lonely dwelling. 
With every opening year was seen. 

When first the sky-lark's notes were swelling, 
A maid of fair and wondrous mien. 

True, she was not that valley's daughter. 
And whence her coming no one knew. 

Nor trace remained for those who sought her 
Whene'er that maiden bade adieu. 

Before her every heart expanding, 
Her very neighborhood was blest ; 

And yet her state — her air commanding — 
Familiar access still repressed. 

Each time she came with fruit and flowers 

Matured afar in foreign plains. 
Beneath whose genial sun and showers 

A more abundant nature reigns. 

To all around a portion sparing, 
She dealt her fruits and flowerets gay ; 

And young and old, her bounty sharing, 
Alike each gifted, went his way. 
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SPiCffommen warcn aDe ®5fle; 
Do^ nat)te (Id^ tin lieBenb ^aat, 
!Dcm reic^te fte ber ®dbtn bcjle, 
!Der ®fumen aHerfd^onjle bar. 



Swigltar unb fpiegelrein unb eben 
glie§t bad jcp^prlcic^te Men 
3m DIpmp ben ©eligen baiin. 
SJ'ionbe n?e(jbfcln unb ®ef(^letbter fttel^en; 
3brer ®6tter{ugenb SHofen blu^en 
aSanbellod im e»igen Sluln. 
3tt)ifcfeen ©inneni^Iud unb ©eelenfrieben 
Sletbt bem 9)?enfdben nur ble bange ffia^I; 
5luf ber ©tirn bed l^oben Uraniben 
Seuc^tet i^r »erma^lter ©tra^K** 

SCoUt ibr fcbon auf Srbcn ©cttern ^Uid^tn, 
grei fein in bed Jobed 0leicben, 
©rccbet nicbt »on feined ©artend grucbt ! 
5ln bem ^5(beine mac^ ber Slid fi^ metben: 
!Ded ©enuffcd tranbelbare greuben 
9taAet fcbleunig ber Segierbe giuc^t. 



♦ 9n ten ficrcit went Oa^r 1795 crfiltn ble< (8cbi(fct unter ber Uc^af^rifl: 
Da« SRtiA ber Sdjatten. 
••3" fc«r frubcrn 2lu*gabe folgt Wer We 6tropbc: 

$^ubrt fein ^eg binauf )u jenen Jp&bent 

9J?uf ber ©lume <54mutf ©ergeben. 

SDcnn be< ^erbfle« ®abe fAtoeOen fofl? 

SOenn f!(t Vunen« @ilberb5rner fuQeii, 

9nu§ bie antre Wftt 9lad)t itmbuflenT 

lEDirb bie 8trablenf(beibe nientalf ocQ ? 

9lein. aud) au« ber 8inne 6(branfen fubren 

9^fdbe aufifdrte i^ur Unenbticbfeit. 

Xie oon ibren diutern nicbttf berubrca, 

gcjfelt fein ©cfct ber Qdt. 
t>(t{fler« f£mmtl. SDerle. I. 14 
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With welcome all her guests were greeted ; 

But, if approached some loving pair, 
To those her choicest stores were meted, 

Her brightest roses offered there. 

Florence. 



THE IDEAL AND LIFE.* 

Ever pure and mirror-bright and even. 
Light as zephyr-breath of Heaven, 

Life amidst the Immortals glides away. 
Moons are waning, generations wasting — 
Their celestial youth blooms everlasting. 

Changeless 'midst a ruined world's decay. 
Man is only left the hard election 

'Twixt the joys of sense and peace of mind — 
On the Godhead's brow in full perfection 

Beams their glorious ray combined.! 

Would ye, even on earth, be like the Immortals- 
Free within Death's shadowy portals ? — 

Touch not, though his garden fruits invite I 
Feed your eyes upon the specious treasures — 
Brief enjoyment's transitory pleasures 

Swift avenges Passion's hasty flight ; 



• This poem appeared in the Jforen of 1795 under the tiUe of 27V« 
Realm of Shadows. 

t Here, in the early edition, follows the strophe: 

Leads no road to yonder heights ascending? 
Must the flowery Spring have ending 

Soon as Autumn's plenteous gifts abound ? 
If the full-orbed moon beam forth unclouded, 
Must her nether disk in Night be shrouded? 

Can she ne'er complete her dazzling round? 
Nay-^lnce upward to the eternal mountain 

Even from bounds of sense are paths that climb; 
Those who taste not of her riches' fountain 

£inds no statute-law of Time. 



210 

©cIBJl ber ®tpy, ber neuitfac^ fie umtofttbe^ 
SBe^rt bie dtftcffr^r Sered Zod^ttx nic^t; 
9^a(^ bem ^))fe( greift ^e, unb ed Mnbct 
Smig fie bed Orlud 9fli(!^t. 

9lur ber jlorper eignet ienen SRad^teti, 
Die ba« bunfle ©c^icffal fle^ten; 
Slbcr frel ^>on Jebcr ^tit^etoalt, 
!Die ®efptc(in feliger 9laturen, 
SBanbelt o6en in bed 8i(!^ted glttren, 
©ottlic^ unter ®ottern bie ©eflalt 
SQoOt i^r ^oc^ auf i^ren Slugeln fc^toelbeit, 
ISSerft bie ^ngfl bed Srbifc^en ))on tud^l 
SHe^et aud bem engen bumpfen Seben 
3nbed3beared9leid^!* 

3ugenbIi(Jb, »on adcn Srbenmaten 
grci, in ber SBoUcnbung ©tra^len 



* ^ier fittten |l(t in ber erflen Qtuegabe no^ fetqtnU Bttopftrnt 
Unt) oor jenen furcbterlij^en 64)aarai 
(inii auf ewi^ )u beioatren, 
Oic(i)et mut^ig atit drutfen ab. 
Bittcrt nl£^i. blc ^cimatlj ju Mrrierea ; 
aUf ?*fabe, bicjum Jtben fubrcn, 
anc fiibren jum geroijfcn ffirab. 
Opftrt freutig auf. voa* ibr befefcn, 
SDa« ibr cinjl ^cwefen, wa« tbr feib, 
Unb in rinem fcUgcn ©cTgcffcii 
6(bwinbe bie SJergangenbeit. 

Keine Gcbmer^ierinnerune entwei^ 
jCicfe 5rciftatt. fetne fReue, 
^eine gorge, fctncr Ibrane ©pur. 
£o«gcfpro(bcn finb 9on aflen ^flicbtoi, 
I>ie in bicff* ^eitigtbunt fid) flu(bteii, 
aaen 6*ulben ftfrbli(ber "Watur. 
Cufgericbiet wanblc bier ber Sffwt, 
8etner JffTcln flliicfficb unbmu^t; 
€elbft bre racbentc (Srinne f<blaff 
J^riebltcb in bc« 3unber« 9rnft 
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6tyx itself, though winding nine times round her, 

Had no force Proserpina to chain ; 
But she plucked the Apple — and it bound her 

Fast to Orcus' drear domain. 

Those dark powers that weave the web of Fate 
Only rule the corporal state — 

But, from every time-compulsion free, 
Play-fellow of natures pure and bright, 
Boams above o'er uEther fields of light 

Ibrm — 'mid Gods itself a Deity. 
Would ye soar aloft upon her pinion. 

Cast aside the slough of mortal clay ; 
And from close dull life to the dominion 

Of the Ideal flee away I* 

Youthful — from all taint of earth-connection 
Free— in beams of full Perfection — 



* Here, in the first edition, the following strophes are yet to bo 
Ibiuid: 

And, from those dread squadrons armed to rend yon, 
Once forever to defend you, 

Break ye all the bridges, wisely brave I 
Tremble not your homes to leave behind you— 
Every path that leads to life will find you, 

At your journey's end a certain grave. 
Joyfully resign whate'er was yours — 

What ye have been, and what now ye are— 
And in blest forgetful ness the hours 

That are passed be free to spare. 

Memory, pass no desecrating sentence 
On this sanctuary !— Repentance, 

Hence, begone— and care, and useless tears I 
Loosened are they from all vows debentured. 
Those who in this holy place have entered— 

From all mortal nature's long arrears. 
Let the slave no dungeon thoughts encumber, 

Whilst he roves in freedom unrcpressed — 
Let the avenging Fury's self too slumber, 

Peaceful, in the sinner's breast! 



edyivduEt, n]d\dnt liter tn 

Tm [!rfrf)DuftnT .^e prqufLfen 
SC^cdet bier tcsj €triicd ^iiff^i 
9??Ad)Ha, felbil tiienri rure i5fl 
SRci^ttag ^ijkri fu6 in feinr 
en* tie 3nt in iltreti ST&irbe 
?Ib« prtft beg UVutM fiibnei 
©ci ber SdjrAnfcn j>ein(i(I>em 
3)anrt crblirftt mn tcr ©46n 
grf tttifl t?a« n)lo^nt 3iel, 

SBfnn ffl ^iU, gu Brrrfdtert un 
Jtiimpffr|:|f3eit Jtamufer f^tirn 
ttuf tefg fSHilcfe^, iiuf tf« !Rii( 
l^a mflLi ,fubr?6eit fi* ^in Stn 
Unb mit fr<tdjfnbcm f?JaciS t^f( 
^icfj oermenjien auf beflaufctei 
^uffe ftUdn fiinn bkt ben Di 
I)fT am 3ict befl ^rppobrome^ 
9liir bft ^' tU mirb bas ©eft 
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Hovers here the Human form Divine. 
Ab Lifers silent phantoms glancing wander 
Where the gloomy Stygian waves mednder, 

As they once were wont in Heaven to shine ; 
Onoe — or e'er the Immortal first descended 

To its drear Sarcophagus below — 
Though in life her scales may rest suspended, 

Victory here herself doth show. 

Not to free from strife the warring members — 
To revive the dying embers — 

Floats the fragrant wreath of Victory here. 
Mighty, though your sinews rest from motion, 
Life still bears you downwards to the Ocean, 

Time still whirls you in his mad career, 
Then, if flagging wiogs forget their duty, 

Damped by painful sense of stern control. 
Gladly from the ideal hill of Beauty 

Contemplate the accomplished goal. 

Are we now for lording and defending — 
Rival combatants, contending 

On the paths of glory or success ? 
There may courage with brute force be clashing, 
And the chariots with their thunder crashing 

On the dusty field commingled press. 
Boldness only may the prize inherit. 

Distant beckoning from the course's goal. . 
Fate yields ever to the master spirit, 

While succumbs the feeble soul. 

But life's flood, that first by close impending 
Bocks confined, in wild descending 
Cataracts foamed, now glides with even flow 
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9li6t ter ^3)iaiTe qualuoU ab^er 
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^Ue Bmeifcl, aUe .ftiimpfe |Umf 
3n te^ 8ic0f^ tjo&er oicberljci 
^uOcirilo^eii bat e^ jeten 3mia* 
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Silently through Beauty's shadowy mansion : 
And upon its hosom's bright expansion 

Hesper and Aurora pictured glow. 
Here in mutual love their tumults steeping, 

Free united in the bonds of Grace, 
Best the reconciled passions sleeping, 

And the Foe hath left no trace. 

When, to animate the mass imbedded — 
With dead matter to be wedded — 

Genius bums, on strenuous act intent ; 
Then be Industry's strong nerves expanded, 
And let Thought, in ceaseless conflict banded, 

Subject to its laws the element. 
Only zeal, impatient of repose. 

Finds Truth bubbling from her secret vein ; 
Only to the chisel's ponderous blows 

Yields the marble's stubborn grain. 

But to Beauty's sphere once penetrate, 
And in dust remains dead weight. 

With the senseless matter which it sways. 
Not as from the laboring block hard-wrung ; 
Light and graceful, as from nothing sprung. 

Stands the statue to the raptured gaze. 
There all doubts are hushed, all conflict vanished, 

In the proud assurance of success ; 
Thence all witnesses forever banished 

Of poor Human nakedness. 

When before the Law's majestic terror 
Bare ye stand, in conscious error — 

When unto The Holy* Guilt draws nigh — 
Then may blench, before the beams of real 
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Cure lugenb, »or bent 3beale 
glir^c mut6(od bie (efc^amte Zf^at 
Stdn Srfc^affner ^at ble« 3lel erflogeti; 
Ueber btefen grauent)otteii @(&Iunb 
Zxa^t fein ^ad^cn, feiner Srutfe Sogen, 
Unb fein Slnfer finbet Orunb. 

^ber flud^tet aud brr ®inne @(^ranlett 

3n bie grei^eit ber Oebanfen, 

Unb bie 3ur($terfd^einung ifl entfTotit, 

Unb ber em^ge ^bgrunb n>irb fic^ fttden; 

9^e^mt bie ®ott^eit auf in euren SBiaen, 

Unb fie fleigt t)on i'^rem IBfltent^roiu 

De« ©efejed fhenge geffel binbet 

9lur ben ©flattenflnn, ber etf \)erfc^mabt; 

gWit bed OTcnfc^en 5Siberflanb tjerfd^tpinbet 

8lu(^ bed (Shotted ^Wajefiat 

fOenn ber ^Wenfc^l^eit ?eiben euc^ um^an^tn, 
SCcnn Saofoon ber ©(jfelangen 
©i(i^ ernjcftrt mit namenlofem ©d^mcr}^ 
!Da empore ft^ ber 9}^enfc^ ! Sd fc^Iagc 
2ln bed ^immeld ®6(bung feine Xla^t 
Unb jerrei§f euer fii^Ienb ^erj! 
!Der 9^atur furc^tbare ©timme (lege, 
Unb ber greube SBange »erbe bleic^, 
Unb ber beil'gen (Spmpat^ie erliege 
Dad Unfterblic^e in eudfel 

OTer in ben l^eitern S^legionen, 

2Bo bie reinen gormen wo^nen, 

Sflaufc^t bed Sontmerd triiber (Sturm ni<bt m 

^ier barf ©c^mcrj bie ©eele ni(i&t bur^fc^neil 

J^eine 3:^rane flie^t bier me^r bem geiben. 

9lur bed ®ei(led tapfrer ®egen»el^r. 
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Truth, your Virtue— then before the Ideal, 

Spiritless, your deeds confounded fly. 
No created mind hath reached this centre. 

O'er this terrible abyss profound 
May no arch be spanned— no bark may venture ; 

And no anchor findeth ground. 

But, from bounds of sense delivered, soar 
To free Thought's unbounded shore — 

And the spectre shapes away have flown, 
And the eternal Chasm itself shall fill : 
Take the Godhead up into your will, 

And he steps from his Creation-throne. 
Only slavish sense, that spurns compliance, 

Crouches at the Law's coercive rod : 
Vanishes, if man but cease defiance, 

All the terror of a God. 

When ye stand begirt with Human woes — 
When 'midst agonizing throes, 

Priam's son his serpent folds would part, 
Then let man arouse him — let it fly 
To the vault of Heaven, his piercing cry. 

And distract with grief your feeling heart — 
Then the formidable voice of Nature 

Triumph — and the cheek of Joy turn pale — 
And, to subjugate the immortal creature. 

Holy Sympathy prevail. 

But where 'bide pure Forms — in those bright regions 
Tenanted by shadowy legions, 

Rude Affliction's storms no longer tear. 
There are souls no longer racked with anguish, 
Weeping eyes no more with sorrow languish, 

Only Spirit's firm resolve is there. 
34 
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SieBlid^, wie ter 3tid garbenfcucr 
2tuf t)cr Donnerwolle buff gem Zi^an, 
Sc^immert burc!^ ter 3Br^mut^ bufleni ©4^^ 
4)icr bcr 3lu^c ^eitred Slau. 

3:ief ernietrigt ju be« gelgen ^necfete, 

®ing in croigem ©cfcc^te 

etnft ^(cit) bed Mend fc^were Sa(n, 

Sflang mit ippbern unb umarmf ben Seuen, 

eturjtc f!c^, bie greunbe gu befreleu, 

Sebenb in bed lobtenfc^ifferd Stai^xu 

Mt ^lagcn, aUt Srbenlafien 

SCal^t ber un\)erf6^ntett ®6ttln Sift 

2luf bie wiU'gen ©d^uUern bed Ser^apten, 

fflid fcin !2auf geenbigt ijl — 

Sid ber (^ott, bed 3rbif*en entfleibet, 
glammenb (Id) »om ^})Zenf(6en fc^elbet 
Unb bed 5(ct^erd leid^te ?ufte trinft. 
grot) bed neuen uncjett?ofenten ®(b»ebend, 
glie^t er aufwartd, unb bed Srbenlebend 
8ct)n?ercd ^Iraumbilb fmft unb (infL 
2^ed ripmpud JE>armonien empfangen 
!Den 'il^ev!ldrten in ^troniond <Baal, 
Unb bie C>5ottin mit ben ^Rofenwangen 
3leic^t i^m (d(^e(nb ben 5^ofaL 



S?on 5>erTen ^ant (14 eine Srucfe 
^oc^ iiber einen grauen ®ee; 

©ie haut fid^ ouf im Slugenblidfe, 
Unb fd)tt)inbclnb flcigt fie in bie ^o^. 



214 

as the hues of Iris, beaming 
16 thunder-cloud's refreshing dew, 
h the dusky veil of sadness gleaming, 
i reveals her heavenly Blue. 

Despot's abject slave degraded, 
lal conflict waded 

; Alcides through life's dreary ways, 
binding, Lions fierce cnwreathing, 
> free the loved one, plunged while breathing 
e bark which parted souls conveys, 
plagues and labors earth can muster 
the Goddess's envenomed hate 
victim's willing shoulders cluster — 
he term prescribed by Fate. — 

God, his mortal robe disclaiming, 
liraself from manhood, flaming, 
the light setherial vapor drinks, 
to new Life's unmeasured distance 
e upwards ; and of earth-existence 

the weary vision — sinks— and sinks. 
Qit's from high Olympus flowing 
; him, glorious, on the heavenly floors ; 
e dimpled Goddess, roseate glowing, 
s cup the Nectar iwurs. 

John Ilerman MerivaUy Esq,^ F,8,A, 



PAKABLES AND KIDDLES. 
1. 
Bridge of pearls its form uprears 
ligh o'er a gray and misty sea ; 
n in a moment it appears, 
Vud rises upwards giddily. 



215 

©er l^o*|len ©dfetffc ^odfefle SRttfleti 

3ie^n unter i^rem Sogen f^in, 
@ie felber trug no^ !etne SafUn 

Unt fc^eint, toie bu t^r nal^fl, gu flff^tt. 

@ie tvirb rrfl mit bent @ttom unb f^toinbel; 

©0 tt>ie beg aCafferd 8(ut^ wrflegt 
©0 fpric^, »o (Ic^ bie ©rucfe finbet, 

Unb n>er fie !un{l(i(^ I^at gefugt? 



6« fu^rt btc^ mellentoett Don bannett, 
Unb Meibt bo(i& fht« an fefnem Drt; 

Sd bat nic^t gltigel au^aufpannen, 
Unb trfigt bid^ bur(i& bie 2ufte fort 

g« ifl bie atterfd^neUfle ga^re, 
I^ie JemaU einen SBanbrer tnig^ 

Unb burd^ ba« gropte aHer iWeerc 
Iragt e«J bicb ntit ®eban!enflug; 
3^m ifl eln 5lugenblid genug. 



3. 

Sluf einer gro^cn SBeibe gejen 
55ie( taufenb ©ci^afe (Ilberweif ; 

2Cie tt>ir jle ^eute n>anbeln fe^en, 
©a^ (le ber aflcralt'|le ®rei«. 

©ie altern nie unb trinfen Seben 
2(u« einem unerfd^opften Som, 

gin JE>(rt ifl i^nen jugegeben 
9J?it fd^on gebognem ©ilber^oniK 



^ 
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Beneath its arch can find a road 
The loftiest vessel's mast most high, 

Itself hath never borne a load, 
And seems, when thou draw'st near, to fly. 

It comes first with the stream, and goes 
Soon as the watery flood is dried. 

Where may be found this bridge, disclose, 
And who its beauteous form supplied I 



2. 

It bears thee many a mile away. 
And yet its place it changes ne'er ; 

It has no pinions to display, 
And yet conducts thee through the air. 

It is the bark of swiftest motion 
That ever weary wanderer bore ; 

With speed of thought the greatest ocean 
It carries thee in safety o'er ; 
One moment wafts thee to the shore. 



3. 

Upon a spacious meadow play 
Thousands of sheep, of silvery hue ; 

And as we see them move to-day. 
The man most ag6d saw thorn too. 

They ne'er grow old, and, from a rill 
That never dries, their life is drawn ; 

A shepherd watches o'er them still, 
With curved and beauteous silver horn. 
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Sr treiBt f!e au^ gu golbnen Z^extn, 
dx uJerga^U fie J[et>e Wac^t, 

Unt) ^at ber Sammer Irin^ iKrlomi, 
@o oft er ani^ ben Skg DoUbra^t 

Sin treuer ^unb l^Uft fie i^m leiten, 
(Sin ntuntrer ffiibber ge:^tt>oratu 

jDte ^eerbe, fannfl bu fie mix beuten, 
Unb aud^ ben ^irten geig mir anl 



4. 

Sd ftel^t ein gro§ geraumig ^aud 

auf unfid^tbttren ©aulen; 
e^ mi§f d unb ge^t'd lein SBanbm aM, 

Unb feiner barf brin »ef Ien» 
^aii dnem unbegriffnen 5)(an 

3|i e« mit jlunji gejimmert; 
g« fiecft fid^ fclbji bie iampt an, 

Die e« mit 5>tad)t burd^fci^immert* 
g« ^at cin Dac^, frpfiaHenrein, 
SBon cincnt einj'gen Sbelfleinj 

Doc^ noc!^ Mn ^uge f(^aute 

Den ^Rcifter, ber ed baute^ 



5. 

3wei Sinter fle^t man ah unb auf 

3n einen Srunnen fieigen, 
Unb fc^njebt ber eine tjoU berauf, 

^n^ pc^ ber anbre neigen. 
®ie tpanbcrn rafilo« biw u«b ber, 
Slbwecbfclnb »oU unb tt?ieber leer, 
Unb bringfl bu biefcn an ben SKunb, 
^angt {ener in bem tieffien ®runb; 
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He drives them out through gates of gold, 
And every night their number counts ; 

Yet ne'er has lost, of all his fold, 
One lamb, though oft that path he mounts. 

A Ifound attends him faithfully, 
A nimble ram precedes the way ; 

Canst thou point out that flock to me, 
And who the shepherd, canst thou say ? 



4. 

There stands a dwelling, vast and tall, 

On unseen columns fair ; 
No wanderer treads or leaves its hall, 

And none can linger there. 
Its wondrous structure first was planned 

With art no mortal knows ; 
It lights the lamps with its own hand 

'Mongst which it brightly glows. 
It has a roof, as crystal bright. 
Formed of one gem of dazzling light ; 

Yet mortal eye has ne'er 

Seen Him who placed it there. 



Within a well two buckets lie,* 

One mounts, and one descends ; 
When one is full, and rises high, 

The other downward wends. 
They wander ever to and fro — 
Now empty are, now overflow. 
If to the mouth thou liftest this^ 
That hangs within the dark abyss. 



(Ein ntibrc^ i|Tt? \u febcr ( 
lint immcr ift Cv^ frifcfc 

3m cnnlien ^Raum i|l'« n 
Ter flftnflc ?Ra6men fa 

T)o6) affc (53rc^e, bte bid) 
Jtennfl bu burd^ biefed 

11 n^ frtitnft bu bfit .fr^fta 
3fim filHAtflti SJcrtfe 

©a^ f\aitu 2r>f!tatt fau 

^n fcinrm munbcrtuBt 

^q6^ f^pTirr, dt* ma0 i 



7. 
Sin ®eBaube fkl^t ba «or 
e* ifl bin Zmptl, e« ifl I 
gin Weiter fann ^unbcrt 

OPr itmtHAttbfrt tA iitAh « 
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In the same moment they can ne'er 
Befresh thee with their treasures fkir. 



Know'st thou the form on tender ground ? 

It gives itself its glow, its light ; 
And though each moment changing found, 

Is ever whole and ever bright. 
In narrow compass 'tis confined, 

Within the smallest frame it lies ; 
Yet all things great that move thy mind, 

That form alone to thee supplies. 

And canst thou, too, the crystal name ? 

No gem can equal it in worth ; 
It gleams, yet kindles ne'er to flame, 

It sucks in even all the earth. 
Within its bright and wondrous ring 

Is pictured forth the glow of heaven, 
And yet it mirrors back each thing 

Par fairer than to it 'twas given. 



ages an edifice here has been found, 
is not a dwelling, it is not a fane ; 
)rseman for hundreds of days may ride round, 
it the end of his journey he ne'er can attain. 

many a century o'er it has passed, 
le might of the storm and of time it defies ; 
th the rainbow of Heaven stands free to the last,- 
the ocean it dips, and soars up to the skies. 



Unter alien 8ct>IaniHcn 
5Iuf »irt?en nic^t ge^i 

2J^it ttx an ©c^ncUe fe 
5ln 2But^ |lc^ fcine • 

©ie (lurat mit furdfetba 
Slttf i|ren iKaut (it^ 

SJertilgt in dncm ®! 
Dm Heiter unt^ fdii 

(Sir Hebt t)if ^oc^ftfti ^ 
^licftt ©cfelDf, nidjt 

SBpr i^rem ^nfatl ftlju 
Ttx 4*antif(^ — U( 

©iefetisftt, totrbutinc 

@ie fann bad Srj jerti 
SQie b^t ttnb fejl ci 

Unb biefed Unge^uet 
$at ^weimal nie gel 
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It was not vain glory that bade its erection, 
It serves as a refuge, a shield, a protection ; 
Its like on the earth never yet has been known^ 
And yet by man's hand it is fashioned alone. 



8. 

Amongst all serpents there is one. 

Born of no earthly breed ; 
In fury wild it stands alone. 

And in its matchless speed. 

With fearful voice and headlong force 

It rushes on its prey. 
And sweeps the rider and his horse 

In one fell swoop away. 

The highest point it loves to gain ; 

And neither bar nor lock 
Its fiery onslaught can restrain ; 

And arms — invite its shock. 

It tears in twain, like tender grass. 

The strongest forest-tree ; 
It grinds to dust the hardened brass. 

Though stout and firm it be. 

And yet this beast, that none can tame. 
Its threat ne'er twice fulfils ; 

It dies in its self-kindled fiame. 
And dies e'en when it kills. 



'ison tbr tic "iViilte, ^on 
(Bo trcbn wix \uw in c\v'c\cx 
Urn t)ic^ t)crum im ^ixlcU 

©em mcitcn njir tic fcfcmarj 
Unb licben und ten belter 

SBir finb ed, bie tie 2BeIt be 
3Rit unferd 8ebcn« S<^uU 

SBir (ittt) be« gru^Ung* lufl 
Unb fuliren fnnen mitnU 

X^rtim fliebfti tctr ba* Isau^ 
Denn um uitti 6er map S 

UniJ mflfj fcin ®lu(f[i<5&er n 
30tr flub biibct, luo mitn 

Unb la|t ber Jlaifer fid^ »er 
^ir Ui^eu ibm bit ^ert 



10. 
dA ifl gemacj^t um au t)erle0en; 
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9. 
We children six our being had 

From a most strange and wondrous pair,- 
Our mother ever grave and sad, 

Our father ever free from care. 

Our virtues we from both receive, — 
Meekness from her, from him our light, 

And so in endless youth we weave 
Bound thee a circling figure bright. 

We ever shun the caverns black. 
And revel in the glowing day ; , 

'Tis we who light the world's dark track, 
With our life's clear and magic ray. 

SpriUj^'s joyful harbingers are we, 
And her inspiring strains we swell ; 

And so the house of death we flee. 
For life alone must round us dwelL 

Without us is no perfect bliss. 
When man is glad, we, too, attend, 

And when a monarch worjshiped is, 
To him our majesty we lend. 



10. 
What is the thing esteemed by few ? 

The monarch's hand it decks with pride, 
Yet it is made to injure too. 

And to the sword is most allied. 

No blood it sheds, yet many a wound 
Inflicts, — gives wealth, yet takes from none ; 

Has vanquished e'en the earth's wide round, 
And makes life's current smoothly run. 
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Die gro^ten Steid^e (af « gegrunbet^ 
Die ait'flen ©tabte ^af« erbaut; 
Dod^ nifmaU ^at ed Jtrieg entgunbet, 
Unb ^etl bent So(t, bad i^m t}eTtrautl 



11. 
3A too^ne in einent fleinernen $attd, 
Da lieg' i(!^ t^erborgen unb fd^Iafe; 
Doc^ ici^ trctc ^ertjor, id^ eile ^eraud, 
©eforbert mit eiferner SBaffe. 
Srfl bin i6^ unfd^einbar unb f(!^mad^ unb netu, 
SJ^ic^ fann bein ^t^em bejmingen; 
Sin atcgcntropfcn fd^on faugt mit^ ein; 
Dod^ mir wacfcfcn im (Siege bie ©cbwingem 
SBcnn bie mad)tigc ©cbwcfler fidj ^u mir cjefetH 
Srwad^p id^ gum furc^tbarn Q)ebieter ber SBelt 



12. 
3db brel^e mid^ auf eincr ©d^eibe, 

3c^ manble ofene ^a^ unb 3iui. 
jtlein i|l bae Selb, bad icb umfc^reibe, 

Du bedfjl ed mit gwci ^dnben ^u — 
Dodfe brauc^' id^ »iele taufenb ^JJleiten, 

Sid iA bad fleinc gelb burcbjogen, 
gliccj' id^ glei^ fort mit ©turmed (Sifen 

Unb fd^ncfler aid ber 5)feil »om Sogeiu 



13. 
Cin Co gel i|l ed, unb an ©cjnette 

Subit ed mit eined 5Iblerd glug; 
(Jin gifct ijl'd unb jert^cilt bie SBeffe, 

Die nod^ fein grogrcd Unt^ier trug; 
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The greatest kingdoms it has framed. 

The oldest cities reared from dust, 
Yet war's fierce torch has ne'er infiamed ; 

Happy are they who in it trust I 



11. 

I live within a dwelling of stone, 

There buried in slumber I dally ; 
Yet, armed with a weapon of iron alone, 

The foe to encounter I sally. 
At first I'm invisible, feeble, and mean. 

And o'er me thy breath has dominion ; 
I'm easily drowned in a raindrop e'en, 

Yet in victory waxes my pinion. 
When my sister, all-powerful, gives me her hand, 
To the terrible lord of the world I expand. 



12. 

Upon a disk my course I trace. 

There restlessly forever flit ; 
Small is the circuit I embrace. 

Two hands suffice to cover it. 
Yet ere that field I traverse, I 

Full many a thousand mile must go, 
E'en though with tempest-speed I fly, 

Swifter than arrow from a bow. 



13. 

A bird it is, whose rapid motion 
With eagle's flight divides the air ; 

A fish it is, and parts the ocean. 
That bore a greater monster ne'er ; 
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Sin Sfep^ant i\t% totli^n S^urme 

Suf fetnem fdbmeren fUnitn trSgt; 
Der ©p Inn en frie^enbem ®ftouriitc 

®(etd)t ed, toenn e^ bie Sufe regt; 
Unb t)at ed fefl f!^ etngeBiffen 

SJ^tt feinem fpi^'flen Cifcnjal^i!, 
©0 (le^r« gtci(i^n)le auf firfhn Rugen 

Unb tro^t bent wut^enben Drfaiu 



Per Jpajierflang. 

©fl mix flegrugl, meln Serg mit bem rStl^^* fhra^tm- 

ben ®ipfell 

©ei mix, ©onne, gegritgt, bie i^n fo liebliii^ Bef^cint! 

Dic!^ au^ grug' i^, belcbte glur, eu^, faufelnbe ginben, 

Unb ben fro^Iid^en Sbor,ber auf ben 5te(len flA miegt, 

S^ubtge 33(aue, bidb <tuc^, bie unerme§tiA flc^ au0gie§t 

Um ba^ braunc ®ebirc^, fiber ben grunenben ®alb, 

^ud^ um mic^, ber, enbli(6 entflobn bed 3intmerd ®e« 

fangni^ 
Unb bent engen ©cfpra^, freubig (!ci^ rettet gu bit. 
jDeiner Sufte balfamifc^er ©tront bur(!^rinnt mi^ cr* 

quicfenb, 
Unb ben burjligcn Slid labt bad energif(^e gtd^t 
jtraftig auf blu^enber ^u ergldn^en bie toe^felnbes 

garben, 
Slber ber reijenbe ©treit lofet in 2lnmut^ fi^ auf. 
grei empfdngt mid) bie SBiefe mit weitbin \>erbreitete« 

Jeppic^; 
!DuT^ i^r freunblid^ed ®run f(^Iingt ft^ ber (anb« 

lid^e 5>fab. 
Um mid^ fummt bie gcfd^Sftige Siene, mit gn>eifelnbeni 

gifigel 
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An elephant it is, whose rider 

On his broad back a tower has put ; 
'Tis like the reptile base, the spider, 

Whenever it extends its foot ; 
And when, with iron tooth projecting, 

It seeks its own life-blood to drain, 
On footing firm, itself erecting, 

It braves the raging hurricane. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



THE WALK. 

'£LCOME, O welcome, my hill, with the redly glitter- 
ing summit, 

nd thou, sun, in whose light lovely and warmly it 
glows I 

aou, too, live grassy plain, and ye, ye murmuring 
lindens, 

nd the feathery choir swinging about on the boughs. 

elcome, ye soft blue skies, who pour your infinity 
fulness 

>und the gray far-oflf hills, over the forest so green, 

)und wie, too, who at last, escaped from my cham- 
ber's confinement, 

nd from narrowing talk, gladly find refuge with you ; 

reams of your balmiest air thrill through me, and 
quicken my spirit, 

cid no longer my eyes thirst for the life-giving light. 

lousands of colors are flashing in mutual chase o'er 
the meadow, 

it their emulous strife soon into harmony runs. 

•eftly receives me the lawn on its velvet far-spread- 
ing carpet ; 

irough its friendliest green rurally windeth a path ; 

isily round me hum the bees ; on irresolute pinion 
35 



Wiid^ umfangt amtryfi[i:^c ?ta^ 

3ii tti ^^altc^ ®c^c(mni@ entfl 
Uiib Hit jUlangetntser f fat leiti 
©l?avfamf« I'idjt, unt c* tUi 

Ucbcrrqfdjiiit) tci) Jag* bin 

Unatff&bar ftglegt ftcft ft or mdni 

Unt> cin tlautsj ^ebirg entftgt 

Jiff an beff S^trgCvS guf, ter 9a 

50iiUct tea grttnri(3&tftt ^txm 
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Plite the butterfly round over the clover so red. 
Glowing smite me the sun's warm rays ; still slum* 

her the zephyrs ; 
Only the song of the lark warbles aloft through the 

air. 
Hark, what rustling sound sweeps on from the 

neighboring thicket ? 
Th» alder-crowns nod ; in the wind waveth the sil- 
very grass ; 
Me receives ambrosial night ; in odorous coolness, 
'Heath their glittering roof, box-trees o'ershadow 

me now. 
In the mysterious wood escapes me a moment the 

landscape. 
And a serpentine path upward conducts me along. 
Only in stolen gleams through the leafy, twig-woven 

lattice 
Bleaks a scattering light ; snuling the heavens look 

in. 
Soon the green curtain is rent. The swiftly opening 

wood gives 
Daylight's dazzling glance suddenly back to my 

sight. 
Farther than eye can reach outspreads the distance 

before me. 
And a chain of blue hills ends in a vapor the world. 
Deep at the mountain's foot, which sinks abruptly 

below me. 
Floats the flower-girt stream's wavering mirror 

along. 
Endless under me see I the cether, over me end- 
less; 
Dizzily upward I look, and with a shudder look 

down. 
But betwixt the infinite height and infinite depth, a 



SItfr in frcieren Sc^Iaiigcrt t: 

Jtlimmeiib, ein fc^immfrnter 

9luf tjm f tmf n ©trpm gfcii 
i^iflfailj trtent tfr.t*«rbcn ©d 

SKmttre ^ijrffr &cttanaen bci 

Slnbre, oom 3iudm Iti Set 

^einf Jcfter umrut)n frirttl 
_£faultcb xanh [idi btf dteb* e 
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ill-fbnoed natural bridge carries the traveler across. 

I, yon rich green banks fly smilingly over to meet 
me ; [toil ; 

w the flourishing vale honors the husbandman's 

! those light-running lines, too, girding the farmer's 
estate round, — 

•es has woven them well into her carpet of green ; 

iendly handwriting of Law, man's blessed and only 
protector 

er since grief-stricken Love left the degenerate 
earth. 

t, in less regular windings across the fields and the 
pastures, 

w quite lost in a wood, now up the slope of a hill, 

mbs a shimmering streak, the road that brings 
places together ; 

ere are rails on the stream gracefully gliding along ; 

rk I how the scattering flocks do fill the live plain 
with their bleating, 

lilc the shepherd's shrill pipe bids the lone echo 
awake I 

jr little cottages fringe the stream — through the 
thicket there hide them 

►re — from the brow of the hill others seem ready to 
fall. 

ighborly dwells the farmer there on his acres con- 
tented; 

und his low thatched roof peacefully slumber his 
fields ; 

istingly groweth the vine, as it creeps up under his 
window, 

d, as in friendship, the tree winds round his cot- 
tage an arm. 

ppy, ye serfs of the field I not yet to Freedom awa- 
kened. 
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Z^eilfl ^u mit betner glur fro^Itd^ bad enge ®ef€|* 
£)eine ^iinfc^e befc^ranft ber Srnten ru^tger SttdB^ 

SBie bein Za^trotxf, gteic^, tvinbet bein 8e(en ffe at! 
Sber »er raubt mix auf einmal ben IteBIid^en 9(nbU(ff 

Sin frember 
®el(l »erbrcltct fld^ fd^nett flbcr bie frembtrc glut. 
®probe fonbert fie ah, toa^ taunt noc^ Uebenb ft(( 

mtfc&te, 
Unb bad ©letd^e nur ifl'd, toad an bad ®Ie{d^ fl^ 

reil^t 
@tanbe fe^ id^ gebilbet, ber 9)appe(n (lolae ®ef(^(e4trr 
3te^n in georbnetem ^omp oornel^nt unb prac^tig 

ba^er. 
fRtQtl n>irb aQed unb aded »irb SBa(^( unb ailed Se* 

beutung; 
Dicfed Dienergefolg ntelbct ben J5>errfc^er mir an. 
g)ran0cnb »erfiinbigcn i^n »on fern bie beleuc^teten 

Auppein, 
?lud bcm fetfigtcn ^crn ^ebt p4 bie t^urmenbe 

©tabt. 
3n bie 2Bilbnip ^xnani finb bed SCalbcd gaunen t>er* 

flogen, 
3lber bie 5tnbad^t Icibt l^obered l^cben bem Stein. 
9la^cr geriicft ijl ber SJienfc^ an ben ^Kcnfcfeen. gnger 

tt)irb urn il^n, 
fRtQcx er»a^t, ed ummalat rafc^cr pc^ in i^nt bie 

SCclt. 
(gie^, ba entbrennen in fcurigcm ^ampf bie eifernben 

Stxa]tt, 
©rc^ed roirfct ibr ©treit, ©ropcred icirfct i^r Sunb 
Xaufenb Jpdnbe belebt ein ©eijl, boc^ \^\aQtt in tau^ 

fcnb 
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^ like the soil ye till, care not to murmur at 
Law. 

your wishes are bounded by the return of the har- 
vest; 

ifl, as your every-day work, life and its cares roll 
away. 

t who robs me at once of the heavenly prospect ? 
A stranger 

rit diffuses itself suddenly over the scene. 

i^fully all is removed which would not harmoni- 
ously mingle ; 

is uniform here ; like follows like to the end. 

ak and terrace I see— the poplars ranged along 
yonder 

eep, in well-ordered array, proudly and splendidly 
by; 

is by rule, and all designed, and all has a mean- 
ing. 

is long menial throng tells of the lord of the 
land; 

ning announce his abode the far-flashing cupolas 
yonder ; 

om its kernel of rock towers the city aloft. 

ck to the wilderness driven, the Fauns have deserted 
the grove here, 

t Devotion imparts holier life to the stone. 

m is brought nearer to man ; the world grows nar- 
rower round him, 

id to motion and life wakes the deep world in him- 
self. 

J, there kindles the fiery strife of emulous forces ; 

cat things worketh their strife, greater their mutual 
toil. 

lousand hands one spirit inspires ; high beats in a 
thousand 
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Srufleit; "oon einem ®efu^t glu^cnb, eiit dnjigetf 

Sc^tSgt fiir bad Saterlaitb unb glu^t fur ber St^nen 

®efe0c; 
^ier auf bcm tl^eurcn ©runb ru^t l^r ^tt^iM 

©ebcitt. 
9{icber flei^cn "oom ^immel bie feligen (Setter unb 

ne^men 
3tt bem gewei^ten Scgirf ftfllid&e SColJuunf^en ein; 
^errlic^e ®aben bcfd^ercnb erfc^cinen fie: (Jtre« uot 

aden 
Sringct be« 9)flu0e« ©efc^enf. ^trmrt ben atufcr 

berBd, 
Sacc^ud bie Xraube, SRineroa bed Delbaumd grunenbe 

SHetfcr, 
%n6) bad friegrifd^c fRe^ fiibret ^ofcibon bftan, 
Gutter Spbelc fpannt an bed 2l^ai^end Deic^fel bie 

!?on?en, 
3n bad gafllidbe 3:i^or i^ie^t f!e aid Surgcrin ein. 
J^ciligc <5teiuc! 5lud cu^ ergoffcn fic^ ^^fli^njer ber 

^enWbeit 
gcrncn 3nfe(n bed ^J^eerd fanbtet i^r ©itten unb 

^unjl, 
SCeife fprac^cn bad 3^e(^t an biefen gci'elligen I^oren; 
^elbcn ftiirjen jum Jlampf fiir bie 5)cnaten ^eraud. 
5luf ben 'iDiaucru erfc^ienen, ben ©augling m Slrme, 

bie mutttx, 
Slidtcn bem ^ecrjug na6^, bid ihn bie gerne "ott* 

f*lang. 
Setenb fliir^tcn fie banw »or ber ©otter 3lltaren jl(^ 

nieber, 
gle^ten urn ^lu^m unb ®ieg, fle^ten urn Sftucffe^r 

fiir euc^. 

e^mtr* fammtl. SDerfe. L 15 
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Breasts, all glowing alike, one irresistible heart, — 
Beats for the Fatherland, and glows for the laws of 

the fathers ; 
Here on the hallowed ground rest their respected re- 
mains. 
Down from Heaven descend the blessed Immortals, 

and choose them 
In the sanctified grove festal and favored abodes ; 
Lordly blessings bestowing they greet us ; Ceres, the 

foremost, 
Brings us the gift of the plough ; Hermes the anchor 

therewith ; 
Bacchus the grape ; and Minerva the flourishing sprig 

of the olive ; 
And the warrior steed leads the great Neptune 

along ; 
Mother Cybele yokes to the chariot-beam her two 

lions, 
And like a dweller of earth enters our civic abode. 
Holiest statues I From you the seeds of Humanity 

spread them ; 
To the far isles of the sea sent ye both Manners and 

Art. 
Sages administered justice within these social gates ; 

hence 
Heroes rushed forth to the fight, ready to die for their 

Gods. 
Here has the mother stood, her child in her arms, on 

the rampai-ts. 
Gazing after the host, till it had dwindled from 

sight ; 
Prostrate then has knelt before the altars, adoring. 
Praying that fame might be yours, praying that ye 

might return. 
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S^te toarb tni^ unb Sieg, boc^ bet 9tu^m nitr fOyik 

gurucfe; 
Surer 2;^atcn 3?erbienjl ntclbet ber rw^lrenbe ®W»: 
,,9Banberer, !omm|l bu nai^ Sparta, t)er!finbige bortnti 

bu (^abefl 
Un« l^icr lirgen gcfcin, »ie bad ®ffe^ c« befal^r.^ 
SRubet fanft, ibr ©cliebten! SJon eurem Slwtr bc^ojffn, 
©ritnet ber Delbaum, e« feimt (ufHg bie tb^lii^Saat 
3Runter entbrennt, bed Sigentl^umd fro^, batf freie 

©ernerbe, 
SSfud bent (Sci^ilfe bed ®tromd minfet ber Maulid^te 

®otL 
3ifc^enb fliegt in ben ^aum bie ^xt, ed erfeufat bie 

Drpabe, 
$oc^ ))on bed Serged ^aupt {lurjt flc^ bie bonnembe 

Sail. 
SJfud bent Scldbruc!^ wiegt fld^ ber ©tein, t)om ^ebel ^ 

befliigeU; 
3n ber ©cbirge ©d^Iud^t tauci^t fid^ ber ©ergmann 

^inab. 
aWuIciberd 9lmbod tont \)on bem Zali gefd^roungener 

jammer, 
Unter ber ner^igten gaufl fpri^en bie gunfen bed 

©tabid. 
®Ian3enb untwinbet ber golbene Sel^ bie tangenbe 

©pintel, 
l)nxdi bie fatten bed ®arnd faufet bad »ebenbe 

©c^iff. 
gem auf ber ^i^ebe ruft ber 9)iIot, ed warten bie gtottcn, 
Die in ber gremt^linge Sanb tragen ben ^eimifd^n 

5Iei§; 
Snbre gie^n fro^Io(!enb bort ein mit ben ®a6fn ber 
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Fame was yours, and success, but all that returned 

was your glory ; 
That ye worthily fell, weeping, we read on your tomb : 
" Travdevy art thou going to 8partaf Oo tell whom 

thou meetestj 
That in glory we sleep, true to the laws of the land,^^ 
Gently rest, ye beloved ! The blood ye have squan* 

dered so freely 
Makes the olive-tree green, ripens the full-swelling 

grain. 
Busily glows each honest trade, in the Joy of possess- 

sion. 
From the sedge of the stream winks the Cerulean 

God. 
Hissing the axe flies into the oak, then sighs the lone 

Dryad ; 
High from the mountain's head rushes the thunder- 
ing weight. 
From the quarry up-swings the rock, with levers to 

wing it ; 
Down deep caves in the hills safely the miner de- 
scends. 
Mulcibcr's anvil rings to the regular stroke of the 

hammer. 
Under the sinewy arm scatter the sputtering sparks ; 
Gleaming the golden flax winds round the fluttering 

spindle, 
Through the strands of the yam whistles the shuttle 

at work ; 
Far on the roads cries out the pilot ; the ships are all 

waiting, 
Which to far-away shores waft our home-products 

abroad ; 
Others sail joyfuDy in, deep-fraught with treasures of 

ocean ; 
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i^od^ 'oon \>tm raf^enben ^afl meBct ber feftli^t jtraii}. 
©ic^e, ba wimmein bie iKarfte, ber^ra^n »on frojli* 

c^fin 8fben, 
©cttfamcr ©prac^en ®ewlrr' Braufl in bad »««• 

bcrnbe Oljr. 
Sluf ben <Btapc\ fd^uttct bie grnten ber Srbe bcr Jtanf* 

mann, 
SBa« bcm glu^enben ©tra^I ^frifa« Soben gfWett, 
ffia^ 5lrabicn fod^t, »ad bie au§er|le Jbulc bereitet, 

J5>od^ mit erfreucnbem ®ut fiiflt tJlmalti^ea ba« ^om. 

£)a gebieret bad ® iitdf bem Salente bie gottlid^en jtinber, 

3$on ber greibctt pcfau^t tva^fen bie Stnn\tt bet 2u^ 

aWlt nad^a^menbcm SebenerfreuetberSilbnerbieSuflcn. 

Unb »om ^ci§el befeelt, rebet ber fii<)Ienbc @teim 
Aunflli^e^immel rubn auffd^Ianf en {onifd^en @au(en, 
Unb ben ganjcn Dlpmp fc^lieget ein f)ant^eon ein. 
Sei^t »ic ber 3rid ©prung bur6 bie Snft, »ie ber 

3)fcil tton ber ®enne, 
^upfct ber Sriicfe 3od^ fiber ben braufenben ©trom. 
5lber im flillen ®cmac^ entitjirft bcbeutenbe S^^^^^ 
©inncnb ber SBeife, befc^Ieid^t forfd^enb ben fc^af* 

fenben Oeijl, 
3)ruft ber ©toffe Octratt, ber 9?^^(^ncte ^ajfen unb 

Sicben, 
Solgt burd^ bie Siifte bem J^Ianc^, fclgt burcj ben 

Slctber bem ©trabl, 
Q.u6^t bad ttertraute ©efc^ in bed 3"f<JtId graufcnben 

SDunbern, 
©udbt ben ru^cnben 5>oI in ber Srft^einungen ff lu^t. 
Roxptv unb ©ttmme lei^t bie ©dvrift bem flummen 

®ebanfen, 
Durc^ ber 3^^^t>unberte ©trom tragt ibn bad re* 

benbe Slatt. 
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High from the towering mast waves the gay festival 

wreath. 
See how the markets are swarming. The hum of 

busy existence [ear ; 

And the confusion of tongues roar on the wondering 
On the staple the merchant pours the fruits of the 

season, — 
All that to burning suns Africa's soil ever bears — 
All that Arabia cooks — all farthermost Thule gets 

ready ;— • [horn. 

High with all-gladdening goods fills Amalthea her 
There Opportunity bears to Genius heavenly children ; 
Suckled at Freedom's breast, flourish the beautiful 

Arts. [freshes ; 

There with life-like forms our eyes the sculptor re- 
Woke by the chisel to life, speaks the all-eloquent 

stone. [pillars ; 

Heavens, which Art made, rest on slender Ionian 
All Olympus at once in the Pantheon attends ; 
Light, as the rainbow's arch in the air, or as arrow 

from bow-string, [stream. 

Leaps the light bridge's yoke over the murmuring 
But in his silent chamber, casting significant circles. 
Thoughtful studies the sage, secrets of Nature to 

catch, [and repulses. 

Tries what solids weigh most, what the magnet woos 
Follows sound through the air, follows the flash 

through the skies, ' [wonders. 

Seeks the low whispered law in accident's terrible 
Seeks the motionless Pole, fixed 'mid appearances' 

flight. 
Body and voice to his untold thought are imparted 

by writing, 
Down through centuries' stream borne on the eloquent 

leaf. 
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I5a jcrrhmt wur Itm muiitjcrntert Blfif bfr 9lfW iJtf 

©cine gejfdn gerbnd^t ter SQilcnfc^- 1)n 9eglu(ftel 

3crrttV er 
^it ten gejfcln bft gur^t nur nidjt bra 3uQtl ^ 

greit)cirl ruft bit O^ernunft, grd^rlt: bit »ilbe S«' 

gierbf, 
^on tcr &cit'gen 9iatur rin^tn fit liifltrn fi^ U$. 
®(!(j^ ba td^tn im Sturm bit ^iiftr, bit an bem Ufer 
SBarnenb iljn feidttn, iljn fagt mSdjHg btt ftut^tabf 

©tr(jm; 
3it^ llnmbllctc rdfit er i6n hin, bit itiijVc ^trf(^winbtt 
^L>d^ auf bcr giutben ®c&irg wip^t fid? tntmajUt 

brr Stahn; 
Winter 2C>ol fen evlDfrfifn br^ 2Dai^cn{J fctfcarrlic^e Sttrnt, 
Stdfetnb i\l nid^U nie^r, tiS trrt fdh\i in bem Sufen 

bcr (^DtL 
Stud btm (13efpra(3&e werft^irinbet bir aSabrbdt, @Iaii' 

trn unb Ireut 
au# btm S?ften, t€ lugt fdtfi auf ber $ippt bcr 

8d|iuur* 
3ii bfT ^^im utrtrauUcbflen ©unb, in ber 8it6f ®r* 

kimni^ 
Drangt (l(^ btr S^rop^ant, rd^t i?oii btm Sminbe 

ben 3re«nt< 
Sluf btt UnjUiilb fd^itli ber t^errat^ mit ctrft^iingeit^ 

bftti Slide, 
it ijerfliftenbem Sip tebd be* i'a|ltrtr# ^dhn. 
\% tit btr ^fft^anbetcn Srufl brr(4^rban!f,bit?ittf 
jfji be^ frtitn ^efiitl* gCnttidjcn 3lbtl |tnme^. 
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Melt before his wondering gaze the mists of delu- 
sion, 

And the phantoms of night vanish at coming of 
day. 

Man breaks off his fetters, the Blessed I— but, O I may 
he never 

With the fetters of fear sunder the bridle of shame I 

Freedom ! first shouts Keason ; — Freedom ! the echo- 
ing Passions, 

And from Nature's restraint eagerly wrest themselves 
free. 

Ah I now burst in the storm the anchors, which wam- 
ingly held it 

Close to shore, and the stream hurries it swiftly 
away; 

On to the Infinite blindly it sweeps, the coasts disap- 
pearing. 

High on the billowy waste tosses the boat without 
mast, 

'Neath dark clouds the constant stars of the Wain 
are extinguished. 

Nothing is fixed, but errs even the God in the breast. 

Truth has vanished from talk ; no faith or constancy 
longer 

Sweetens life ; 'tis a lie— even the oath on the lips. 

Into the heart's close bond, into love's mysterious 
union 

Sycophant thoughts intrude ; friend is soon sundered 
from friend ; 

Treachery looks askaunt, at Innocence hungrily glar- 
ing. 

While with poisonous tooth Calumny secretly kills. 

Base are the thoughts that dwell in the breast dis- 
honored, and Love throws 

All its heaven-bom worth, all its best feelings away ; 
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Df iner ^cingen S^'^^^^f o SBa^rl^eit, ^at bcr Sftrttj fH 

Slngcmapt, ber ^atux fojlli^fle ©timmm cntiwiH 

Die bad bcbiirftige ^crj in ber Sreubr Drang fl^ tx* 

finbet; 
StavLtn gibt voaf^xt^ ®efu^I nod^ burd^ Ser^mmcR 

fl(^ funb. 
3luf ber tribune pxaf^Ut bad Sttdit, in ber ^iittr W 

Dc« ©cfffced ®efpen|l jle^t an ber itonige Urott* 
3a^re (an(^ mac», 3a^r^unbertelang bie Wumir baumi, 

Wag bad tritgenbe Silb (ebenber %Mt befle^n, 
Sid bie ^atux txroad^t, unb mit fc^toeren, e^ernen 

^anben 
2ln bad bo^Ie ®ebau rii^ret bie 9lDt^ unb bie 3elt, 
Siner Xtc^ertn c^Ieicb, bie bad etferne ®{tter bur^bro(^ 
Unb bed numibifc^en SS^albd |)I6^Ii(i^ nnb fc^recfli^ 

gebenft, 
aufflc^t mit bed Bcrbred^end SEutb unb bed glenbd 

bie Wenfdjbeit, 
Unb in ber 5lfd)e ber 3tabt fud^tbie tjerlorne 9latur. 
D, fo offnct eud^, 5U?aucrn unb gebt ben ®efangenen 

lebig ! 
3" ^^^ \)crlaj[cncn glur febr' er c^crettet jurfid ! 
aber tt)0 bin i^? Sd birgt pc^ ber 5)fab. abfc^uffige 

®rixnbe 
J^emmen mit gabnenber ^luft, Winter mir, »or mix 

ben Sd^ritt. 
Winter mir blieb ber ®arten, ber ^ecfen t)eTtTaute S^ 

f<leitunvj, 
Jointer mir jeglidje Spur menfdjHc^er ^anbe anrutf. 
S^lur bie (Stoffe fe^' xci^ get^iirmt, an^ welc^en bad 

Mm 
j?eimet, ber ro^e 93afalt ^offt auf bie bilbenbe ^anb. 
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I thy holiest signs, O Truth, hath wicked Delusion 
>len, and basely profaned Nature's own heavenly 

tones, [discovered ; — 

tiich the over-full heart for its own best joys had 
iree does a feeling, that's true, even through silence 

appear. [the cottage ; 

atice vaunteth herself in the court, and Peace in 
ly the spectre of Law stands by the royal throne, 
ng will the mummy endure ; for years and centu- 
ries longer 
ill this empty deceit, shadow of fulness remain, 
itil Nature awakes, until with a grasp, as of iron, 
ne and Necessity, both, shake the old scaffolding 

down, 
the mad tigress, when the bars of her prison are 

broken, 
her Numidian woods suddenly, frightfully thinks, — 
shall man's fury arise, by guilt and by misery 

sharpened, 
id in the grave of the State seek for lost Nature 

again, 
then, open, ye walls, and give the lone prisoner 

freedom, 
his deserted abode bid him in safety return I — 
t where now ? — I'm lost — The ground slopes sud- 
denly downwards, 
id with a yawning abyss hems me behind and 

before, 
rden and grove I have left, and the hedge that was 

running beside me ; 
r behind me I've left every vestige of man ; 
und me are piled the hard rocks, whence Art hei 

living creations 
shions ; — the rugged basalt waits for the architect's 

hand. 

36 
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Sraufcnt jluqt ber ©iepbac^ f^ttai burd^ bie Sliniu 

bed S^Ifen, 
Untcr ben SCur^eln bed Saumd bric^t cr cntrfipft 

p(^ Sa^n. 
533i(b i|l ed :^ier unb fc^auerlic^ ob\ 3m efnfameii 

Suftraum 
$angt nur ber Slbler unb fnupft an bad ®etD5ntbie 

ffielt. 
^od) berauf Bid gu mix tragi feined SBinbed ®rf{ebcr 
!Den ))erIorenen @d^a(l menf^Hc^er 9J?u^en unb Sufi. 
Sin id) wirflic^ allein? 3n beinen Slrmen, an beinem 
^tv^cn n)ieber, 9latur, ac^ ! unb ed toar tiur cin 

S^raum, 
£)er mi^ fc^aubernb ergriff, mit bed Sebend furij^tboiem 

Silbe, 
9Wit bem fliir^enben 5^bal fHirgte ber ftnjlre l^inab. 
9leiner ncbm' ic^ mein ?eben »on beinem reinen 3lltare, 
9^4unet>en froIjHc^en ^ut^ ^offenber Sugenb gurucf. 
Swii] n?ed)fe(t ber SBille ben ^totd unb bie Slegel, In 

ewig 
SCiebcrboIter ®e(lalt wal.^en bie J^^aten |t^ um. 
5lbcr juiicntlii immer, in immer »eranberter S^one 

C^lnft tn, frommc 5^atur, siid)tig bad alte ®efej! 
3mmer ticfclbe, bema^rfl bu in treuen ^anben bem 

Tlannt, 
2l^a»5 bir bad gaufclnbe J^inb, roai bir ber SungHng 

ttcrtraut, 
9^abrcfl an ii(cid)er Srufl bie toielfad) roedfcfelnbcn ^Itcr; 

Unter bemfelben Slau, iiber bem namlicfeen ®run 
SIBantcIn bie na^en unb »anbeln t^ereint bie femen 

®efAIe*tcr, 
Unb bie (Bonne ^omerd, fle^e! fie lad^tlt au^ and. 
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JEU)aring along through the cleft rock rolls the thun- 
dering torrent, 
Under the roots of the tree angrily forcing its way. 
Wild is it here, and dreary and lone. In the desolate 

air-space 
Hangs the eagle alone, joining the world to the clouds. 
High o'er all I stand here, where no feathery zephyr 
Wafts one faintest sound up from man's busy abode. 
Am I then truly alone ? in thine arms safely reposing, 
Nature ? and close to thy heart V and it was only a 

dream, [wildness 

Which so shuddering seized me ? Here 'mid reality's 
With the deep plunge of the vale plunged the dark 

phantom away. [ence, 

Purer from thy pure altars receive I back my exist- 
Gladly receive I my youth's gay elasticity back ; 
Ever changes man's will its end and its rule; and 

forever 
In unaltering course deeds and events roll on. 
But thou, youthful as ever, forever renewing thy 

beauty, 
Pious Nature, dost still chastely observe the old Law. 
Ever the same, to the man thy hands do faithfully 

render 
What from the fanciful child, what from light youth 

they receive ; 
Thou on one breast dost suckle the changeful succes 

sion of ages; 
Under the self-same blue, on the same wide-spreading 

green [united, 

Wander the nearest races, and wander the farthest 
And the Sun of old Homer, see I it is smiling on us. 

John 8, DwighU 



grtfdv, f^VKUfit, frit i^ur 

^Inm ttx ^riruc In^fj 

3Hnncn mufi ter Stfeti 

eo[I tasJ 2l>crf ben ^kif 

Eorf) tct (£fgen hmmt i 

3um SBerfe, bas n?ir em 
^iejirmt ficfy itd^jI ein crnjli 
SBtnn 0utc SRetcn fie 6rglel 
l^ann ftkpt tie '^xhnt mm 
So liift uHBi jc^t mit Sldg 
SBaiJ tiirdj tie fdjwad^e J^r 
Tm fcblfc&tfit illann mug 

riQ^ ifl'^ jo, n>a^ Im Mtn 
Utit ta3ii luarb itjni ber Si 
T)a§ er im tiiitcni ^f^rr^m | 
fQad er etfti^afft mit fciner 

T!0^ redjt Irotftit laftti 
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THE SONG OF THE BELL.* 

Vivos Vooo. Mortuos Planoo. Fuloura F&iiraa 

In the earth, now firmly planted, 

Stands the mould of well-burnt clay. 
Brisk I my lads, your strength is wanted, 
We must make the bell to-day 1 
From the heated brow. 
Sweat must freely flow. 
So the work the master skoweth ; 
Yet the blessing Heaven bestoweth. 

The work, we earnestly are doing 

Befitteth well an earnest word ; 
Then Toil goes on, more cheerly flowing, 

When good discourse is also heard. 
So let us then with care now ponder 

What through weak strength originates ; 
To him no reverence can we render. 

Who never heeds what he creates. 
'Tis this indeed that man most graceth, 

For this 'tis his to understand. 
That in his inner heart he traceth. 

What he produces with his hand. 

Take the wood, from pine trunks riven. 
Dry it must be through and through, 
That the flame, straight inward driven, 
Fiercely strike into the flue I 
Let the copper brew I 
Quick the tin in, too ! 
That the tough bell-metal going, . 
Through the mould be rightly flowing. 

♦ See ^otc m. 



Sl>ai5 itnrcn ttcf trm Cfrtni 

3!)a^ fc^l%t an tic irtetalli 
!Eic ei cT&auU^ mnitt !Iii 

aBrige Sfafett fc^' i(]^ fp 
SBoIjtlMe^ajfen finl> • 
fiaff^ mit 5rfd)CttfoI,it>i 
DaiJ kfiJrteTt fdjufU tsn 
^u{^ ^om ©cfcaumt i 
^Juf bif 3??if*ung fi 

SRdii unb »cU tJie ©tin* 

T^enn mit tet 5tfubc g< 
©egrii^t fie 1>a* gelicHc ^i 
Siuf feincd ^ctm^ erftem @ 
^en e^ in ©<6laft^ ^rm t 
3§tn mtKit no^ im ^ettFii 
Vit fAmatien unb tic (icii 
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What in the pit, by help of fire, 

The hand of man is forming thus, 
High in the belfry of the spire, 

There will it tell aloud of us. 
Still will it last while years are rolling, 

And many hearts by it be stirred, 
With all the mourner's woes condoling. 

And with Devotion's choir accord. 
Whate'er this changing life is bringing. 

Here down beneath, to Earth's frail iwn, 
Strikes on the metal crown, which, rin^ng, 

Will monitory sound it on. 

Bubbles white I see appearing ; 

Good I the mass is melted now 
Throw in salts, the fluid clearing 
They will help it quick to flow. 
Clean too from the scum 
Must the mixture come. 
That in metal j)ure abounding. 
Pure and full the bell be sounding. 

For, with joyous, solemn meaning. 

The child beloved it soon will greet 
Upon his life's first walk beginning, 

Wrapt in the arms of Slumber sweet ; 
For him yet rest in Time's dark bosom 
Funereal wreath and joyous blossom ; 
A mother's tender cares adorning 
With watchful love his golden morning, — 

The years, — they fly like arrows fleet. 
The maiden's plays the proud boy scorneth, 

He rushes forth, the world to roam 
With p'lgrim'8 staff*, at last returneth. 



■iUt^ JurtiiUni^^ .^}cq, n in 
51 Ut? ffiiKii "^hiiKn brt'dKn 1 
(£r flifbt feer SBriiter iinltcn 
^rrctbent \o[j^t cr ibren ©) 
Unt t|l ton iturm (iiru^ be 
T)a^ (Sd)on|lf fij(^t CT auf t 
JBLvmit er feine ^kbe fdjiniit 
D aattc 8c^nfuc^t, fuftd ^ 
3Der er(len Stctc goftiit 3etl 
^Eia^ ^lu^e ftfht fc^u ^tmmcl 
(£tf fdimd^t ta^ ^ct^ in ©e 
O, tag (le mig grunen blie 
Die ft^DUP 3^*^ ^^^ jungett 

2Bte (!c% f4onMrg)ffifeii 
X)iffc^ Stabcteti tm^' d 
©c^n anr'^ iiber^lafl ftf< 
SBirt*^ jum ©ufft adtig 
3c^t, fiUfeEen, frifj^l 
9?Tiift mir t>a^ (^tmW 
D6 ta0 i2pr5t?e mit bent 
®i(^ ^jerditt gum gutfit * 
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A stranger in his father's home. 
And brilliant, in her youthful splendor, 

Like creature come from Heaven's height. 
With checks all mantling, modest, tender, 

The maiden stands before his sight. 
A nameless longing then is waking 

In the youth's heart ; he strolls alone ; 
The tears from out his eyes are breaking ; 

Joy in his brothers' sports is gone. 
He blushes as her steps he traces. 

Her greeting smile his heart elates, 
For fairest flowers the flelds he searches, 

Wherewith his love he decorates. 
O tender longing, hope delicious, 

The golden time of youn*f first love. 
The eye beholdeth heaven open. 

Bevels the heart in bliss above I 
Oh that, forever fresh and vernal, 
First love's sweet season were eternal I 



See how brown the pipes are getting I 

This little rod I dip it in. 
If it show a glazed coating, 
Then the casting may begin. 
Now, my lads, enough I 
Prove me now the stuff. 
The brittle with the soft combining, 
See if they be rightly joining. 

• when the Strong and Mild are pairing. 
Manly with the Tender sharing, 
\e chord will then be good and strong. 
e, who join in endless union, 
heart with heart be in communion I 



U^?ir tern C^^iirtcl, mit bem ( 
9ici|]t tcr fd)oiie ^i^abn ent 
!Dic l^cibcnfd)aft flie^t, 
!r)te ?iebc mu^ biciben; 
!r)ic S3lume t)crblu()t, 
Die gruc^t mu§ trcibcn^ 
Dcr aJiann mu§ ^lnau« 
3n« fcinbli^e ?eben, 
9Rug »tr!en unb flreben 
Unb pflanaen unb f^affen, 
erliflfn, erraffeit, 
9Rup wetten unb toa^tn, 
Dad ®(u(! gu erjagen. 
Da flromet l^erbci t>ie uiten 
e« futtt fl^ t>er ©pftc^er w 
Die Staume wad&fen, e« bet 
Unb brtnnen toaltet 
Die guc^tige ^au^ftau, 
Die Gutter ber jlinber, 
Unb l^errfc^et »etfe 
3m t^au^Hd&en Stxti\t, 
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For Fancy '8 brief, Bepentance long. 
Lovely round the bride's locks clinging, 

Plays the virgin coronal, 
When the merry church-bells ringing 

Summon to the festival. 
Ah I the hour of life most festal 

Ends the May of Life also, 
With the veil, and girdle vestal 
Breaks the lovely charm in two. 
For Passion will fly. 

But Love is enduring, 
The flower must die. 
Fruit is maturing. 
The man must be out 
In hostile life striving, 
Be toiling and thriving, 
And planting, obtaining. 
Devising and gaining. 
And daring, enduring. 
So fortune securing ; 
Then riches flow in, all untold in their measure, 
And filled is the garner with costliest treasure ; 
The store-rooms increase, the house spreadeth oat| 
And in it presides 
The chaste gentle housewife. 
The mother of children. 
And ruleth metcly 
The household discreetly ; 
The maidens she traineth. 
The boys she restraineth. 
And work never lingers, 
So busy her fingers, 
Increasing the gains 



Tiiit) tiT f^cikv mit frobcm 
V'on X:cy .paufco iveitfdKiucnt 
llebtTjahlct fcin bluheiit' (^Mii 
3icl)ct t>cr ^-H'l-M'^f^^ racjcnte '^ 
Unt) ter (Scbeuncn gefiidtc ^l 
Unt tie Gpeidjer, t)om ^c^en 
Unp t>cd itemed bemegtc 5Boj 
9lu^mt ftct^ mit flolaem iUlun) 
Scfk, n)ie ber Srte ®runb, 
(9egen bed Ungliidd SRa^t 
©tebt mir bed ^aufed |)ra^t 
Dodft mit bed ©efc^icfed SRad 
3f^ fein etD'ger Sunb gu flet^ 
Unb bad Unglitd f^reitet f^i 

SBo^n nun !ann ber ®uf 
@(i)6n gegadet ifl ber Sru( 
Do(^, betjor wir'd lajfen ri 
SBetet einen frommen ©prv 

©togt ben 3<»Pfcn au^ ! 

®ott bema^r* bad ^au^ 
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With ordering pains, 
And sweet-scented presses with treasure is filling, 
And thread round the swift humming spindle ii 

reeling, 
And the neat burnished chests, — she gathers them full 
Of linen snow-white, and of glistering wool, 
The gloss and the shine to the good she adds ever, 
And resteth never. 

And the father with look elate. 
From the high far-seeing gable 
Surveys his blooming, broad estate, 
Seeth his buildings forest-like growing, 
And the barns with their lofts o'erflowing, 
And the granaries, bent with the blessing, 
And the corn as it waves unceasing ; 
Boasting, with pride-lit face : 
Firm, as the Earth's own base, 
'Gainst all misfortune's strength, 
Standeth my house at length I 
Yet with mighty Fate supernal, 
Man can weave no bond eternal. 
And Misfortune strideth fast. 

Be the casting now beginning ; 

Finely jagg6d is the grain. 
But before we set it running. 
Let us breathe a pious strain I 
Now knock out the tap I 
God forbid mishap I 
Tlirough the bending cannons hollow 
Smoking shoots the fire brown billow. 

Beneficent the might of Flame, 

WTien man keeps watch and makes it tame. 

En what he fashions, what he makes. 



Tunt tic *?tilftclcbtcn GKt 
©aljt ten ungfbfurnt 55r 
©fnii tie S[cmfnte ^aijfii 

^u5 tfr mdfc 

Quitit tcr SfLicit, 

©tx^mt ber Mcgeit ; 

Slii^ bet SBotfc, o()ne IBal 

3uilt bfr ©tratjL 

^0^t i^t'd roimmern (^o(^ 

X)a0 ift Stutml 

Slot^, n>if ©tut, 

3jt ber Jpimmcf; 

IBrlc^ (Return met 
Straperrauf! 
Dam^jf waUt auf . 
giadfcrnb fldgt bie gmerfJ 
Durd) ber ^tra^c kn^t | 
aBad)jl ea fcrt mit ffiitnbei 
JEodjmb, toif aue Ofend S 
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Help from this Heaven's force he takei. 
But fearful is this force of Heaven, 
When, having all its fetters riven, 
It bursts forth, its own law to be, 
Thy daughter, Nature, wild and free I 

Woe ! when once emancipated, 
With nought her power to withstand, 
Through the streets thick populated, 
High she waves her monstrous brand ! 

By the elements is hated 
What is formed by mortal hand. 

From the heavens 

Blessing gushes. 

The shower rushes ; 

From the heavens, aU alike, 

Lightnings strike. 

Hear ye not the belfry moan ? 

'Tis the alarm I 

Blood-red now 
Heaven is flushing ; 

That is not the daylight's glow I 
What a rushing 

Streets all up I 

Smoke rolls up I 
The fire column, flickering, flowing. 
Through the long streets swiftly growing. 
With the wind is onward going ; 
As from out a furnace flashing, 
Glows the air, and beams are crashing, 
Pillars tumble, windows creaking. 
Mothers fleeing, children shrieking, 

Cattle lowing 

'Mid the ruin ; 



t^tr tic /fliimnu braufcnt 
^Maivlnt! m tie fiirrc %rn 

3it ttr SpQcren tiirre ©3 
Unt? <\U iijc[(tc Re im SD&i^t) 

Sftdgen in ge^paltyr g[ud 
IBa(^(l fie in beS ^'immela 

SBet6t ber iKenfA ter (USi 
^ii§i^ fie^t er feine S&crfe 

gtergebtannt 
3il bte ©tattf, 
IBiIt)fr ©tiirmc rmit^ ©i 
3n ten 6ten gcnfler&o^len 
©o^nt ba0 ®raucn, 
Unb bee IsimmeU 3BoJ!cn 
^c4 ^iuein. 
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All is fleeing, saying, running, 
Light as day the night 's hecoming ; 
Through the chain of hands, all vying, 

Swiftly flying. 
Goes the hucket ; how-like hending, 
Spouts the water, high ascending. 
Howling comes the hlast, befriending 
The flame it roaring seeks and fans. 
Crackling 'midst the well-dried grains, 
Seizing in the granary chambers 
On the dry wood of the timbers. 
And, as if it would, in blowing. 
Tear the huge bulk of the world 
With it, in its flight, uphurled. 
Mounts the flame to heaven, growing 

Giant taU ! 

Hopeless all, 
Man to God at last hath yielded, 
Idly sees what he hath builded, 
Wondering, to destruction going. 

All burnt out 

Are the places, 
Where the tempest wild reposes. 
In the vacant windows dreary. 

Horror 's sitting. 
And the clouds of heaven, flitting 

High, look in. 

Ere he goes. 

On the ashes, 

Where his riches 
Buried lie, one look man throws, — 
His pilgrim's stafl" then gladly clutchetk 
87 



SBitb's and) fdiijn ^u 3 

t'cmn t)cr <>hi^ mi^l 

iBcnu tte germ 3|frfj 

Slti^r inelleidU, iiitcm wi 

Jpat una Uii^nl fc^on g 

X)em tunfeln Sdjool t 

tBettraut tct Gamann fd 
Unb bcfft, ta§ (ie cntldmi 
3uni (Set^eti, no* l>e# ^b 
9li^d) f£v[tltdKrcn €amfn I 
Wiv trqucrnl? in tocr SrUi 
lint? tojfen, t>a§ rr am \n 
gvMii^nt [dU ^a fdjoneritl 

53Dn tern Dome, 
Sd>ivfr uut t«ng, 
^ont He <5Mode 

Strtjl teflleitftt i^n Iram 
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Whate'er the fire from him hath torii^ 
One solace sweet is ever nearest, 
The heads he countcth of his dearesti 

And lo ! not one dear head is gone. 

In the earth it now reposes, 

Happily the mould is full ; 
When our work the light discloses, 

Will it pay our pains and skill ? 
Should the casting crack ? 
If the mould should break ? 
Ah I perhaps, while we are waiting, 
Mischief is its work completing. 

To holy Earth's dark, silent bosom 

We our handiwork resign, 

The husbandmen the seed consign. 
And hoi^e that it will swell and blossom 

And bless the sower, by laws divine. 
Still costlier seed, in sorrow bringing. 

We hide within the lap of earth. 
And hope that, from the coflin springing, 

'Twill bloom in brighter beauty forth. 

From the belfry. 
Deep and slow. 
Tolls the funeral 
Note of woe. 
Sad and solemn, with its knell attending 
Some new wanderer, his last journey wending 

Ah I the wife it is, the dear one ; 
Ah I it is the faithful mother. 
Whom the angel dark is bearing 
From the husband's arms endearing, 
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Cfud ber garten ftinber Bi^aat, 
Die fie blut^enb i6m gebar, 
Die ffe an ber treueti Snt^ 
ffiac^fen fa^ mit aWutterlujl — 
Sld^l bed ^aufed garte Sanbe 
©inb gelofl auf immerbar 
X)enn |!e tvo^nt im ®d^atttnlanUf 
Die bed ^aufed 9Rutter toar; 
Denn ed fe^It i^r treued SBalten. 
3^re ©orge »a{!^t nic^t mel&r; 
9ln t)emai{hr @tatte fc^atten 
ffiirb bie grembe, liebeleer^ 

Sid bie ®Io(!e fld^ mfu^tet 
Sa§t bie jlrenge Slrbcit ru^n» 
SBie im Saub ber Soget fpielet, 
9Ra9 fl(^ {eber giitlic^ t^um 

SKinft ber ©tcrne Sic^t, 

Scbig aHer 9)flic!&t, 
^ort ber Surfc^ bie 55efper Wa^tn, 
SJleifler mup fic^ immer plagem 

9}?unter forbert fcine ©ci^ritte 
gem im wilbcn gorjl ber SCanbrct 
9^ad^ ber Heben ^eimat^^iitte. 
Slodenb jjie^cn ^eim bie ©c^afe, 
Unb ber SHinber 
Sreitgeflirnte, gltttte ©c^aaren 
Jtommen briitlcnb, 
Die grtvo^nten ©taUe fitDenb* 
©c^wer herein 
©d^wanft ber SBagen, 
Jtornbelaben ; 
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From the group of children far, 
Whom she blooming to him bare; 
Whom she on her faithful breast 
Saw with joy maternal rest. 
Ah I the household ties that bound her| 

Are unloosed for evermore, 
For pale shadows now surround her, 

Who the household rul6d o'er I 
For her faithful guidance ceases, 

No more keepeth watch her care. 
In the void and orphaned places 

Rules the stranger, loveless there* 



Till the bell be cooled and hardened, 

Let there rest from labor be ; 
And be each as free, unburdened. 
As the bird upon the tree. 
Once the stars appear. 
From all duty clear, 
Workmen hear the vespers ringing ; 
Still to Master care is clinging. 



Joyous haste his bosom swelling, 
In the wild and far-off greenwood. 

Seeks the wanderer his dear dwelling. 
Bleating wind the sheep slow homeward. 

And the kino too, 
Sleek and broad-browed, slowly troopingi 

Come in lowing, 
To the stalls accustomed going. 
Heavy in 
Bocks the wagon, 
Ilarvest laden. 



(Eammcln ftrf) tic .^au^beit 

Unt) X}ai 8tabttl)or \d)lu^i 

(gcfcwarj beberfct 

(B\6^ tic (£rte; 

Dod^ ten ftd^ern Siirgcr fd 

9lid^t tic «na4t, 

Die ben ©ofen graplld^ toe 

T>tnn bad Sluge bed ®efe^f 

J&eiTge Ortnnng, ffgcnr 

grri unb leic^t unt frfuti^ 
Die ber Stattc Sail gcgru 
Die fictein nen ben ©eptbe 
3tief ben ungcfctl^gen SDtfb 
gintrat in bet ^JKenfdjcn J& 
©ie 0cm66nt jn fanften Si 
Unb batf t^encrflc bcr ©att 
SBcb, ben 3:net a^m 33atci 

Saufenb flei^^ge ^Snbe i 
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Bright with flowers, 
On sheafy towers 

Garlands glance, 
And the younger of the leapen 
Seek the dance. 
Street and market-place grow stiller ; 
Bound the light, domestic, social, 
Grather now the household inmates, 
And the city gate shuts creaking. 
Black bedighted 
All the Earth is ; 
Rest the people unaffrighted 
By the dark. 
Which alarms the bad benighted ; 
For the eye of Law doth watch and mailb 

Holy Order, rich in blessing, 
Heaven's daughter, lightly pressing 
Holds her law all ranks connected. 
Mighty States hath she erected, 
Calling from the wilds the savage 
There to dwell, — no more to ravage, 
Into human huts she goeth, 
And all gentle customs showeth, 
Weaving that dear tie around us. 
Which to Fatherland hath bound us. 



Busy hands, by thousands stirring. 
In a cheerful league unite. 

And It is in fiery motion 
That all forces come to light. 

Briskly work, by Freedom guarded. 
Both the master and the men, 
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3et)tr freut M feiner ©teth; 
Sietet tent Srrac^ter Snt0. 
arbeit ijl M Siirgcrd 3ierH 
©egen Ijl ber ^J^lu^e |)rei«; 
&^xt Un Stoni^ felne SBurtc, 
Sl^ret und ber ^anbe 8Iei|«. 

^olber grtebe, 
@u$e Sintrac^t, 
S3et(et, tDcilet 

grcunblic^ fiber biefer ©tabtl 
SRoge nie ber Slag erfc^einen, 
SDo bed raubeti itrteged {)orbfii 
£)tefed {lide Xb^I bur(!^to6en; 
SBo ber ^immel, 
Den bed Slbenbd fanfte Mot^e 
gleblic^ malt, 

Son ber Dorfcr, tton ber ©tabte 
SBilbem Sranbe fc^recfli^ flrablt! 

9lun gerbred^t mir bad ®ebaube, 
©eine Slbflc^t bat'd erfuflt, 
Da§ |Ic^ ^erj unb ^uge rocibe 
^n bent wobtgelungnen ©ilb. 

©cbmingt ben i>ammtx, fcbmingt; 

Sid ber ^J^antel fpringt! 
SDenn bie ®loc!* foil auferfle^en, 
9)lug bie gorm in ©tucfen geben, 

Der SWeifler !ann bie gorm jerbret^ 
9Bit tt?eifer ^anb, jur re^ten 3^it; 
Do^ webe, wenn in glammenbacben 
Dad gliibnbe Grg ficib felbfl befreitl 
SHnbwiitbenb, mit bed Donnerd itra^ett, 
3erfprenpt ed bad geborjlne ^aud, 

e^iaeri fammtl. Wtth. L 16 
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Each one in his place rewarded, 

Scorning every scoffer then. 
Labor is our decoration, 

Work, the blessing will command^ 
Kings are honored by their station, 

Honors us the toil-worn hand. 

Gentle Concord, 

Heavenly Peace, 

Hover, hover. 

Ever friendly o'er this place I 
Never may that day be dawning 
When the hordes of battle swarming 
Through this silent vale are storming ; 

When the heavens, 
Which, with evening blushing mildly, 

Softly beam, 
Shall with flames, consuming wildly 
Town and cities, fearful gleam 1 

Break me up the useless structure, 

It has now fulfilled its part, 
That the work, without a fracture, 
Joy may give to eye and heart. 
Swing the hammer, swing, 
Till the case shall spring I 
That the bell to light be given. 
Be the mould in pieces riven. 

The master wise alone is knowing 
Just when the mould should broken be. 

But woo I when, streams of fire flowing, 
The glowing ore itself sets free I 

Blind raging, with the crash of thunder, ' 
It shivers the exploded house, 



xi^cp, rocnn iiaj in ufm 
Dcr gcucr3unt'er ftiU c;cb 
!Dai5 'Ci^If, gerrei^enb fcir 
3ur (Siijen^ilfc fc^rccflid) 
!Da gerrct an ber (3iodt ( 
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As if heirs jaws had yawned asunder, 
Destruction iiir and wide it throws. 
When brutal force is senseless storming, 
There can no perfect work be forming ; 
When nations seek themselves to free, 
There can no common welfare be. 

Woe I if heaped up, the fire-tinder 

The inmost heart of cities fill. 
Their fetters rending all asunder, 

The people work their own fierce will I 
Then at the bell-ropes tuggeth Riot, 

The bell howls forth a wailing sound. 
Sacred to peace alone and quiet, 

For blood it rings the signal round. 

"Equality and Freedom," howling. 

Hushes to arms the citizen, 
And bloody-minded bands are prowling, 

And streets and halls are filled with men \ 
Then women to hyenas turning, 

On bloody horrors feast and laugh. 
And with the thirst of panthers burning. 

The blood of hearts yet quivering quaffi 
Nought sacred is there more, for breaking 

Are all the bands of pious Awe, 
The good man's place the bad are taking, 

And all the vices mock at law. 
>Tis dangerous to rouse the lion, 

And deadly is the tiger's tooth. 
And yet the terriblest of terrors. 

Is man himself devoid of ruth. 
Alas I when to the ever blinded 

The heavenly torch of Light is lent I 
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It guides him not, it can but kindle 
Whole States in flames and ashes blent. 

Joy to me now God hath given I 

Look ye I like a golden star, 
From the shell, all bright and even, 
Comes the metal-kernel clear. 
Bright from top to rim^ 
Like the sun's own beam. 
"E'en the 'scutcheon, formed completely, 
Shows its maker worketh neatly. 

Come all I come all I 
My comrades, stand around and listen, 
While solemnly our work we christen I 

Concordia we the bell will call. 
To concord and to heartfelt adoration 
Assembling here the loving congregation. 

And this its office be henceforth. 
Whereto the master gave it birth : 
High, this low earthly being over, 

Shall it, in heaven's cerulean tent, 
The neighbor of the thunder, hover. 

And border on the firmament. 
And let it be a voice from Heaven, 

Joined with the starry host afar, 
By which high praise to God is given. 

And which lead on the crowned year. 
Its metal mouth alone devoted 

To sacred and eternal things. 
And hourly, Time, still onward flying, 

Shall touch it with his rapid wings. 
To Destiny a tongue affording. 

Heartless itself, befall what may, 



SiMfj^t tif f'iMLvf niir auij 
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It feels for none, yet shall its swinging 
Attend upon life's changeful play. 

And as away its music fadeth, 
That strikes so grandly on the ear, 

So may it teach that nought abideth, 
That all things earthly disappear. 

Now with strength the rope is lending, 

Baise the bell from out the ground, 
In the atmosphere ascending, 
Let it seek the realms of Sound I 
Heave it, heave it, raise I 
Now it moves, it sways I 
Joy to us may it betoken, 
Peacb, the first sound by it spoken. 

William H, Fwrnem. 



THE MIGHT OF SONG. 

A CATARACT from the clefts descending, 

It comes with thunder's mighty force, 
Rude mountain-wrecks its rush attending. 

And oaks uprooted track its course. 
Entranced in soft voluptuous dread. 

The traveler hears, in silence heeding ; 
He hears the roaring flood overhead. 

Yet knows not whence the sound proceeding. 
So stream the waves of Song, outpouring 
Through fountains hid from man's exploring. 

Leagued with those awful powers that wind 
The thread of life — a silent band — 

Who can the minstrel's charm unbind ? 
His strains melodious who withstand ? 

How, with the rod's Hermetic spell, 
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He curbs the awakened heart's emotion I — 

Now plunges in the abyss of Hell, 
Now heavenward lifts in rapt Devotion ; 
And sways, 'mid sport and earnest reeling, 
Upon the tremulous scale of feeling. 

— As if into the round of pleasure, 

All suddenly with giant stride. 
In mystic garb and ghostly measure, 

Some dark prodigious Fate should gUde I 
Each earthly grandeur bends before 

The stranger from the world unknown — 
Wild Jubilee's insensate roar 

Is mute — and every mask falls down — 
While, by Truth's mighty victory banished, 
The works of Falsehood all have vanished. 

Thus to the voice of Soug awaking, 

Man springs aloft in Spirit-flight, 
And, every hindrance vain forsaking, 

Steps onward, armed with holy might ; 
One with the Immortals hovering o'er him, 

He seems to spurn this earthly ball ; 
All other powers are hushed before him. 

And no dark destinies befall. 
Whilst firm the minstrel's charm abideth, 
Each fold of care its might deride th. 

And — after hours of hoiieless yearning, 

And long exclusion's bitter smart. 
As now, with tears repvintaut burning. 

The child springs to its mother's heart — 
So to the bowers in youth beloved, 

The pure delights of childhood's train, 

38 
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Frotfl climes and customs far removed, 

Song brings the wanderer home again, 
In Nature's faithful arms to warm 
The Spirit chilled by lifeless Form. 

John Uernian Merivale, Esq,^ F,8.A. 



THE DIGNITY OF WOMAN. 

>NOB to women I round Life they are wreathing 
ses, the fragrance of Ueaveu sweet-breathing, 
Veaving and twining the garland of Love ; 
d, with the veil of the Graces concealing 
irms like their own, at the altars of FeeUng 
rVatch the pure flame that was kindled above. 

Ever from the bounds of Truth 

Man rebellious turns aside, 
While the stormy gusts of Youth 

Drive him fierce on Passion's tide. 
Distant shadows, self-deceiving. 

Still he grasps in eager chase, 
And the dream of Fancy's weaving 

Follows through the starry space. 

t with the charm of their magical glances 
)men can win him still back from his trances, 
Md him return to the Present again, 
ey in the cottage retreat of their mother 
shful abide, each embracing the other, 
^Tature's true Daughters — fair Piety's train. 

Hostile is man's eager strife. 

With his all-subduing might 
Goes he boldly forth through Life, 

liostiug neither day nor night : 
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What he formed, again undoing, 
Never are his wishes dead — 
Never — as the Hydra's head. 

Falling still, is still renewing. 

nan, with glories more peaceful contented, 
lers the flowers by the moment presented, 
irefully nursing, their life to prolong — 
iv than Man in her bonds of alliance, 
ler than he in the region of science, 
nd in the infinite circle of song.* 

tSelf-sufficing, proud and stem. 
Men's cold bosoms never know 

Hearts with hearts that mutual bum, 
Rapture's sympathetic glow. 

Theirs no sweet exchange of feeling. 
Nor the joy that tears dispense ; 



), in the Miuen- Almanack of 17%, follows tho strophe: 

Of his will the seal commanding, 

Is by Man on Nature presst^d ; 
By the world's false mirror standing 

Sees therein his ghadtiw rvsX,. 
Plain before his eyos arc lying 

Treasures: mind and phantasy; 
But the pictun^s 'round hiui Hying, 

But the near he cannot see. 

We for the phantoms on thought's boundless ocean, 
Constantly flitting 'mid coaseloss commotion, 

Look in the M&n's-gazc uutitoadv, obscure; 
Clear though in Woman, wlio milJncss revereth, 
Faithful the di-nk of the soul, ay«*, appean.th. 

Tranquilly mirrors the pictures so pure. 

cad of the first four lines of this strophe, wc find tho following 
rst edition : 

Man, as worker and contender. 

Ne'er can feel within his heart 
Bliss that swi;(.»t impre8.'»ionsJ render, 

Nor the sympatiietic smart. 



not advisable, for obvious reasons, to give a strictly literal 
oij. li IshKo necrssaiy, if wi- voiild frc' Sthill«r from all im- 
H iii ')l>Mnrity and i!i< l«':i:imc, to »»('ar in mind tlint he «>niita 
'vistHj • (iitiou> «>1 hLs u*)rk.>, :i;l tliut burc ai>|)i.'arsarf loot notes. 
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Whilst the war of Life is steeling 
Harder still their hardened sense. 

is when gently soft Zephyr is sighing, 

{ into music the liarn-strings replying, 

woman's soul to the feelings is true. 

le mere tale of distress moved to anguish, 

es her sweet bosom —her eyes softly languish, 

stening like ^xjarl-drops with heavenly dew. 

In the sphere of Man's command 

Force prevails. The conquering glaive 
Glitters in the Scythian's hand, 

And the Persian stoops, a slave. 
Wild desires imijetuous raging 

Urge the lierce intestine strife. 
And hoarse Discord, battle-waging, 

Mars the grace, the life of life. 

with persuasive entreaty soft blending, 
an, the sceptre of Habit extending, 
thes the wild tumults that madden the soul ; 
the blind forces by Hate made to sever 
les to join in glad concord for ever, 
uning the fugitive back to the goal.* 

John Herman Miricak, Eaq.^ F,S,A, 

jllowing additioDal staDza:^ succeed this strophe in the first 

Man forsrets. niad«' bold by orror, 

That hf'.H but u niortiil Ik- if ; 
C()iM'!« with dcinoiis, scuniTuj^ ItTror, 

ThfV to whuui tht'. jm.i.\ifjn* near. 
Proudlv he n jcrts the KuidiiiK 

llaii<i of waruin^ Nature kind; 
Sours int«> the Kkie.>, abiding 

There, till all is left behind. 

But on thi- pathway of feeliiijx the surer 
Woman contemls ll.»r the j?oal. that is purer, 
Gaining it bufcly, though »till uU the way; 
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HOPE. 

s Future is Man's immemorial hjrmn : 
i vain runs the Present a-wasting ; 
I golden goal in the distance dim 
i life, in death, he is liasting. 
world grows old, and young, and old, 
the ancient story still bears to be told. 



te smiles on the Boy from the hour of his birth : 
Q the Youth it gives bliss without limit ; 



StriTes with the Beautiful, on its bright pinion, 
M&nkind to carry to planeUi' duniiniou, — 
Man though would conquer all — cost what it <ma^, 

Man upon hia brow ia wearing 

Duty, Qiieen-" iu high command, 
Mighty ruler, no one sparing. 

Rules the rultxl with iron iiand. 
Victory of thought immureth 

Feeling!)' strife iu infamy. 
Lasting strife alone assureth 

Victory's eternity. 

Passion in Woman, subdued for all ages, 
Peacefully rests, not in battle engages, 

Goodness her bosom doth evermore fill ; 
Nnrsed by necessity's holiest power 
Bloometh her modesty's glorious flower,— 

Faithless the watch is when kept by the wUL* 

Man to the Ideals is soaring, 

From the mother having flown; 
Battliug knowledge, and exploring, 

Rest IS to his heart unknown. 
Steps uueertaiii, thoughts confusing. 

Reels 'tween happiness and right; 
Thus the happy nu'dium losing, 

Where alone wc find delight. 

But in the mantle of innocence hideth. 
Childlike, the will that in Woman abideth, 

Noble, refined, in the form angel-mild. 
Out of her features' simplicity lighten 
Perfectness, innocence, all the world brighten, 

Ruling with power of angel and child. 



Ed. 



i/ft/CDio Pflicht) is fiMiiinino in German, wliieh accounts for th« 
>liorical use of tlie word i^uten. 



Hut \va^ tic iiincre ^tin 
2)a<J tdufc^t tie ^offcnbc 
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t gleams for Old Age as a star on earth, . 
And the darkness of Death cannot dim it. 
;ts rays will gild even fathomless gloom, 
Vhen the Pilgrim of Life lies down in the tomb. 

!^ever deem it a Shibboleth phrase of the crowd, 
Never call it the dream of a rhymer ; 

Che instinct of Nature proclaims it alpud — 
We aee Destined for something sctblimeb. 

This truth, which the witness within reveals, 

Dhe purest worshiper deepliest feels. 

James Clarence Mangan, 



THE GERMAN MUSE. 

No Augustan age hath flowered — 
No rich Medici have showered 

Fostering smiles on German art. 
She was not by glory nourished, 
Nor thro' i)rincely favor flourished. 

Where the ripening 8un-boams dart. 

By Teutonia's noblest races — 

By the throne Great Frederick graces — 

She unmarked, imsheltered, strayed. 
This the German's brighter glory — 
Beating hearts proclaim the story — 

His high Fame Himself hath made. 

Thus to loftier arch extending, 
Thus in fuller tide descending. 

Pours the Gerniiin minstrel's song ; 
And in Nature's fulness swelling. 
From the heart's deep fountain welling. 

Scorns the vulgar critic throng. 

John Herman iMerivalc, Esq.^ F,S,A. 
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per iamanru 

Bitf^t, tJoU ^offttung »ertrau|l bu bcr Srbe ben golbe- 

nen @amen 
Unt) ertt>artefl im Seitj fro^Iic^ bie feimenbe ®acit, 
9lur in bie gurd^e ber 3^tt bebenffl bu bic^ Zf^attn an 

flreuen, 
Die, \)Ott ber 2Bei«l^cit gefat, ftitt fur ble gwigWt 

blit^n? 



|)er ^aufmann. 

ffio^in fcf^elt ba« ®*iff? g« tragt flbonlfdbc STOanncr, 
Die »on bem frierenben SRorb bringenben Scrnfltitt, 

bad Sinn. 
Zra^'* ed dnabig, 9leptun, unb tpiegt e« fc^^onenb, il^r 

ffiiitbe, 
3n bewirtl^enber Suc^^t xau^i^' i^m ein trinfbarer 

Quett. 
®u^, i^r ©otter, gel^ort ber ^oufmanii. Oiiter au 

fw*ett, 
®e^t er, bcd^ an fein (S^iff fnitpfet bad ®ute fld^ an. 



aOe ®e»affer burc^^freujt, bie ^eimat^ gu finben, 

Dbp jfeu« ; 
Dur(]^ ber ©cpUa Oebefl, burc^ ber S^arpbbe ®e- 
fabr, 
Durc^ bie ©d^retfen be« feinblidben TOeer«, burdb bie 

©cfcrerfen be« ?anbed, 
©elber in 5libe«' 9lei^ ffi^rt ibn bie irrenbc fja^rt. 
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THE SOWER. 

SlEB I with a heart full of hope, to the earth golden 

seed thou entrustest, 
And with joy in the Spring, waitest to see it appear. 
Art thou mindful to strew in the furrows of Time 

worthy actions, 
Which for Eternity bloom, calmly by wisdom's hand 

sown? 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE MERCHANT. 

"Whither is sailing the Ship ? It bears the people of 

Sidon 
From the cold realms of the North, bringing the 

amber and tin. 
Bear it up gently, oh Neptune I and peacefully rock 

it, ye zephyrs ! — 
Let it in sheltering bay find the refreshment it needs I 
'Tis to you, ye Gods, that the Merchant belongs. 

Seeking riches. 
Goes he, — yet to his ship that which is good ever clings. 

Edtjar Alfred Bowring, 



ODYSSEUS. 

Seeking to find his home, Odysseus crosses each 

water ; 
Through Charybdis so dread ; ay, and through Scylla's 

wild yells. 
Through the alarms of the raging sea, the alarms of 

the land too, — 
E'en to the kingdom of Hell leads him his wandering 

course. 
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dnW^ tragi bad Sefc^id tl^n fd^Iafenb an St^al^A 
Sr ermad^t unb eriennt {ammernb bad Saterloiib 



^^arfQago. 

3(ud0earteted StixCt ber bejfern menfii^I^en Situtter, 
Dae mit bed 9l6merd ®e»alt paaret bed 3:9dtrd Si^l 

Slbcr Jener bc^crrfc^te mit ^rafl bic croberte Srbc; 
Dicfcr bele^rte bie SBelt, bie er mlt«Iufl^t ht^aljIL 

@)>ri(^! toai rii^mt bie ©efd^ic^te ))on bir? ffiiebrr 

9l5mer ermarbfl bit 
Wit bem Stfen, tpad bu tt^rifd^ mit ®olbe regter^ 



^it §o5ttnnifer. 

^errlidft fleibet |Ie cue^, bed ^reujed furc^tbare Sflujlung, 
SBenn i^r, iomn ber 8(^(ad^t, ^ffoti unb dl^obud 

befcbii^t, 
Durc^ bie fprift^e SDiifle ben bangen 5>il9nm geleitet, 
Unb mit ber S^erubim Sc^wert flebt \)or bem ^eili* 

gen ®rab. 
Slber ein fd^onerer <B6^m\xd umgibt eud^, bie Sc^itrje 

bed JiJarterd,* 
SCenn i^r, Somen ber ©d^Ioc^t, <£6bne bed ebeljlcn 

©tammd, 
Dient an bed itranfen fflett, bem Scdjjenbcn 8abung 

bereitet, 
Unb bie niebrigef 9)fli(^t *rijllidfeer 2»ilbe ©oD* 

bringt^ 

• Cr1le£c«art! 

9(ber fc^onrr fldbet tudi \>o^ Me €&ur)C bel fDirtcrt, 
•(■ dm SRufenalntanad} von 1796 fiebt rubnlofe ^fli^t. 
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And at length, as he sleeps, to Ithaca's coast Fate 
conducts him ; 

There he awakes, and, with grief, knows not his father- 
land now. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



CARTHAGE. 
O DEQENEBATE child of a kind compdssionate m6ther, 
Thdt to the might of Rome dddest the canning of Tyre I 
BSt this r61ed by her p6wer the edrth which her vdlor 

had conquered— [won. 

ThSt Instructed the world which by her prudence she 
SAy, what doth History tell of thee ? She t^lls, thou 

didst ever [gold. 

Win like the R6man by steel, rule like the Tyrian by 
John Herman Merivale, Esq., F.S.A. 



THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JOHN. 
Nobly, in truth, ye are clothed by the Cross's equip- 
ment so dreaded, [tect, — 
When ye, the lions in fight, Accon and Rhodus pro- 
When through the Syrian deserts ye guide the sorrow- 
ing pilgrim, [viour's blest tomb. 
And, with the Cherubim's sword, stand o'er the Sa- 
But a glory still nobler surrounds ye, — the garb of the 
nurser,* — [nowned, 
When ye, the lions in fight, sons of the race so re- 
Serve at the bed of the sick, refreshment prepare for 
the thirsty, — [enjoins. 
When ye perform the meant rites Christian-like mercy 

* Originally: 

Far more becoming to you is the glorious garb of the nurser. 

t In the Miuen-Almanach of 1790 we find fameles^ dufv (ruhmlo8« 
Pflicht). 
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Steligi on U9 Stxtu^ti, nur ^u t)eTfnupftr{l in fin em 
Stxanit ttv Demut^ unb Strait boppeltc ^almt ^n* 

filel*! 



Urn ben ©cepter ®ermaniend fhttt mit Submig beat 

Saper 
griebrtd^ and ^aieburgd ®tamm, beibe gerufeit guiii 

3:^rott ; * 
8(ber ben 9[u{lrier ful^rt, ben Sungling, bad neibif^c 

Jtriegtfglucf 
3n bie Se{[e(n bed geinbd, ber i^n im Jtampfe U^ 

jwingt 
9Rit bem Z^ront fauft er flii^ lod, fetn SBort mu^ er 

gut ben @ieger bad (Sd^wert gegen bie Srennbe |tt 

aie^n; 
Slber »ad er in Sanbcn gelobt, fann er frei nic^t er» 

fiiflen; 
@ie^e, ba flellt er aufd neu miQig ben Sanben ^i^ 

bar. 
Xief geru^rt um^aldt i^n ber geinb, fie n^ed^feln ton 

nun an, 
SQie ber greunb mit bem greunb, traulic^ bie Se(^ 

bed ^a^Id, 
2(rm in 3(rm ft^lummern auf einem ^agcr bie giirfhn, 
Da noc^ blutiger Jpa^ grimmig bie SJolfer aerpeifcftt. 
Oegen gricbric^d ^eecr mu^ i'ubwig gie^en. 3"« 

SBacbter 
Sapernd la^t er ben geinb, ben er beflrcitet, jururf 



\ 



• Qtntn fctuttc ?iiTfinbura« «D?a*t. unb tic OTftrbctt fcrr ^atlcr, 
Diefn; t>tv Air<tr (i^ctralt unt tc« (S^efi^ucttM ^Dtrttcnfl! 
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Glorious Faith of the Cross I thou only iu one wreath 

unitest 
Those two flourishing palms, Meekness and Yalor at 

once I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



GERMAN FAITH. 

Once for the sceptre of Germany fought with Bava- 
rian Louis 

Frederick of Hapsburg descent, both being called to 
the throne.* 

But the envious fortune of war delivered the Austrian 

Into the hands of the foe, who overcame him in fight. 

With the throne he purciiased his freedom, pledging 
his honor 

For the victor to draw 'gainst his own people his 
sword ; 

But what he vowed when in chains, when free he could 
not accomplish, 

So, of his own free accord, put on his fetters again. 

Deeply moved, his foe embraced him, — and from 
thenceforward 

As a friend with a friend, pledged they the cup at the 
feast ; 

Arm-in-arm, the princes on ane couch slumbered to- 
gether. 

While a still bloodier hate severed the nations apart. 

'Gainst the army of Fred'rick, Louis now went, and 
behind him 

Left the foe he had fought, over Bavaria to watch. 



• Luxemburg's might and the most of the votorsf protected the former, 
But then the latter the church, also the praise of mankind. 
t The majority of the Electors. 
39 



lint brt ^diij|iT fliii i^tcuV fe 

?ifgt [le ted) tcutficb iittb tifi^ 
-Iraut bent (dtcnten <3M unt f 

Siar' lie ticd^ tttd^l, fie f^ieg' 
^{t Itm (Soniud (tf|t bie ^oEur 



Sr)»i bij^ an, unb mad feni 



m . JR. ,1,. 



/n^rxf.^irO 
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" Ay, it is true I 'Tis really true ! I have it in writ- 
ing I" 

Thus did the Pontifex cry, when he first heard of the 
news. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



COLUMBUS. 
Steeb on, bold Sailor— Wit may mock thy soul that 

sees the land, 
And hopeless at the helm may droop the weak and 

weary hand ; 
Yet ever— ever to the West, for there the coast 

must lie, 
And dim it dawns and glimmering dawns before thy 

reason's eye ; 
Yeai trust the guiding God — and go along the floating 

grave, 
Though hid till now— yet now, behold the New World 

o'er the wave I 
With Genius Kature ever stands in solemn union still, 
A.nd ever what the One foretells the Other shall fulfil. 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, 



POMPEII AND UERCULANEUM. 

What miracle is this ? We pray for springs to quench 

our thirst 
Of thee, O Earth I what gifts are these thy silent womb 

has nursed ? 
Does life yet stir in the abyss ? Beneath the Lava 

plain [again 9 

Dwells a new race concealed ? — returns the Past to life 
Greeks I Romans I come— oh see I Pompeii's ancient 

wail l>ehold [unfold. 

Restored anew ! Herculean towers again their priile 
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©fcBcT an ^leBcI (Idgt, t>cr rauml.ae g)orHnttf Sjfnct 

©cine J£>aflcn, o eilt, i^n ju bclcbcn, ^erbei! 
$luf()et^an ifl bad tocite 3:^eater, H flur^e burd^ (Hne 

©icbcn 3)^unt)ungen (ic^ flutbenb bie SRen^e irrein. 
3Rimcn, wo blcibt i^r? ^tvooxl tad bcrdtctc Dpftt 

\)oUenbe 

SJftreud' ®oI)n, bem Drcfl folge ber grauffnbe 5^or! 
SBo^in fu^rct ber Sogen bed ©iegd? (Srfennt H^r bad 

gorum? 

ffiad fur Ocjlaltcn |!nb bad auf bem curultfc^ 

Sraget, ?ictoren, bie Seile ttoran ! ©en ©ejfel befleige 
SRid)tcnb ber 3^rator, ber ^tuQ' trete, ber Jtlager 

bor Ibn. 
Sfleinlicfee ©ajTcn breiten f!d^ an^, mit er^o^etem |)flajler 
3ie^et ber fcfemdlerc 2Beg neben ben ^aufcrn (id^ ^in. 
©(i^u^enb fpringen bie I)a(]&er fervor, bie jierlic^^en 

Simmer 
^ei^n urn ben einfamen ^of beimlid^ unb traulic^ 

|!^ ^er. 
Deffnet bie Saben gef^winb unb bie lange berf(!^utte* 

ten Ibiiren! 
3n bie [(ftaubrigte ^adjt faUe ber lujlige Za^l 
©ie^e, »ie ringd urn ben S^anb bie netten 9an!e fic!^ 

be^nen, 
SQie t)on buntem ®eflein fc^immernb bad Sflrid^ 

flc^^ebt! 
grifc^ no6^ erglanat bie SCanb tton Wter brennenben 

garben. 
SBo i|l ber Jlunfller? gr warf thtn ben 3>infel 

binmeg. 
©d&njcUcnber griic^te ttoU lieblidfe georbneter Stumen 
gajfet ber muntre geflon reigeube Stibungen ein^ 



y 



I 



Roof over roof iiscends — the spacious Portico spreads 

wide [lug tide 1 

Its arch — Oh hither haste, to swell the ixjople's rush- 
The Theatre its doors expands— its seven wide mouths 

invito [sight. 

The expectant crowd fast pouring in to view the gala 
Where are ye, Mimes V —Come hither— liiiste 1 Let 

Atreus' Son complete 
The sacrifice — the Furies' Chorus dog Orestes' feet. 
Yon arch of triumph— whither leads '?— the Forum, 

is it there ? 
What are those reverend forms that sit upon the 

curule chair ? [ascend 

Bear, Lictors, bear the axe before I — the Prsetor bid 
The Judgment-seat— the Witnesses — the Accuser 

near attend. 
The cleanly streets stretch far and wide— the narrow 

footpaths, flanked 
With silent dwellings, wind along, on causeways high 

embanked. [fair to see 

The roofs, for shelter formed and shade — the chamlxirs 
That range along the loiK«ly court in social privacy. 
Quick ! open wide the shutters— bid the long-closed 

gates give wiiy, 
And on the night of ages pour the vivid flood of day I 
See I round the border r.ingod, trim benches 6j)read 

their lengthened rows — 
How glittering bright with chequered stones the storied 

pavement glows ! 
The walls all freshly varnished shine with tints of bril- 

hant dye — [cil by. 

Where is the Artist V 'Twas but now he laid his pen- 
The gay festoon, with swelling fruits and blushing 

flow 'rets dight, [sight. 

Encanopies fair forms of art, that charm the gazer's 



JTaufE, ^icr get' i{^ fu(^ ^Huti^fr 

©tccfct bas brennrntjc 8i# auf i 
Unb mit glanjcnt^cm Ccl fiiOe 
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With basket heavy-laden here a Cupid trips along ; 

There Genii tread the purple press in busy circling 
throng ; 

High bounds the Bacchant in the dance — or softly 
slumbering lies, 

While stands the laughing Faun to gaze with never- 
sated eyes ; 

Here, at full speed, on one knee poised, she the swift 
Centaur guides, 

And with her Thyrsus sharply goads his neck and 
panting sides. 

Come, boys I the vessels all are ranged — why stand ye 
idly still ? 

Haste, maidens ! draw the water forth, your Tuscan 
urns to fill. 

Stands not the genial tripod here, on wings of sphinxes 
placed ? 

Quick — stir the fire — be quick, ye slaves I prepare the 
hearth with haste. 

Go buy ! — I give you coins new struck, great Titus' 
stamp that bear : 

The scales are in their place — and not a weight found 
missing there. 

Now let the fair-wrought candlestick receive the burn- 
ing light— 

The lamp be filled with glimmering oil that blazes 
pure and bright. 

What may this casket hold ? Oh see I gifts from the 
bridegroom sent — 

Thrice happy Maiden ! — clasps of gold, and studs for 
ornament. 

Into the fragrant bath conduct the Bride I Here un- 
guents rare. 

Here curious pigments still we see in crystal vases 
fair. 



t^KHtcr ^yiftsT; iiMrinn t fir: be It 
lint tif iMcU^ria flit\T[t IndUauv 
£an3 f(^pa entbctjrte t?er Q)o 



iE^aUiJ t«oi-f? cine "ilJi utter nur unt 
SDetnc uitfifrMidjen 3^*9^* ^^^ 



X)tlite ©omrfraft mar'^, tic 1j 



T»t* JSnfifig an ben narbil 
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But where the Men ?— the elders, where ?— In close 
Museum stored, [sacred hoard. 

More precious treasures still are piled — rare learning's 

Stylef ^4idy for the writer's use, and waxen tables by ; 

— Thi 1 nothing lost. Earth yet hath kept her trust 
'^:HCight faithfully. 

The household guardians too are ranged — the Gods 
their forms display, [delay ? 

As in the olden time— but wherefore do the priests 

His Caducous Hermes waves, high poised on instep 
light, 

And plum6d Victory 'scapes the hand that would im- 
pede her flight. [the skies — 

The altars— still they stand. Oh come ! oh offer to 

The Gods have long unworshiped been — the kindled 
sacrifice I 

John Herman Merivah^ Esq.j F,S,A. 



THE ILIAD. 
Tear up the laurel of Homer, and number the fathers 

Of the completed, cterual work I 
It has only one mother still, and the features of mother ; 
Nature I they're thine etcfnal traits. 

N. L. Frothingham, 



JOYE TO HERCULES. 
'TWAS not my nectar made thy strength divine. 
But 'twas thy strength which made my nectar thine I 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, 



THE ANTIQUE TO THE NORTHERN 

WANDERER. 

Over rivers hast thou passed— thou hast sailed o'er 

Ocean's bed, [hath led, 

And over Alpmo heights the dizzy path thy steps 



2>ie ganger ki '^ 

©dgt, »o flnt) tic ^orfreffitc^en 

£)ie mit bent Icbciit^m SEorfc 6ot 
2)ic 5)om iJtmmel Den @ott, 31 

Utib gftragtn ben <f rijl ^p^ 
3t(^, no4 IcVn blf Sanger; « 

grfutig |U trccffn, t^ feftU, 
©rii(f[l(]&e l)i^ter ber gtudli^ei 



« ^ bat ^0rtil »o« 1795 f»Ucn &lcrauf ii» 
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That thou may'st view me near, aud ni}^ beauties 

riujhlly prize- - 
Those beauties whieh admiring Fame has Ufted to the 

skies. 
And now thou stand'st before me, and my sacred form 

dost see — 
Yet art thou nearer to me now — or nearer I to thee ?* 
John Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F, 8, A. 



THE BAUDS OF OLDEN TIME. 

Say, where is now that glorious race, — where now 
are the singers 

Who, with the accents of life, listening nations en- 
thralled, 

Sung down from heaven the gods, and sung mankind 
up to heaven, 

And who the spirit bore up high on the pinions of song ? 

Ah I the singers still live ; the actions only are want- 
ing, 

And to awake the glad harp, only a welcoming ear. 

Happy bards of a happy world I Your life-teeming 
accents 

Flew round from mouth unto mouth, gladdening every 
race. 



• Here follow yet, in the Iloren of 1795, these verses: 
Behind thee thou hast left thy cloudy pole, and iron sky- 
Before Ausonia's radiant beam thy northern night blasts fly. 
But hftst thou cleft those Alpine walls that centuries divide, 
That TUG betwixt my form and thee in dark and mournful pride? 
Say, bast thou from thy heart's core rolKd the volurafd clouds away, 
That from thy wonder-stricken sight obscured the face of day? 
Ever in vain Ionia's sun, in me, around thee shines — 
The northern malediction still thy darkened sense confines. 



Stimmc uod^ Ml \nnid rontc 
!Dcm nod) sjun an^tn crfdjini, 

2)ic Dcr ^}?cucrf !aum, fa urn 



5)u ^tnlifim p 

SSae toet (53riedjfn tuuft 
Sfftfl^ t?er granff mit ben 

Uttti in pran^cntsrn ^JJinf 

3Hit' tr ffinf ^tefl^trop^ 

!Eem erftauntfti Sgaterl 

9fMc oojt ^)cn ©cfifUm (Ifl 

3u te^ ^cbert^ frifcften 

T>tt allcin bcfl^t tie mu\ 

Xn fie tragt im n?armen 

T^m 'BmMkn fint> flf 
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With the devotion with which the Gods were received^ 

each one welcomed 
That which the genius for him, plastic and breathing, 

then formed. [senses, 

With the glow of the song were inflamed the listener's 
And with the listener's sense, nourished the singer 

the glow — [in the voices 

Nourished and cleansed it,— fortunate one ! for whom 
Of the people still clear echoed the soul of the song. 
And to whom from without appeared, in life, the great 

Godhead, [breast.* 

Whom the bard of these days scarcely can feel in his 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



THE ANTIQUES AT PAKIS. 
What the Grecian art created. 
Let the Frank, with pride elated. 

Bear to Seine's exulting strand ; 
And in galleries rich and glorious 
Show his trophied spoils victorious 

To his gazing Fatherland. 

To that tasteless brood they speak not — 
From their pedestals they wake not. 

There to make their glories known. 
Him alone tlicir presence blesses 
Who with bosom-warmth caresses ; 

— To the Vandals they are Stone. 

John Herraan Merivale^ Esq.j F, S.A, 



* The first edition of the Iloren of 179,1, coDUins the following addi- 
tional lines : 
W6c to him, if from without he expects still to herald its coming, 

And to the voice so seductive his car, although cheated, doth lend. 
Out of the world, all aruuud him, the Muse with the Ancient held 
conv.^r.Ho; 

Yet to the Modern it scuruoly appeurs*, when his own he— forget*. 



SfBillftt^u nacb 'Den '^ad^ 
Xk mit fcclen^cUcr '^TiA 
'Did) cnt^iicfen in t'Ct^ Vci 
'*R\ix, fo liing p^^ licbtcn, 

Db id) t)m 55erlorencn g 
®(aube mir, ic^ bin mit 
9Bo fl(^ nid)t me^r trenr 
Dort, »o fclnc I^rane » 

Shorten toirfl au(^ bu uti 
SQenn bein Sieben unferi 
Dort ifl au(!^ ber Sater 
Den ber 61ut'ge SRorb n 

Unt) er fu^lt, ba§ i^n Id 
9(U er aufwartd au ben 
Denn, toie ieber loagt, m 
<Qer ed glaubt; bent ift ti 

SBort gel^alten koirb in 1 
Sebem [^onen, glaubigei 
SBage t)u gu irren unb a 
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THEKLA.* 

A SPIRIT VOICE. 

" Where I am, and Whitherward I fleeted, 
When my spirit was from Earth removed ? " 

Wherefore ask me ? Is not all completed ? 
I have lived, lived long, for I have loved I 

Tell me where the nightingale reposes 

Which with soulful music fugitive 
Charmed thy dolour in the Days of Koses I 

When she ceased to love she ceased to live. 

" Have I found anew the dear Departed ? »» 
Oh, believe me, I am blent with him. 

There, where Peace unites the Faitlifulhearted, 
Where no sorrow makes the bright eye dim. 

There thou too, if meek in mind and lowly, 
Mayest behold us when thy night is o'er. 

There embrace our father, healed and holy, 
Whom the bloody steel can reach no more. 

There he sees how truthful were the feelings 
Born of gazing on yon starry sphere : 

Blest are they who cherish such revealings ! 
Unto them the Holy One is near. 

Far above the sapphire spaces yonder 
Souls achieve what Men in vain essay — 

Therefore venture thou to dream and wander — 
Mysteries often lurk in childish play. 

James Clarence Mangan 



TUE MAID OF OKLEANS. 
Man's nobleness in thee, while thou appearest, 
Is made the sport of vulgar mockery ; 



* See note n. 



^(ficpr cir Die ^lauiunn njix 
^d)mnc\t fid) mit bit "ttn m 
Wilt ciacr ®Ioric bat fie t>icb 
Did) fc^iif t>a^ Jperj, t)u wirjl 

(E>5 liebt t>ie SBelt, bad ©trat 
Unt) bad (Sr^abnc in ben ^t 
Dod^ fiirc^te nic^t ! Sd gibt 
Die fiir bad ^o^c, $errlid)e i 
!Den lauten SRarft mag SRoi 
(Sin ebler @tnn liebt eblere (! 



9(tt4 bad ®^9tte mup flerben 

9ti(^t bie el^etne Srufl vu^rt 

Sinmol nut txtodi^tt bie 8lebe 1 

Unb an ber @(!^ti)eae nod^, ft 

9li(]^t {HOt «))^robite bem f(^5n 
Die in ben aierli^en 8eib gn 
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For Wit makes war with all on earth that's direst ; 

No faith in angels, nor in God hath he ; 
He robs the heart of all its heavenly treasures, 
He sneers at dreams, and envies Faith ^s pure pleasures. 

But unto thee — from lowly race descended. 
Herself a pious shepherdess, as thou — 

Hath Poesy her heavenly rights extended, 
And shed a lasting giory round thy brow. 

She wings thee up to Heaven's own starry portal ; 

The heart made thee — therefore thou art immortaL 

The world delights to blacken o'er true merit. 

And the exalted in the dust lay low ; 
But fear not thou I There's many a gentle spirit, 

Which for the High and Beautiful can glow. 
Let Momus entertain the rabbie's leisure : 
A nobler taste in nobler forms seeks pleasure. 

John S, Dioight, 



NiENIA.* 

The Beautiful, that men and gods alike subdues, 

must perish, 
For pity ne'er the iron breast of Stygian Jove shall 

cherish I 
Once only — Love, by aid of song, the Shadow-Sov- 
ereign thralled, 
And at the dreary threshold he again the boon recalled. 
Not Aphroditfe's heavenly tears to love and life re- 
stored 
Her own adored Adonis, by the grisly monster gored 1 
Not all the art of Thetis saved her god-like hero-son, 
When falling by the Sccean gate, his race of glory run I 
But forth she came, with all the nymphs of Nereus, 
from the deep, 

* S*;e uotc o. 
40 



4. I. ( ( 1 1. V »* 1^ td, n 



f^tntct bcT triibc ®ram^ ftri>d 
Slcbcnt baltcn fcie Strme fcer ^JRi 

Unl) in feaa flut^ertbc ©tab 

epielc, Ikbt% Unf^ulb! SRoi^ 
Uiit tie frtk IRittut folgt wui 

««0(f? crfdjajft fidi bit uppigf ^ro 
Uitb tictn rnmigen "JKutlj fc^ 
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Around the silence of the Dead to sorrow and to weep. 
See tears are shed by every god and goddess, to survey 
How soon the Beautiful is past, the Perfect dies away ! 
Yet noble sounds the voice of wail— and woe the Dead 
can grace ; [Base ! 

Per never wail an3 woe are heard to mourn above the 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, 



THE PLAYING BOY.* 

Spobt, Infiint, on thy Mother's breast — that sacred 
isle of rest — 

Where troublous grief and carking care thy peace can 
ne'er molest. [abyss below. 

Her arm supports thee safe where yawns the dread 

And, smiling in thy guiltless joy, thou mark'st the 
billows flow. [around. 

Sport, lovely innocence I — while yet Arcadia blooms 

And Nature owns for thee no law but thy heart's un- 
fettered bound ; 

While thy strength in wanton pride may still its own 
restraints invent, 

And thy willing spirit knows not yet grave duty's 
sterner bent. 

Sport while thou may'st — for all too soon will come 
hard Labor's day. 

And Joy and Pleasure fail to welcome Duty's sover- 
eign sway. L. 



THE SEXES. 
See in the tender child two beauteous flow'rets united ! 
Maiden and youth are both now hid in the bud from 
the eye. 

• See note p. 



aiuti tfr ^m'\n bfflinnt tie tDppi 

ifvofntd^ ift jctf, tL^d) ftilft feinc 

glifl)t (If im '^ann nur bm S- 
Jrc^ig fdjauet unt !u|rt <tu^ f 

get II in ber ^pcen <i)cmut>t m 
JRuft ifjn t)er loilmte 31ii|m, r- 

gtie^et, jvenn tu ni^t pcrdn|l, 
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Gently loosens the band, the natures with softness are 

parted, 
And from tht; modest-t'aced shame, severs the liery 

might. 
Suffer the boy to play, with raging passions to bluster ! 
Sated vigor alone turns into beauty again. 
From the bud begins the twofold flow 'ret to issue, — 
Both are precious, but yet, neither thy yearning heart 

calms. 
Eavishing fulness swells the blooming limbs of the 

maiden. 
But, like her girdle, her pride watches with care o'er 

her charms. 
Shy 83 the trembling roe, whom the hunter pursues 

through the forest, 
Flies she from man as a foe,— hates him, because she 

loves not. 
Boldly and proudly looks the youth from beneath his 

dark eyebrow, 
And, girded up for the fight, strains to' the utmost his 

nerves. 
Far, in the turmoil of spears, and on to the race-course 

so dusty, 
Hurries him fame's craving thirst, bears him his bois- 
terous mind. 
Now, great Nature, protect thy work I What seeks 

itself ever. 
Flies, if thou rivet it not, ever in anger apart. 
Mighty one ! thou already art there ; from the wildest 

of conflicts 
Thou dost call forth into life harmony's concord divine. 
Sudden is hushed the sound of the chase ; the day's 

busy echo 
Dies on the ear, and the stars gently sink down to 

their rest. 



31 (^, (!e fudiet umfonfl, ma^ 1 

UttD tie fdsmeQtitbe Srucf^t fee 
9lu|eb0 (tKbentJ t^eqcE^rt )M in 

^^, ter breitncnten QJIut^ 

©kbe, ba ftnfcen f!e f!4 e^ fu^r 

UnD tem geflugfltcu ®ott fol 

®i>trU*£ ^iebe, tju bifi'#, tic 1 

(Sirig gcmnnt, flnb fie bo4 



^WS^^tig fdb i^r, i^r fett*^ tun 
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Sighing whispers the reed, — soft-munnuring glides on 

the streamlet, 
And her melodious song Philomel trills through the 

grove. 
What is it forces a sigh from the heaving breast of 

the maiden ? [eye ? 

Youth, what is it that bids tears to mount up to thine 
Ah ! she seeks in vain for a something ail-gently to 

cling to, [weight. 

And the over-ripe fruit bends to the ground with its 
Hestlessly-striving, the youth in his self-lighted flame 

is consuming ; 
Ah I o'er that tierce-buming gldw breathes not a soft- 
ening wind. 
See, at length they meet, — 'tis Cupid has brought them 

together, 
jVnd to the deity winged, victory winged soon succeeds. 
Xove divine, 'tis thou that joinest mortality's flowers ! 
Parted for ever, by thee are they for evermore linked ! 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE POWER OF WOMAN. 

Mighty art thou, because of the peaceful charms of 
thy presence ; 

Tliat which the silent does not, never the boastful 
can do, 

Vigor in man I expect, the law in its honors main- 
taining, 

But, through the graces alone, woman e'er rules or 
should rule. 

Many, indeed, liave ruled through the might of the 
spirit and action, 

But then, tnou noblest of crowns, they were deficient 
in thee. 



©d)lingeit im ^^HontU^t boi 
IHJie, Dom S^P^^^ Semkgt, bet 

^upft bcr gdc^rlgc gu^ auf 

St^mingt ficft et« mut&ige^ gp 

©dviteU »Dr ifem fycx cntjlc^t itjm 

Sic ^)iir(^ ma^ifdbf fianb fijfr 
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No real queen exists but the womaDly beauty of 

woman ; 
Where it appears, it must rule ; ruling because it ap« 

pears! 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



THE DANCE.* 

See how they float, the glad couples along, in billowy 
motion 

Gliding — and scarcely the ground touch with their 
feathery feet ! 

Do I behold flitting shadows, escaped from the weight 
of the body V 

Or are they moonlight elves, threading their aery 
maze V 

As, by the west wind cradled, the light smoke curls 
into -^ther, 

Grently as tosses the bark, rocked by the silvery flood, 

Moves the obedient foot, on the tide of Melody bound- 
ing ; 

Poised on the warbling string, floats the etherial frame. 

Now— as the links of the dance were forcibly broken 
asunder, 

Darts through the closest ranks, madly, some swifl 
whirling pair ; 

Instant, a passage before them is made, then behind 
them has vanished — 

Seems as by magical spell opens and closes the path. 

See I now it fades from their sight — in wild contusion 
around them, [away 1 

Falling in pieces, the world's beautiful frame dies 

No I there exultingly soar they aloft — the knots dis- 
entangle ; 

♦ See note q. 
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Only with varied charm, Order recovers its sway. 

Ever destroyed— yet ever renewed, is the cireliug crea- 
tiou — 

Ever a fixed silent law guides the caprices of change. 

Say, how befalls it that figures renewed are yet cease- 
lessly shifting, 

How, that rest yet abides ev'n in the form that is 
moved V [obedient ; 

Each man self-governed, free, to his own heart only 

Yet in Time's eddying course finding his one only road? 

Wouldst thou the reason attain ?— it is Harmony's 
powerful Godhead, 

Which to the social dance limits the maddening bound ; 

Nemesis-like, with the golden bridle of rhythmical 
measure, 

Curbs the unruly desire, chains the wild appetite down. 

And do they sweep o'er thy senses in vain — those 
heavenly hymnings ? 

Doth it not raise thee— the full swell of this mystical 
song ? [around thee ? 

Nor the ecstatic note that all beings arc striking 

Nor the swift whirling dance, which through unlim- 
ited space [clcs ? 

Whirls swift revolving suns in bold concentrical cir- 

— That which in sport thou reverest — Measuke — in 
truth thou dost spui-n. 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq,, F. S. A. 



i 



FORTUNE. 
Blest is the man whom the merciful gods, ere he 

came into being, 
Cherished, and whom, as a child, Venus then rocked 

in her arms ; 
And whose eyes by Phoebus, whose lips by Hermes 

were ox)ened, 
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)n whose forehead great Zeus stamped the im- 
pression of might I 

, a glorious lot is iiis. — ay I e'en a divine one, 

jre the cout<.»st hegins, wreathed with a crown is 
his brow ; [meted, 

e has lived it, the fulness of life as his portion is 

e has labor endured, he has to Charis attained. 

I must call the man, who, liis owu creator and 
sculptor, 

uishes even the Fates, by his strong virtue alone ; 

ine, alas 1 he ne'er can o'ercome, and what Charis 
refuses 

^iugly, ne'er can he reach, strive with what cour- 
age he may. 

can'st defend thee with resolute will from what 
is unworthy ; 

lat is noble the gods freely send down from above. 

tou art loved by tlie loved one, so lall the gifts 
granted by heaven ; 

er, in Jupiter's realm, Favor is lord, as in Love's. 

by afTeetions are governed,— the curly locks of 
green cliLidhood [led. 

they full well, lor the gkul ever by rapture are 

lot they who can see tliat are ever made blest by 
their presence, — [revealed. 

QC save he who is blind views their bright glory 

y they choose for themselves simplicity's innocent 
spirit, [close. 

in the vessel so meek, that which is godlike en- 

mforeseen they come, deceiving each proud ex- 
pectation, 

nathema's might forces the free ones from high. 

1 to the man whom he loves, the Father of men 
and immortals 

his eagle descend, bearing him then to the skies. 
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jst the multitude ever pursues he his self-willed 

researches, 
when well pleased with a head, round it he 

wreathes with kind hand 
the laurel, and now the fillet dominion-bestow- 

ing Fortune alone e'er can the god himself 

crown, 
us, the Pythian victor, precedes the happy one's 

footsteps, 
the subduer of hearts, Amor, the sweet-smiling 

god. 
me makes level the ocean before him, the keel 

of the vessel 
\ softly on, as it bears Ceesar and Caesar's great 

fate, 
at his feet sinks the roaring lion, the blustering 

dolphin* 
ts from the deep, and his back offers with meek- 
ness to Ilim. 
the happy one not, if an easy triumph the' 

immortals [serves. 

. him, or if from the fight Venus her darling pre- 
whom that smiling one rescues, the favored of 

heaven, I envy, [throws. 

Am man o'er whose eyes she a dark covering 
d Achilles be reckoned less glorious, in that 

Uephastus [sword, 

oued his buckler himself, fashioned his terrible 
it around him when dying the whole of Olympus 

was gathered ? 



jfiDul version : 

wild croaluros humbly ob<^y him, the blustering dolphin 

t» from the d(.'t.'p, and his back oilers with meekness and awa 

n a ruler u all that is beautiful, and conquers, 

s &»ik-ut approach, like an Immortal, a God. 
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Great was his glory, in truth, ia that the gods loveJ 
him well ; [to their fav'rite, 

In that they honored his wrath, and to give renown 
Hurl6d the best of the Greeks down to the darkness 
of hell.* [sweet calyx 

Envy not beauty because she shines like the lily's 
Owing to Venus 's gift, void of all merit herself. 
Xet her the happy one be ; if thou seest her, thou, 

then, art the blest one 1 

-As without merit she shines, so thou art joyed by her 

charms. [heavens, 

Se thou glad that the giit of song descends from the 

-And that thou hear^st from the bard what he has 

learned from the muse ! 
Since by the God he's inspired, a God he becomes to 
the hearer ; [be. 

Since he the happy one is, thou canst the blissful one 
In the busy market let Themis appear with her bal- 
ance, [toil ; 
Let the reward mete itself, strictly proportioned to 
Only a God can tinge the cheeks of a mortal with 

rapture, — 
Where no miracle is, there can no blest one be found. 
All that is human must first b^born, must grow, an J 
must ripen, [on ; 

And from shape on to shape, fashioning Time leads It 
But thou seest not the blissful, the beautiful, come 

into being, 
Since the beginning of time, perfect they ever have 
been. [arises 

Every Yenus of earth, like the first one of heaven, 



* The first edition contains the following: 
Hector fought bravely for all that was sacred, but Fortune, as victim, 
Caimcd the good soul, for the Gods had withheld their favor from 
him. 
41 
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^ an ill-defined form, out of the infinite sea ; 

, like the first Minerva, proceeds, with the segia 

provided, 
ry lightning-like thought out of the thunderer's 

brain.* 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



GENIUS, t 

3 I believe," sayest thou, "what the masters of 

wisdom would teach me, 
I what their followers' band boldly and readily 

swear ? [knowledge, 

not I ever attain to true peace, excepting through 
s the system upheld only by fortune and law ? 
it I distrust the gently-warning impulse, the pre- 
cept [pressed, 
t thou, !N'ature, thyself hast in my bosom im- 
the schools have affixed to the writ eternal their 

signet, [soul ? 

a mere formula's chain binds down the fugitive 
wer me, then I for thou hast down into these 

deeps e'en descended, — [return, 

of the mouldering grave thou didst uninjured 
to thee known what within the tomb of obscure 

words is hidden, [dwell ? 

;ther, yon mummies amid life's consolations can 
t I travel the darksome road? The thought 

makes me tremble ; [right." — 

I will travel that road, if 'tis to truth and to 



lie first edition concludes with the following couplet: 

ne thou calls't it, and even dareat to charge thy own blindness 

he Almiglity God, whom thou canst n&t comprehend. 

tie original title of this poem, in the Horen of 1795, was Natun 

e School. 



lint, terbi^roicu tm (ii, rfj][it t 

STuf t)a€ Sat^rlafttge itur, 

1)a mat Ifb ^rpfrtner, feiit dim 
SGa^ man Ifbent^lg em|3faitb, 

Olcic^ tjerjtdnttic^ fiir icglti^e* 

©Iric^ ijertori^eR ber Cufll, be 
^ibn tie fiiucflidje 3eit t|t ba^tn 

J&ttt ber grtreueii 9]atur ^'dttii 
Da0 fntn^ti^tc Sicftitjl ifl nit^ 



* t^K crlh ftii«gd&e bdt (In- ne^ fdlgoibe t 



271 

Friend, hast thou heard of the golden age ? Full many 

a story [sung— 

Poets have sung in its praise, simply and touchingly 
Of the time when the holy still wandered over life's 

pathways,— 
When with a maidenly shame ev'ry sensation was 

veiled, — [orbit, 

When the mighty law 'that governs the sun in his 
And that, concealed in the bud, teaches the point how 

to move, [less. 

When necessity's silent law, the steadfast, the change- 
Stirred up billows more free, e'en in the bosom of 

man, — [the dial, 

When the sense, unerring, and true as the hand of 
Pointed only to truth, only to what was eterne ? — 

Then no profane one was seen, then no Initiate was 

met with. 
And what as living was felt, was not then sought 

'mongst the dead ; 
Equally clear to every breast was the precept eternal. 
Equally hidden the source whence it to gladden us 

sprung ; [presumption 

But that happy period has vanished I And self-willed 
Nature's godlike repose now has forever destroyed.* 
Feelings polluted the voice of the deities echo no 

longer, 

* The first edition here cuutains the following verses and altentr 
tioDs: 

Cloudy flows the Heavenly stream in heart* that are guilty, 
Pure yet and clear, it can be bQt at the fountain-head drawn. 
And this fountain, down in the decpA of the clear understanding, 
Far from passion's abode, silvery ripples and cool. 
Out of the wild agitation of sense the oracle vanished. 
Save in the silentcr self, the listening soul cannot find it 
Knowledge, and knowlcdjrc alone can ever open the p<»rtal. 
And the mystical wonl watcheth tlio meaning divine. 
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In the dishonored hreast now is the oracle dumb. 
Save in the silenter self, the listening soul cannot find 

it, [divine ; 

There does the mystical word watch o'er the meaning 
There does the searcher conjure it, descending with 

bosom unsullied ; [again. 

There does the nature long-lost give him back wisdom 
If thou, happy one, never hast lost the angel that 

guards thee, [forth ; 

Forfeited never the kind warnings that instinct holds 
If in thy modest eye the truth is still purely depicted ; 
If in thine innocent breast clearly still echoes its call ; 
If in thy tranquil mind the struggles of doubt still are 

silent. 
If they will surely remain silent for ever, as now ; 
If by the conflict of feelings a judge will ne'er be re- 

quinxl ; 
If in its malice thy heart dims not the reason so clear,* 
Oh, then, go thy way in all thy innocence precious I 
Knowledge can teach thee in nought : thou canst in- 
struct her in much ! 
Yonder law that with brazen staff is directing the 

struggling, 
Nought is to thee. What thou dost, what thou mayst 

will, is thy law,t 

♦ Here, In the first edition, follow these verses: 

Conscience' simplicity if not ensnared by the wit that is wily, 
If the eternal helm' never more wavers for thee— 

t Tlie first edition here contains the following additional verses and 
alterations : 

And like that law of Polyclctus, ruleth forever ! 
What thou with holy hand forms't, what thou with holy mouth speaks't, 



' The eternal helm (das ewige Stcuer), is a figure leaving not a little 
to the imagination. It can only mean the rule, the law whereby life 
is regulated. 
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And to every race u godlike authority issues. 

What thou with holy hand forrn'st, what thou with 
holy mouth speak^st, 

Will with omnipotent power impel the wondering 
senses ; [own breast, 

Thou but observ'st not the God ruling within thine 

Not the might of the signet that bows all spirits be- 
fore thee ; [thou hast won. 

Simple and silent thou go'st through the wide world 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



THE PHILOSOPHICAL EGOTIST. 

Hast thou the nursling beheld, who yet of the love 

unconscious, [to arm 

Which both warms him and moves, sleeping, from arm 
Passes, until by Passion's call the youth is awakened. 
When the first dawning of sense lights the whole world 

to his view ? 
Hast thou the Mother beheld, when she buys for her 

darling sweet slumber 
Ev'n at her own rest's price, tenderly watching its 

dreams — 
With her own breath maintains the flickering flame 

of his taper, [care ? 

And in the care she bestows finds the reward of her 
And canst thou slander great Nature, who — whether 

as infant or mother. 
Whether she gives or receives, but by necessity is ? 



Will with omnipotent power stir the hearts of all mankind ; 

Thou but obscrv'st nut the God ruling within thine own breut. 

Not the might of the signet that bows all Kpirits before thee; 
.^imp<3 and silent thou go'st through the wide world thou hast won. 
'Blinrf 'y thou gain'st what wo in the light even fall to discover, 

And ^vj playing child will siicce(xl, where the wise man will faU. 
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ay, wilt thou, self-sufficing, withdraw firom the heaa« 

tiful circle 
feature to creature that still links in its infinite 

chain? 
^ilt thou, poor Slanderer, stand thus alone, in thyself 

only centred, 
Hien hut hy mutual powers even the endless endures ? 

John Herman Merivdle, Esq., F. 8. A. 



THE WORDS OF FAITH. 

Three words I utter, of priceless worth ; 

They are the wide world's treasure. 
Yet never on earth had they their birth. 

And the spirit their depth must measure. 
Man is ruined — poor — forlorn — 
When his faith in these holy words is gone. 

Man is Free created, — is Free — 
Though his cradle may be a prison. 

Mobs are no plea for tyranny, 
Nor rabble bereft of reason. 

Fear not the free man ; but tremble first 

Before the slave, when his chain is burst. 

And Virtue — Is Virtue an empty sound ? 

Man's life is to follow her teaching ; 
Fall as he may on the world's rough ground, 

To the Godlike he still may be reaching. 
What never the wise by his wisdom can be, 
The childlike becomes in simplicity. 

And Ood, in Holy, Eternal Love, 
Reigns when Humanity falters ; 



I 
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Through limitless being his energies move ; 

His purpose of good never alters ; 
Through changes may circle all matter and time ; 
God dwells in the peace of Perfection sublime. 

O, trust in these words of mightiest power ; 

They are the wide world's treasure ; 
Through ages they've been man's richest dower, 

And the spirit their depth must measure. 
Never is Man of Good bereft, 
If his fkith in these holy words is left. 

William H, Chanmng. 



THE WORDS OF ERROR. 

Three words are current on every tongue, 
The best in their worth believing ; 

But they bring no blessing to old or young ; 
They're meaningless, false, deceiving ; 

Man's toil and trouble are all in vain, 

So long as these shadows he seeks to gain ; — 

So long as he dreams of a golden age, 
Where Goodness is peacefully dwelling ; 

For the good a merciless tight must wage 
The demon of darkness in quelling ; 

Then strangle the fiend in the deadly strife. 

Or, struck to the earth, he will spring to life ;- 

So long as capricious Fortunt'^s smile 
He dreams of his winning by merit ; 

The evil she follows with blandishing smile ; 
Her pleasures no good men inherit ; 

Pilgrims and wayfarers, born to die, 

They seek never-ending joys on high ; — 



^ I Uttl. VVIV 
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So long as he dreams on the earthly wise 
That Truth ever smiles with her blessing; 

She lifts not her veil for the proud mortal's eyes. 
And man's boasted reasonings are guessing. 

Wouldst prison the spirit in empty sounds ? 

It is free, and sweeps the creation's bounds. 

O, guard from these errors, thou noble heart, 
Thy birthright of Faith tirst given ; [part, 

Let the world from Truth's worship thy soul never 
For her beauty and bliss are of heaven. 

Let fools, v^nly seeking, the world hurry through ; 

She dwells in thy spirit. Be true, then, be true. 
William H, Charming. 



SAYINGS OF CONFUCIUS. 
I. 
The steps of Time have a threefold gait : 
Loitering slow, the Future advances ; 
Arrow-swift by, the Present glances ; 
Ever the Past holds its lixed estate. 

No impatient thought can wing it. 
When its lingering feet delay ; 

Fear nor doubt to pause can bring it, 
As it speeds away, — away ; 

Nor magic charm, nor guilt's distress, 

Avails to move the Motionless. 

Wouldst thou with the blest and wise 
End the course that before thee lies ? 
Let the Loiterer counsel read. 
But ne'er be partner to thy deed ; 
Do not a friend with the Flying one go. 
Nor make the Unchangeable one thy foe. 



\ lii! 
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II. 

Threefold is the form of Spack. 
Length sets on with steady race, 
Bestless far and forward leading ; 
Boundless, Breadth is each side spreading ; 
Fathomless does Depth descend. 

These are emblems to thee granted. 
Forward still must thou undaimted, 
Never tired or standing still, 
Wouldst thou thy true end fulfil ; 
Must thyself in Breadth unfold, 
Wouldst thou the world's image hold ; 
Into Depth must see to go, 
If Existence thou wouldst know. 
Wouldst reach the goal, then persevere ; 
Only in Fulness art thou clear ; 
Only low down will Truth appear. 

N, L, Frothingham. 



LIGHT AND WABMTH. 

The world the generous spirit meets, 
Free-hearted, nought concealing ; 

Trusting to find in all he greets 
llis own o'ertlowing feeling ; 

Pledging, with honest fervor warm, 

To Truth the aid of his true arm. 

But men are selfish, mean, and small, 
He fails not long of seeing ; 

The worldly throng are eager all 
To seek their own well-being. 

Sullen and cold he stands apart, 

And love is frozen in his heart. 

42 
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Alas t Truth's brightest beaming ray 

Too oft no heat diffuses *, 
He's blest, who, with experience gray, 

No youthful ardor loses. 
Wouldst thou attain thy highest good, 
Blend warmth of heart with wisdom shrewd. 
William H. Channing, 



BREADTH AND DEPTH. 
There are many who shine in the world's broad light, 

Who are able of all things to chatter, 
And, whatever may charm, or whatever delight, 

Will tell you the whole of the matter. 
To hear them discourse, in their glory and pride. 
You might think they had really conquered the bride. 

X3ut out of the world in silence they go. 
And their memories straightway perish. 

Whoever would learn what is worthy to know, 
Or achieve what 'tis worthy to cherish, 

Xict him still be collecting, from hour to hour, 

In narrrowest point the mightiest power. 

The Oak's proud stem mounts up to the sky 

With boughs wide branching over ; 
The air they perfume, and they gladden the eye. 

But no fruit their leaves discover. 
In the Acorn hidden, alone you'll see 
The pride of the forest, the stately tree. 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F. 8, A, 



THE GUIDES OF LIFE.* 
Two kinds of genii there are, through life's mazy path- 
ways to guide thee ; [side I 
Happy art thou if they stand, joined into one by thy 

• Oritjiually cutitled The Btautijul and the iSubliine. 
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bis gladdening sport beguileth thy tediouB 

urney, — • 

fate become light, when thou'rt upheld by 

8 arm. 

and talking the while, he on to the chasm 

•nducts thee, 

eternity's sea, trembling mortality stands. 
I the Other receive thee, with solemn resolve 
id in silence, 

his giant-like arm bears thee across the 
)y88. 

)ne only devote thee I Thine honor ne'er 
link of confiding 

ands of the first, nor to the other thy bliss I 
Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



IIIMEDES ANP THE STUDENT. 
le to Archimedes a youth, who thirsted for 
aow ledge — 

istruct me, " he said, '' Art's godlike features 
) trace ; 

our Fatherland has fruit so glorious ren- 
3red, 

^usa's walls gainst the Sambuca* main- 
lined." 

ihou Science divine ? — She is so"— answered 
le wise man — 

he also, my son, ere she gave aid to the state. 
m her only fruit such as mortal life may en- 
under V 

goddess courts, hopes not a woman to find." 
John Herman Merivale, Esq,^ F. S.A. 



>io'r in fh'^ Jiritf f'li/iou. — The namo of a mnchiuc usikI in 
yv(J i)y Marc«'Ilu» against ."Syraoiiijo. 
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HUMAN KNOWLEDGE. 

Tnou readest in Nature the test which on her page 
thou hast written. 

Arranged for thine eye in orderly series and groups, 

Vvlth lines and divisions according to system and com- 
pass, 

And fanciest thou knowest her great book, and com- 
"^ prehendest her plan. [figures, 

Thus the astronomer draws upon the heavens his 

A.nd roves with more ease among those intinite suns ; 

Unites in one system, in the Swan or the Virgin, 

The stars which, like Sirius, flame on measureless 
heights. 

!But does the firmament drawn upon his globe with a 
compass. 

Tell us what wonderful wheels move yonder chorus of 
worlds ? 

Charles J. Hempel, M. D. 



THE TWO PATHS OF VIRTUE. 

Two are the paths by which Man may ascend to the 

summit of Virtue. 
Closed be the one, to his feet open the other is found. 
Striving, the Eortunate Man attains her — the Suflf'rer 

enduring. 
Happy 1 whose favoring Fate leads him by both to the 

goal. 
• John Ilemian Merivale, Esq., F. S, A, 



HONORS. 
WnKN the broad column of light from the brook's 

clear wave is retlected, 
Bright gleams the margmed gold, as with its own 

proper glow. 
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the swift stream bears the wave in its course; 
through the glittering pathway 

38 another behind — soon like the first to escape. 

oth the lustre of Honors irradiate our mortal ex- 
istence. 

not itself, but the place through which it passes, 
that shines. 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq,, F, S, A, 



ZENITH AND NADIR. 
EBEVER thou movest in space, thy Zenith and 

Nadir 
ect thee to Heaven's own law, to the world's or- 
derly plan ; 
ite'er may move thee to deeds, let thy will be mar- 
ried to heaven, 
with the straight line of law let thy action agree I 
Charles J, Hempel, M.D, 



IDEAL FREEDOM. 

) highways before thee lie from realms of mortal 

breath ; 
to the Ideal land — the other leads to Death. 
c that thou spring forth betimes on that etherial 

way, 
on the downward road the Fates thy struggling 

soul convey. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq,, F, S, A, 

THE CHILD IN THE CRADLE. 
TY infant I in thy cradle endless space thou seem'st 

to see; 
man — and all creation is not wide enough for thee 1 

Charles T, Brooks, 
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THE UNCHANGEABLE. 

" Pausing for nought, Time hastens away. " — He seeks 

the Enduring. 
Be but true, and thou lay'st chains everlasting on him. 

John 8. Dwight. 

THEOPHANIA. 

Show me the fortunate man, and the Gods 1 forget in 

a moment ; 
But before me they stand, when I the sufferer see. 

John S. Dvoight, 

THE HIGHEST. 

Seek'st thou the Highest, the Greatest ? The plant 

may be thine instructor. 
What that unconscious is, be thou by wiUing, — that 

is'tl 

John S. DwighL 

IMMORTALITY. 

Art thou frightened at Death? And wouldst thou 

continue immortal ? 
Live in the Whole, then 1 When thou long shalt have 

vanished, it stays. 

John 8. Dwight. 



VOTIVE TABLETS. 

That which I learned from the Deity, — that which 

through lifetime hath helped me, 
Meekly and gratefully now, here I suspend in his shrine. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 
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DtFFEBENT DESTINIES. 

That by their labor Man's race may subsist, the Mil* 

lions bestir them ; 
But through a portion alone doth its existence endure. 
Autumn scatters its thousand seeds. Scarce one of the 

thousand [turn. 

Bringeth forth fruit ; and the rest back to the Element 
Yet, though one only expandeth its germ, that one 

only peoples 
Living Creation with forms that through Eternity last. 
John Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F,S,A, 



THE ANIMATING PRINCIPLE. 

Nowhere in the organic or sensitive world ever kindles 
Novelty, save in the flow'r, noblest creation of life. 

Edgar Alfred Bowriny. 

TWO WAYS OF WORKING. 

Go and do good, and thou help'st Humanity's heavenly 
plants grow ; [the world. 
Or create Beauty, and strew heavenly seeds through 
John S. Dwight, 

DISTINCTION OF RANKS. 

Bank exists in the moral world, also. Commoner 
natures [they are. 
Pay with that which they do; noble with that whicb 
John S. Dwight, 

WORTH AND WORTHINESS. 

jBTcwt thou something ? Imjmrt; I'll willingly pay thee 
what's proper. • 

Art thou something ? O, then souls I with thee would 
exchange. 

John S. Dwight, 
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THE MORAL FORCE. 



If thou feeVai not the beautiful, still thou with reason 

canst will it ; [not. 

And as a spirit canst do, that which as man thou canst 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



PARTICIPATION. 

E'EN by the hand of the wicked can truth be working 

with vigor ; 
But the vessel is filled by what is beauteous alone. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



TO * 

Give me all that you know ; and gratetully I will re- 
ceive it. [my friend I 
But you would give me yourself: — prithee, excuse me, 

John S, Dwight. 

TO * * 
WOTJLDST thou teach me the truth ? Don't take the 

trouble I I wish not. 
Through thee, the thing to observe, — but to see thee 
through the thing. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



TO * ■'^ * 

Thee would I choose as my teacher and friend. Tliy 

living example [life. 

Teaches me, — thy teaching word wakens my heart unto 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

THE present generation. 

Was it always as now ? This i-ace I truly can't fathom. 
Nothing is young but old age ; youth, abs I oniy Is old. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



yctmmer laot i^n res ^auir 
yinx t)er &t\6^mad genie 



Smnter flrcbe jum ©anaen ! 
SBerben, aU bienenbed ® 



jteincr fei glei(!^ bent anbrri 



S00 eige« 
XVen ge$5rt, toad bu benl 

@oII cr bfin Sigentl^um 



285 

TO THE MUSE. 

What I should be without thee, I know not^I shudder 

to think, though, [to be. 

What without thee I observe hundreds and thousands 

John S. DwighU 

THE LEARNED PLODDER. 

NEVEit tastes he the fruit of the tree wliich he toilfuUy 

reareth ; 
Only Taste can enjoy that which the learned ones plant. 

John 8, Dwighi, 

THE DUTY OF ALL. 

Ever strive for the whole ; and if no whole thou canst 

make thee, [limb ! 

Join, then, thyself to some whole, as a subservient 

Ed(jar Alfred Boioring, 



A PROBLEM. 

Let none resemble another; let each resemble the 

highest I [itself. 

How can that happen? let each be all complete in 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



OUR OWN IDEAL. 

All have a share in thy thought ; thy own is that 

which thou feelest. 
Wouldst thou make it thy own, feel, then, the God 

whom thou think'st. 

John S. Dwighi, 

to mystics. 
That is the only true secret, which in the presence of 
all men [by none. 

Lies, and surrounds thee for aye, but which is witucsseci 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 
48 
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THE KEY. 

WOXJLDST with thyself be acquainted, then see what 

the others are doing. 
But wouldst thou understand others, look into thy 

heart. 

John 8, Dwight. 

THE OBSERVER. 

Stern as my conscience, thou seest the points wherein 

I'm deficient ; 
Therefore I've always loved thee, as my own conscience 

I've loved. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



WISDOM AND PRUDENCE. 

Wilt thou, my friend, aspire to the loftiest summit of 
Wisdom ? 

Be not daunted, although Prudence may laugh at thee 
for 't. 

She, short-sighted, but sees the bank that's flying be- 
hind thee. 

Not the one where at last landeth thy resolute flight. 

John S. Dvcight. 

AGREEMENT. 

Truth we both of us seek ; you out in the world — I 

within me. 
In my own heart — so we must both of us find it at last. 
Is the eye sound, then without 'twill always meet the 

Creator ; 
Is it the heart, then the world's certainly mirrored 

voiihin, 

John S, Dwight. 
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POLITICAL MAXIM. 

All should be right that thou doest ; that, friend, is 
a sound proposition ; 

Let it content thee, nor think all that is rip^ht thou 
shouldst do. 

True zeal counts it enough to bring what is to perfec- 
tion; 

To notake the perfect to 6c, labors the zeal that is false. 
Anonymous. 

MAJESTAS POPULI. 

Majesty of the nature of man I In crowds shall I 

seek thee ? 
'Tis only with a few that thou liast made thine abode. 
Only a few ever count ; the rest are but blanks of no 

value, 
And the prizes are hid 'neath the vain stir that they 

make. 

Edgar Alfred Bovoi'ing. 



TO A WORLD-REFORMER. 

** I HAVE sacrificed all," you say, " in Humanity's 
service ; 

Poor, indeed, the results; scorn and abuse my re- 
ward." — 

2Shall I inform thee, my friend, my feeling as to man- 
kind now ? 

Trust the word I Never yet knew I the guide to mis- 
lead, [of; 

JLs to Humanity — that you cannot think any too much 

^hat in thy bosom it is, shall in thy actions appear. 

Yes— and whatever man you meet in your limited 
circle, 

If he freely invite, frieudlily reach him a hand. 
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9 for rain and dew, and as for the good of the 

race, friend, 
let Ileaven provide now, as it ever hath done. 

John S, Dwigkt, 

MY ANTIPATHY. 

from my heart I abhor ; yet feel I a double ab- 
horrence, [lips. 

ed as I am now to hear virtue on every one's 

V ? hate virtue, say you ?" — I would tbat we 
practiced it all, and 

jd willing, might hear nobody talk of it more. 

John S, Ihmghi, 

TO THE ASTRONOMERS. 

: not to me so much of your stars and your nebu- 
lous systems ; 

jn, Nature so great, that ye may have something 
to count ? 

is your subject, no doubt ; in space there's noth- 
ing subliraer ; [Space. 

my friends, the Sublime hath not its being in 

John S. D wight, 

ASTRONOMICAL WRITINGS. 

low infinite, how unspeakably great, are the 
heavens I [pulled ! 

>y frivolity's hand dowh wards the heavens are 
Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE BEST STATE. 

^ do I know the best state ?" — Why, how do 

you know the best woman ? 
my friend, is the sign :— neither is spoken about, 

John S. Dwight, 
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MY FAITH. 

m religion do I acknowledge ? None that thou 
namest. 

le that I name ? And why so ?"— Why, for re- 
ligion's own sake I 

Edgar Alfred Bowiring, 



INSIDE AND OUTSIDE. 

) alone sees the heart " — and therefore, since he 
alone sees it, [may see. 

our care that we, too, something that's worthy 
Edgar Alfred Boforing. 



FRIEND AND FOE. 

t to me is a friend ; but a foe, too, often is useful : 
3 me the friend, what I can ; shows me the foe, 
what I should. 

John S. Dwight, 

LIGHT AND COLOR. 

r, who ever art one^ dwell there with the One 

Everlasting I [men! 

, thou changeable, come friendlily down among 

John 8. IhjDight, 

BEAUTEOUS INDIVIDUALITY. 

J in truth shouldst be one, yet not with the whole 

shouldsl thou be so. 
through the reason thou'rt one, — art so with it 

through the heart. 
J of the whole is thy reason, but thou thine own 

heart must be ever ; [thou, 

thy heart reason dwells cvermon^, happy art 
Edgar Alfred Bowring. 
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VARIETY. 

Many are good Men and able, though All for One 

only reckon, 
Since they are ruled by the head, not by the warm 

loving heart. [ble forms, it 

Tristftilly governs the head. Of a thousand changea- 
IBrings out, empty and poor, only a single to view. 
Xife and Pleasure resound, where Beauty creatively 

governs. 
She — the eternal One — numberless changes abides. 
John Herman Merivale^ Esq.^ F.S.A. 



THE THREE AGES OF NATURE. 

XiiFE she received at first from Fable ; the School has 

un-souled her ; 
Life and creation anew Beason is giving her back. 

John 8. Dwight. 

GENIUS. 

Understanding, indeed, can repeat what is given al- 
ready ; 

That which Nature has built, builds he by choice after 
her. [only. 

Season builds out beyond Nature, but into vacuity 

Only thou, Oenius^ canst Nature in Nature create. 

John 8, DwighU 

THE IMITATOR. 

Good from the good, — to the reason this is not hard 

of conception ; 
But the genius has pow'r good from the bad to evoke. 
Tis the conceived alone, that thou. Imitator, can^st 

practice ; [conceives. 

Food the conceived never is, save to the mind tliat 

Eihjar Alfred Bowring, 
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GENIALITY. 

;eby doth Genius make itself known ? whereby 

the Creator 
Himself known — in His works — known in the 

Infinite All. [fathom. 

s the wither, and yet of a depth no mortal can 
t lies to the sight — ever concealed to the sense. 
John Herman Merivale^ Usq.y F.8,A. 



THE INQUIRERS. 

nowadays, from within and without must in- 
vestigate all things. [dening chase ? 

! whither canst thou escape, safe from the mad- 

;o make captive, with nets and with poles forth 
sally the liimters, [glid'st away. 

iro' the midst of the throng thou like a ghost 
John Hennan Merivale, Esq,, F.S.A, 



THE DIFFICULT UNION. 

are taste and genius so seldom met with united ? 
of strength is afraid, — genius despises the rein. 
Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



CORRECTNESS. 

' thou art free from reproach is the lowest of 
praise and the highest. [same, 

ness and greatness of soul equally lead to the 
John Herman Merivale, Esq., F.S.A, 



THE LAW OF NATURE. 

s ever been so, my friend, and will ever remain 
so : [success, 

ness has rules for itself, —vigor is crowned with 
Edrjar Alfred Bomring. 
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CHOICE. 

lou canst not give pleasure to all by thy deedt 

and thy knowledge, 
it, then, unto the few ; many to please is but vain. 
Edgar Alfred Bowring, 

SCIENCE OF MUSIC. 

plastic Art breathe Life. I Spirit demand of the 

poet. 
Polyhymnia alone utters, expressive, the Soul. 
John Herman MerivaU^ Esq.^ F.S.A, 



LANGUAGE. 

' can the living spirit be never seen by the spirit ? 
as the soul 'gins to speak, then can the soul 
speak no more I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



TO THE POET. 

thy speech be to thee what the body is to the 

loving ; 
5s it only can part, — beings it only can join. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 

THE MASTER. 

RY other master is known by what he expresses ; 
t he wisely conceals, shows me the master of Style. 
John S, DwiglU, 

THE GIRDLE. 

US owes to the girdle the magical charm of her 

beauty ; 
t bestows the enchantment, is, what she binds 

with— reserve. 

Johr S. Dwight. 
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THE DILETTANTE. 

Since one verse thou hast made in a rich and copious 
tongue, which [art a bard ? 
Speaks and thinks for thee both, thinkest thou thou 
John 8. DwighU 

THE BABBLER OF ART. 

Dost thou desire the good in Art ? Of the good art 

thou worthy, [produced ? 

Which by a ne'er ceasing war 'gainst thee thyself is 

Edgar Alfred Bouning. 



THE PHILOSOPHIES. 

Or all the philosophies, which stands firmest? — I 

know not ; 
But philosophy's self, I trust, shall ever endure. 

N. L, FroHdngham. 



THE FAVOR OF THE MUSES. 

Fame with the vulgar expires ; but, muse immortal, 

thou bearest [mosyne's arms. 

Those whom thou lov'st, who love thee, into Mne- 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



HOMER'S HEAD AS A SEAL. 

Thou true old Homer ! I confide my tender secret to 
thy care. [lovers sliare. 

None but the bard is fit to know the happiness that 
John Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F. S,A. 



THE BEST STATE-CONSTITUTION. 
The best form is that which favors the mind's true 
goodness, [form. 

But so that the mind is not bound by the yoke of the 
Charles J. Ilempel, M, D, 

44 
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TO LAWGIVEBS. 
Ever take it for granted, that man collectively wisbea 
That which is right ; but take care, never to think so 
of one I 

Edgar Alfred Bowrtrig, 



THE VENERABLE. 
HONOB the whole, if you please, but let me request 
single greatness ; [love it. 

The whole is reflected by one, in this one I see it and 
Charles J, Hempel^ M. D, 

FALSE IMPULSE TO STUDY. 
Oh, how many new foes against truth I My very soul 

bleedeth [light. 

When I behold the owl-race now bursting forth to the 

Edgar Alfred Bowririg, 



THE FOUNTAIN OF SECOND YOUTH. 
Tbxjst me, 'tis not a mere tale, — the fountain of youth 

really runneth, 
Bunneth forever. Thou ask'st, Where ? In the poet's 
sweet art I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

THE CIBCLE OF NATURE. 
AiiL, thou gentle one, lies embraced in thy kingdom ; 
the greybeard [returns. 

Back to the days of his youth, childish and childlike 

Edgar Alfred Bomring. 



THE DEATH-GENIUS. 
Lovely indeed he looks, with his torch reversed and 

extinguished ; 
But, my masters, death's not so testhetic as that. 

John S, l}wujJU, 
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THE VIRTUE OF WOMAN. 
Man many virtues must call to his aid on life's daring 

adventure ; 

Going with bolder success forth on the dubious strife. 

One only Virtue doth Woman suffice. It is in her — 

it shineth [the eye. 

Sweet to the Heart. Let it shine evermore sweet to 

John Herman Merivale, Esq,^ F. 8. A, 



THE FAIREST APPARITION. 
Sat, didst thou never Beauty behold in the moment 
of anguish ? 
Ne'er didst thou Beauty behold. 
Say, hast thou never beheld Joy beam from a beauti- 
ful visage ? 
Joy thou hast never beheld. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq., F, S.A. 



FORUM OF WOMAN. 
Woman, presume not to judge a man's particular 
actions ! [avail. 

Judge thou only tfie man — there shall thy sentence 

John 8. DwiyJU. 

WOMAN'S JUDGMENT. 
Men decide by reasons ; the judgment of woman her 
love is ; [judged. 
There, where she docs not love, woman already has 
John 8. DwiylU. 

THE IDEAL OF WOMAN. 

TO AMANDA. 

Woman in all things to Man must yield ; save alone 

in the Highest. [fair. 

There must tlie bravest of Men y it-Id to the tenderest 



\ 



ZitnU tcr liRann fictj frei! 

SBd^t fell tjon fcinet SBa 

^a$ lu ctud^ gitjl, [let^ git 



3n tftt Dcean fd^ifft mit trtufr 
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What is the Highest, thou bidst me declare? — the 
mild lustre of conquest, 

As from thy brow on my Soul, lovely Amanda, it 
beams. 

So, though around the sun's bright orb float the vapors 
of sorrow. 

Only the fairer his form gilds with vermilion the sky. 

Man may esteem himself free — Thou art — from eter- 
nity fated. 

Never to know of choice, or of necessity, more. 

AVhatso thou givest, Thyself thou giv'st all. Thou 
ever but one art. 

Even thy tenderest note is thine harmonious Self. 

Here is eternal Youth, with Abundance ever exhaust- 
less— 

And with the blossom at once pluck'st thou the golden 
fruit. 

Johx Herman Merivale^ Esq,^ F. 8. A. 



ANTICIPATION AND REALITY. 
Youth, with thousand-masted vessel, ploughs the sea 
at morning light ; [at night. 

Age, in shattered skiff escaping, calmly drifts to port 

Charles T, Brooks, 

THE COMMON FATE. 
See, we are hoping, contending, divided in will and 
opinion ; [mine. 

But thy hairs the meanwhile gray are becoming, like 

John 8. DwigJU. 

HUMAN ACTION. 
Where the pathway Ixjgins, et^jmity setnnsto lie open. 
Yet at the narrowest point evun tlie wisest man stops. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



\ 




man bci^cbrt 
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THE FATHER. 
XYE as much as thou pleasest, thou art alone, 

evermore, 
lature's omnipotent voice with the whole unites 
thee in death. 

Charles J, Hempel^ M, D. 



LOVE AKD DESIRE. 
TLY said, Schlosser I One loves what he has ; 

one desires what he has not ; 
the rich soul loves ; only the poor one desires. 

John S. DwighU 

GOODNESS AND GREATNESS, 
r two virtues are there : O, were they always 

united, 
goodness always were great, always greatness 

were good I 

If. L. Frothingham. 



THE IMPULSES. 

I with his iron staff may urge the slave onward 

forever ; 
ire, do thou lead me on ever in roseate chains! 
Edgar Alfred Bowring, 



TURALISTS AND TRANSCENDENTAL 
PHILOSOPHERS. 

TY be between you I As yet is the union too 

early ; 
I divide in your search, Truth will the sooner be 

found. 

Jofin S. DwigfU, 



©d)winbclnb tragt cr X)x6^ foi 
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GERMAN GENIUS. 
Stbiyb after Boman power, and after Hellenian 
beauty ; [leap. 

Both thou hast reached, but thou missest the Grallican 
Charles J. Hempel, M.D. 



TRIFLES. 



THE EPIC HEXAMETER.* 

Strongly it bears us along in swelling and limitless 

billows, [the ocean. 

Nothing before and nothing behind but the sky and 

Coleridge. 
THE distich. 

In the hexameter rises the fountain's silvery column, 
In the pentameter aye falling in melody back. 

Coleridge, 

THE EIGHT LINE STANZA. 

Stanza, by love thou'rt created, — by love all-tender 

and yearning ; [return. 

Thrice dost thou bashfully fly ; thrice dost with longing 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

THE OBELISK. 

On a pedestal lofty the sculptor in triumph has raised 

me. [jo^-fuUy here. 

"Stand thou," spake he, — and I stand proudly and 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

THE TRIUMPHAL ARCH. 

"Fear not," the builder exclaimed, "the rainbow 

that stands in tlie heavens ; 
I will extend thee, like it, into infinity far !" 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

♦ Sec Dote r. 



8dBmeid}cInb Udc taiJ 11)0 
Sro^ in tie frcie ^atnx fii 
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THE BEAUTIFUL BRIDGE. 

EB me, over me, hurry the billows, the wagons ; 

and kindly 
ts the master to me, too, to run over with them. 

John 8. Dtjoight. 

THE GATE. [cepts *, 

the gate open stand, to allure the savage to pre- 
t the citizen lead into free nature with joy. 

EcUjar Alfred Bmcring, 

ST. PETER'S CHURCH. 

:'ST thou here the Immense and Unmeasured, 

thou certainly errest : 
in this am I great, making thee greater thyself. 

John S, Dmight. 

GERMANY AND HER PRINCES. 
AT monarchs thou hast brought forth, of whom 

thou art worthy ; 
^ho commands is made great by him who obeys, 
thy rulers, Germany, feel that royal greatness is 

easy, 
; to be men among men, is a most difficult task. 
Charles J, Hempelj M.D. 

TO PROSELYTISERS. 
VE me only a fragment of earth beyond the earth's 

limits," — 
le godlike man said, — "and I will move it with 
ease." [ment, 

give me permission to leave myself for one mo- 
without any delay I will engage to be yours. 
Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

THE CONNECTING MEDIUM. 
r does nature proceed to unite the liigh and the lowly 
umkind ? She commands vanity 'tween thorn to 

stand I Edgar AJjrtd BoiJD^riug. 
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THE PERIOD OF TIME, 
poch of greatness has come from the womb of 
this age, [tion. 

lis ofispring is greeted, alas I by a small genera- 
Charles J, Hempel, M.D. 



GERMAN COMEDY. 

E plenty of fools, and plenty of clownish grim- 
aces ; [so far I 
seless in comedy ev^n, alas ! we have found them 
Cfuirks J. Uempel, M.D. 



PUBLISHER'S NOTICE. 
rowLEDOE of destiny is, to every man, of im- 
portance, 
low I keep it for sale : price, two dimes a copy. 
Charles J, Henipel^ M.D, 



DANGEROUS CONSEQUENCE, 
ow to reveal thy heart's deepest and boldest 

opinion ; 
it rudely be turned upside down by the crowd. 
Charles J. Hempel^ M.D. 



GR^COMANIA. 
CE has the cold ague-fit of Gallic frivolity left us, 
I into feverish heat bursts our Greek madness 

away. 
:dom I — what was she ? — Sense, and Measure, 

and Brightness— I therefore [us prate. 

t, sirs, your patience awhile, ere you of Greek to 
i and lofty your theme— may you only have wit 

to maintain it, [scorn. 

it become in yoiu* mouths matter of laughter and 
John Herman Merivale^ Eaq.^ i\S. A. 
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2Bad fie gcflcrn gelcrnt, ba^ xo 

1 
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Dentt batf Sine, tvatf not^, tr 

®Ie{(i^ }itr @ad^e, tneitt Sreunb! 
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THE SUNDAY CHILDREN. 
Yeab after year the Master plods on, and is never the 

nearer, 
Whilst to the genial race oft 'tis in visions made 

known. 
What they but yesterday learned, to-day they would 
teach to the hearer — [own 1 

Ah I what easy digestions those excellent people must 
John Herman Merivaley Esq,^ F,8.A, 



THE PHILOSOPHERS. 

PUPIL. 

I AM rejoiced, worthy sirs, to find you in pleno assem- 
bled; 

For I have come down below, seeking the one needful 
thing. 

AKISTOTLE. 

Quick to the point, my good friend I For the Jena 

Oazette comes to hand here, 
Even in hell, — so we know all that is passing above. 

PUPIL. 

So much the better I So give me (I will not depart 

hence without it) 
Some good principle now, — one that will always avail ! 

FIBST PHILOSOPHER. 

CogUOy ergo sum, I have thought, and therefore ex- 
istence I 
If the first be but true, then is the second one sure. 

PUPIL. 

As I think, I exist. 'Tis good I But who always is 
thinking ? 
45 



3n tern 3^ing aller X)ir 

3ujl bad ©cgent^eil fprei 
aae« Slnbrc, In mir flei^ 
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Oft I^ve existed e'en when I have been thinking of 
nought. 

SECOND PniLOSOPHER. 

Since there are things that exist, a thing of all things 

there must needs be ; 
In the thing of all things dabble we, just as we are. 

THIRD PHILOSOPHER. 

Just the reverse say I. Besides myself there is noth- 
ing; 
Everything else that there is, is but a bubble to me. 

FOURTH PHILOSOPHER. 

Two kinds of things I allow to exist, — the world and 

the spirit ; 
Nought of others I know ; even these signify one. 

FIFTH PHILOSOPHER 

I know nought of the thing, and know still less of the 

spirit ; 
Both but appear unto me ; yet no appearance they are. 

SIXTH PHILOSOPHER. 

I am I, and settle myself,— and if I then settle 
Nothing to be, well and good — there's a nonentity 
formed. 



SEVENTH PHILOSOPHER. 

There is conception at least I A thing conceived there 

is, therefore ; 
And a conceiver as well, — which, with conception, 

make three. 



5ld)tci 
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PUPIL. 

All this nonsense, good sirs, won't answer my piirpoee 

a tittle ; 
I a real principle need, — one by which something is 

fixed. 

EIGHTH PHILOSOPHER. 

Nothing is now to be found in the theoretical province ; 
Practical principles hold, such as : thou canst, for thou 
shouldst. 

PUPIL. 

If I but thought so I When people know no more 

sensible answer, 
Into the conscience at once plunge they with desperate 

haste. 

DAVID HUME. 

Don't converse with those fellows I That Kant has 

turned them all crazy ; 
Speak to me, for in hell I am the same that I was. 

LAW POINT. 

I have made use of my nose for years together to smell 

with ; 
Have I a right to my nose, that can be legally proved ? 

PUFFENDORF. 

Truly a delicate point ! Yet the first possession ap- 

peareth 
In thy favor to tell ; therefore make use of it still I 

SCRUPLE OF CONSCIENCE. 

Willingly serve I ray friends ; but, alas, I do it with 

pleasure ; 
Therefore I often am vexed, that no true virtue I have. 



3cter, (!d}t man i&n dti.?cln, i' 
©inb fie in corpore, glei(| tt 
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DECISION. 

As there is no other means, thou hadst hetter begm 
to despise them ; 

And with aversion, then, do that which thy duty com- 
mands. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



G. G. 
Each one, when seen by himself, is passably wise and 

judicious ; 
When they in corpore are, nought but a blockhead is 
seen. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE HOMERIDES. 

To the singer of the Iliad whose appetite is of the 
keenest, 

A bundle of Gottinger sausages Heyne sends down — 

"I sang the fight of the kings I" cries one, "and I 
sang the battle 

By the ships I" cries another; — "I sang what hap- 
pened on Ida I" 

Peace I do not tear me to pieces ; the sausages will not 
suffice ; 

They were destined for one, not for so many of you, 
Charles J. Hempel, M,D, 



THE MORAl poet. 

Man is in truth a poor creature, — I know it, — and 

fain would forget it ; 
Therefore (how sori*y I am I) came I, alas, unto thee J 

Ed(jar Alfred Bowring. 
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THE SUBLIME SUBJECT, 
thy muse^s delight to siag God's pity to mortals ; 
, that they pitifcd are, — is it a matter for song ? 
Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE ARTIFICE. 
[JLDST thou, at once, that the sons of the world, 

and the godly, applaud thee— 
it the voluptuous — paint only the Devil heside. 
John Herman Merivale, Esq., F.8,A, 



JEREMIADS. 
I, both in prose and in verse, in Germany fast is 

decaying ; 
behind us, alas, lieth the golden age now I 
by philosophers spoiled is our language — our logic 

by poets, 
I no more common sense governs our passage 

through life, 
n the aesthetic, to which she belongs, now virtue 

is driven, 
into politics forced, where she's a troublesome 

guest, 
jre are we hastening now ? If natural, dull we 

are voted, 
if we put on constraint, then the world calls us 

absurd, 
thou joyous artlessness 'mongst the poor maidens 

of Leipzig, 
:y simplicity come, — come, then, to glad us again 1 
edy, oh repeat thy weekly visits so precious, 
mund, lover so sweet, — Mascarill, valet jocose I 
^edy, full of salt and pungency epigrammatic, — 
thou, minuet — step of our old buskin preserved I 
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Philosophic romance, thou mannikin waiting with 
patience, 

When, 'gainst the pruner's attack, nature defendeth 
herself I 

Ancient prose, oh return, — so nobly and boldly ex- 
pressing 

AU that thou think'st and hast thought, — and what 
the reader thinks too 1 

All, both in prose and in verse, in Grennany fast is 
decaying ; 

Far behind us, alas, lieth the golden age now I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



SCIENCE. 
To some she is the Goddess great, to some the milch 
cow of the field ; [yield. 

Their care is but to calculate — what butter she will 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton. 



KANT AND HIS COMMENTATORS. 
How a single rich man supports an army of beggars I 
When an emperor builds, draymen have plenty to do. 

John S. Dwight. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SHADE. 

A PARODY. 

I, TOO, at length discerned great Hercules' energy 

mighty,— 
Saw his shade. He himself was not, alas, to be seen. 
Round him were heard, like the screaming of birds, 

the screams of tragedians, 
And, with tlie baying of dogs, barked dramaturgists 

around. [extended, 

There stood the giant in all his terrors ; his bow was 
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Unb ber 9)feir auf ber ©e^n' traf no* BejlanWg 

ba« ipcrg. 
„ffiet(!^e nod^ f ul^nere Zf^at, Ungluiflid^er, ©agcjlbu \^\' 
3tt ben Scrjlorbenctt fclbjl nlcberattjteigeii i** 

®rab!" — 
fflegen lirefiad mugf id^ l^erab, ben ®e^cr ju frc« -9! 
SEBo i(i^ ben aUen jlot^urn fanbe, ber ntdfet ic^t 

,,®Iauben (!e nid^t ber 5latur unb ben alten ®ric ^ 

fo l^olfl btt 
(Sine Dramaturgie il^nen oergcblid^ ^erauf." — -* 
D, bie 9latur, bie jeigt auf unfern S3u^nen f!4 witr 

©plitternadt, ba^ man jeglic^e 9^t|>|>e i^r gd^U. - 
„2Bie? ©0 ijl wirflic^ bel euc^ ber alte J^ot^ur^^ 

8tt fe^en, 
Den au ^oten id^ felbft flieg in be« larta:^ 

9tad^t?"il 
9lid^t0 me:^r »on biefem tragifd^en ©puf. Staum r^ 

mal im 3a6re 
®e^t bein ge^arnifd^tcr ®ei jl fiber bie Sretter 6in»r 
,,3luc^ gut! ^^ilofcpMe ^at eure ®efu^(e gelautert, 
Unb ))or bent ^eitern ^umor flie^et ber f(^»ar 

Slffect." — 
3a, ein berber unb trodfener @pa§, nid^U ge^t nn 

baruber ; 

W)tx ber Sammer auc6, toenn er nur na^ ifl, gefafll 

,,?(Ifo flebt man bei eud^ ben leic^ten lanj ber Stbali 

Si^eben bent ernflen ®ang, toeld^n SRelpomcnc ge^t? 

Aeined t)on.SetbenI Und tann nur bad Sbrifllid^ 

^orallfd^c rubren, 
Unb »a« red^t popular, l^audlidb unb burgerlicb if) 
„S33a0? S^ burfte fein Eafar auf euren Sii^^nett pc 

aeigen, 
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d the bolt, fixed on the string, steadily aimed at 

the heart. 
Vhat still hardier action, Unhappy One, dost thou 

now venture, 
us to descend to the grave of the departed souls 

here?"— 
ris to see Tiresias I come, to ask of the prophet 
lere I the buskin of old, that now has vanished, may 

find ?" 
f they believe not in Nature, nor in the old Grecian, 

but vainly [them." — 

It thou convey up from hence that dramaturgy to 
)h, as for Kature, once more to tread our stage she 

has ventured, [count." 

', and stark-naked besides, so that each rib we can 
iThat ? Is the buskin of old to be seen in truth on 

your stage, then, 
aicli even I came to fetch, out of mid-Tartarus' 

gloom ?"— [scarcely 

?here is now no more of that tragic bustle, for 
ce in a year on the boards moves thy great soul, 

harness clad." 
)oubtless 'tis well I Philosophy now has refined 

your sensations, [black." — 

id from the humor so bright, fly the affections so 
Ly, there is nothing that beats a jest that is stolid 

and barren. [moist." 

t then e'en sorrow can please, if 'tis sufficiently 
Jut do ye also exhibit the graceful dance of Thalia, 
ned to the solemn step with which Melpomene 

moves ?" — [and moral ; 

iTeither I For nouijlit we love but what is christian 
id what is popular, too, homely, domestic, and 

plain." f3'our stage now, 

Vhat ? Does no Caesar, does no Achilles appear on 
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Sttin ^Td^itl, feln Drejl, fdne Stntromad^a ntcBr?"-^ 
Slic^t^l !Wan (ie^et bci un« nur 5)farrer, SommergU** 

ga^nbrid^f, (Secretary ober ^ufarenmajord. 
„W>tx, ic^ bitte t>ic^, greunb, »a« fannbenn^^^ 

aWifere 
Oro^fd fcegegnett, »a« fann ®rof e« benn burc^B 

ffiad? ©le madden Sabate, (le leiben auf |)fanber ^ 

flfrfen 
©itberne ?offct fin, toagen ben 5)ranger unb mer" '^ 
,,93ober ncl^mt i^r benn aber bod d^^§^ gigantic 

©c^irffal, 
ffield^fd ben Wenfd^cn erljcbt, »cnn e« ben TOenfcT^ 

germotmt?" — 
©a0 (!nb OriUcnl Un« felbjl unb unfre guten S0 

fannten, 
Unfern 3ammer unb 9lot]^ fuc^en unb ftnben t^ 

^ier. 
,,9(ber bad (abt i^r la aQed bequemer unb beffer ^ 

J^aufe; 
SBarum entfliel^et i^r eud^, wenn i^r eu^ felber nm 

fud^t?" — 
9limm'« nid^t ubel, mein ^crod, bad ijl eln loerf^iebenr 

Safud: 

Da« ®cfd^idf, ba« ifl btinb, unb bcr 5)oet ifl gered^t. 

,,3lIfo eure S'^atur^bieerbarniUc^e, trifftmanauf tureti 

Subucn, bic gro§e nur nid^t, nic^t bie unenblid^c an V 

Dcr 9)oet ijl ber SBirtb unb ber Icpte 2(ctu« bie 3e^e: 

SQenn |tc^ bad Safler erbric^t, fe0t flc^ bieXugenb jv 
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an Andromache e'en, not an Orestes, my friend ?" 
1 there is nought to be seen there but parsons, 

and syndics of commerce, 
"etaries perchance, ensigns and majors of horse." 
lit, my good friend, pray tell me, what can such 

people e'er meet with 
kt can be truly called great ?— what that is great 

can they do ?" — 
liat? Why they form cabals, they lend upon 

mortgage, they pocket 
er spoons, and fear not e'en in the stocks to be 

placed." 
lienoe do ye, then, derive the destiny, great and 

gigantic, 
Lch raises man up on high, e'en when it grinds him 

to dust ?"— 
U mere nonsense I Ourselves, our worthy acquaint- 
ances also, 
i our sorrows and wants, seek we and find we, too, 

here." [better, — 

ut all this ye possess at home both apter and 
erefore, then, riy from yourselves, if 'tis yourselves 

that ye seek?" — 
3 not offended, great hero, for that is a different 

question ; 
r is destiny blind, — ever is righteous the bard." 
tien one meets on your stage your own contempti- 
ble nature, 
lie 'tis in vain one seeks there nature enduring and 

great V" — 
lere the poet is host, and act the fifth is the reck- 

'ning; 
I, when crime becomes sick, virtue sits down to 

the feast!" 

Edijar Alfred Bowring, 
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(53rc(;'fi? bei^ecinen, \va^ fan 
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©ilbcrnc ?6ffel cin, tragen 
,,2Boter nel^mt i^r benn ab 

SBcId^ed ben OTcnfd^en erljel 
©a0 (!nb Orinen! Und fel 

Unfern 3ammcr unb 5lot]( 
,,a6cr bad IJabt il^r }a aUei 

SBarum entfliel^et i^r euc^, 

^imm'^ nii^t uhii, mein JE>ero 

Dad ®cf(^idP, ba« ifl blinb, 
,,3lIfo eure 9lotur,biffrbarm 
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t an Andromache e'en, not an Orestes, my friend ?" 
To ! there is nought to be seen there but parsons, 

and 83mdics of commerce, 
retaries perchance, ensigns and majors of horse." 
Jut, my good friend, pray tell me, what can such 

people e'er meet with 
at can be truly called great ?--what that is great 

can they do ?" — 
Vhat? Why they form cabals, they lead upon 

mortgage, they pocket 
ver spoons, and fear not e'en in the stocks to be 

placed." 
Vhence do ye, then, derive the destiny, great and 

gigantic, 
lich raises man up on high, e'en when it grinds him 

to dust ?"— 
l11 mere nonsense I Ourselves, our worthy acquaint- 
ances also, 
id our sorrows and wants, seek we and find we, too, 

here." * [better,— 

Jut all this ye possess at home both apter and 
lerefore, then, fly from yourselves, if 'tis yourselves 

that ye seek?"— 
\o not offended, great hero, for that is a different 

question ; 
er is destiny blind, — ever is righteous the bard." 
'hen one meets on your stage your own contempti- 
ble nature, 
lile 'tis in vain one seeks there nature enduring and 

great V" — 
'here the poet is host, and act the fifth is the reck- 



d, when crime becomes sick, virtue sits down to 
the feast!" 

Edgar Alfred Botoring, 
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THE RIVERS. 

, RHINE. 

Paithfitlly, as the Swiss ought, I watch the (xer- 

manic frontier ; 
But my gentle current allows the Gaul to leap lightly 

across. 

RHINE AND MOSELLE. 

For years I have wooed the Lotharingian virgin, 
But no child has yet blessed this long union of hearts. 

DANUBE IN ♦ ♦ 

My banks are inhabited here by a people with flashing 

eyes ; 
A feasting people ; their roasts are ever revolving on 

spits. 

MAIN. 

My castles are tumbling in ruins, but the race is 
For centuries ever the same ; what a comfort this is to 
the heart I 

SAALE. 

On my short course I greet a number of princes, of 

peoples ; 
But the princes are good and the peoples are free. 

ILM. 

My banks are not rich, but my silent and quiet wave, 
As the current glides by, hears many an immortal 
song. 

PLEISSE. 

My banks are so flat, my shallow bed has been drained 

By poets and writers in prose who slaked here their 

thirst. 
46 
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£LB. 

Ye others, ye speak a mere jargon ; among Grerman 
rivers 

I alone speak Grerman, and speak it in Meissen, for- 
sooth. 

8PREE. 

My Eamler taught me to speak, my Csesar furnished 

the matter ; 
X took my mouth rather full, and have been silent since 

then. 

WE8ER. 

-Alas I I inspire no poet ; I leave his genius barren ; 
Suggest not a couplet ev'n to the most willing heart. 

SPRINGS OF * * 
Sere rivers and springs have a taste; what a 

strangely mysterious country 1 
Among its inhabitants taste scarcely ever is found. 

PEGNITZ. 

Trom sheer ennui hypochondria threatens to seize me ; 
And I continue to flow simply because 'tis my wont. 

THE RIVERS OF * * 

Truly we fare pretty well in the lands of these gen- 
erous princes, 

For their yoke is quite mild, and their burdens are 
light. 

BALZACH. 

I rush from Juvavia's mountains to salt the bishop's 

domain, 
And afterward turn to Bavaria where the people are 

wanting in salt. 
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Der anonyme S^u^* 
Saflenrpeifen bent Sif(^ bed frommeit Stf^ofd in nefrrs, 

Sanb. 
Les fleuves indiscrets. 

3e^t lein 9Qort me^r, i^r SIu{fei 3Ran f!e^f«, i^r »{§t 

eu(( fo toenig 
3u bef^eiben, aid einfl DiberoU @^a^(^ gct^OB* 



Per ^efopijvfUiec. 

„mt ticf licgt uttter mir bie Kelt I 

Stanm fe^' ic^ noc^ bie !D^eitf(^(ein unten »a1Irn! 

SBie tragt mic^ meine i^unfl, bie ^ o ^ fie unter aUta, 

©0 na^c an bed J^immeU S^^tl" 

@o ruft ))on feined ^^urmed Dad^e 

Der (Sd)ieferbe(fer, fo ber Heine grope iDtann, 

^an^ i!Retap:^pfIfue, in feinem @(!^reibgemad^e. 

Sag' an, bu llciner grower ^Uiann, 

Der Zi^uxm, »on bent bein Slid fo ttornc^m niebn- 

fc^auet 
SBo»on ifl er — worauf ifler erbauet? 
2Bie famfl bu felbft binauf — unb fcine fallen ^B^n, 
SQo^u flnb fte bir nit^, aid in bad Z\^ai au fe^n? 



|)ic ^eftocifen. 

£)er (Sai^, burc^ toelc^en aded Ding 
Seflanb unb gorm empfangcn, 
I^er 5^age(, n?oran 3fwd ben Sling 
!E)er 2Belt, bie fonfl in ©c^erben ging, 
Sorfic^tig aufge^angen, 
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THE ANONYMOUS RIVER. 

To furnish food during Lent for the bishop's Christian 

table. [domain. 

My Maker caused me to flow across his famished 

LES FLEUVES INDISCRETS. * 

Now, gossiping rivers, be silent, and show ye becom- 
ing discretion ; [of talk. 
Ev'n Diderot's sweetheart was prudent and less fond 
Charles J. Hempel^ M, D, 



THE METAPHYSICIAN. 

*' How low the world beneath me lies — 

I scarce can see those human atoms roll. 

How near my Art exalts me to the pole 

That props the fabric of the skies I " 

Thus, sitting on his turret roof astride, 

Exclaims the Tiler — so that little mighty man, 

Hans Metaphysicus, from closet six feet wide. 

Say on, thou creature of a span 1 

That tower, from whence thine eye looks down with 

such disdain, 
WTiereof— whereon is't built ? The cause explain, 
How thou thyself didst mount. Its height — so vast 

in show — 
What serves it, but to peep into the vale below ? 

John Hernian Merivalej Esq.^ F, S,A, 



THE PHILOSOPHERS. 
The principle by which each thing 

Tow'rd strenj:^th and shai)e first tended, — 
Tile pulley whereon Zeus the ring 
Of earth, that h>08ely us«h1 to swing, 

AVith cautiousness suspended, — 
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He is a clever man, I vow, 
Who its real name can tell me now, 
Unless to help him I consent — 
'Tis : ten and twelve are different I 

Fire bums, — 'tis chilly when it snows, — 

Man always is two-footed, — 
The sun across the heavens goes, — 
This^ he who nought of logic knows 

Finds to his reason suited. 
Yet he who metaphysics learns. 
Knows that nought freezes when it bums,— 
Knows that what's wet is never dry, — 
And that what's bright attracts the eye. 

Old Homer sings his noble lays. 

The hero goes through dangers ; 
The brave man duty's call obeys. 
And did so, even in the days 

When sages yet were strangers — 
But heart and genius now have taught 
What Locke and what Descartes ne'er thought ; 
By them immediately is shown 
That which is possible alone. 

In life, avails the right of force, 

The bold tlie timid worries ; 
Who rules not, is a slave of course. 
Without design each thing across 

Earth's stage forever hurries. 
Yet what would hapi)en if the plan 
Which guides the world now first began, 
Within the moral system lies 
Disclosed with clearness to our eyes. 



Xrum flicM tcr m 
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** When man would seek his destiny, 

Man's help must then be given ; 
Save for the whole, ne'er labors he, — 
Of many drops is formed the sea, — 

By water mills are driven ; 
Therefore the wolTs wild species flies, — 
Knit are the state's enduring ties," 
Thus Puffendorf and Feder, each 
Is ex catJiedrd wont to teach. 

Yet if what such professors say. 

Each brain to enter durst not, 
Nature exerts her mother-sway, 
Provides that ne'er the chain gives way, 

And that the ripe fruits burst not. 
Meanwhile, until earth's structure vast 
Philosophy can bind at last, 
'Tis she that bids its pinion move. 
By means of hunger and of love ! 

Edyar Alfred Bowring, 



PEGASUS IN THE YOKE. 
STTO a public fair—a cattle-fair, in short. 
Where other things are bought and sold — ah, sad to 

tell I— 
hungry poet one day brought 
The Muse's Pegasus, to sell. 

irill neighed the Hippogriff and clear. 

And pranced, and reared, displaying his proud frame, 

ill all exclaimed in wonder, who stood near, 

'^ The noble royal beast I But what a shame 

is slender form by such a hateful pair 

Of wings is spoiled I He'd set oil' a fine post-team 

well." 
The race," say others, '' would \ye rare *, 
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But who'd go posting through the air ? " 

And lose his money no one will. 
A farmer mustered courage, though, at length : 

" The wings, indeed," he says, " will be no profit ; 

But them one might tie down, or crop them off; it 
Then were a good horse for drawing — it has strength. 
I'll give you twenty pounds, sir, win or lose." 
The seller, too delighted to refuse, 
Cried out, " Agreed 1 " and eagerly the offer seized. 
Hans with his bargain trudged off home well pleased. 



The noble beast was harnessed in. 
But felt th' unwonted burden to be light, 
And off he set with appetite for flight, 

And soon his wild careering would begin, 

And hurled the cart in proudest rage 

Over a precipice's edge. 

"Well doncl" thought Hans. "We wisdom from 
experience borrow ; 
I'll trust the mad beast with no loads again. 

I've passengers to take to-morrow ; 
He shall be put in leader of the train. 

By using him, two horses I shjill spare ; 

He'll learn in time the collar, too, to bear." 

They went on well awhile. The horse was fleet. 
And quickened up the rest; and arrow-swift the 

carriage flies. 
But now what next? With look turned to the 
skies, 
And unaccustomed with firm hoof the ground to beat. 
He leaves the sure track of the wheels, 
True to the stronger nature which he feels, 
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Qs through marsh and moor, o'er planted field 
and plain , 

e same fury seizes all the train, 
will help, no bridle hold thera in, 
the mortal fright of all within, 
ich, well shaken and well smashed, brings up 
plight on a steep hill's top. 

[8 not quite the thing I no— no 1 " — 

Hans, considering, with a frown : 

s way I shall never make it go. 

see if 'twill not tame the wild-fire down, 

k him hard, and keep him low." 

Ell's made. The beast, so fair and trim, 

three days are gone, looks gaunt and grim, 

to a shadow shrunk. '' I have it 1 I have found 

it now ! " 
[ans. "Come on now. Yoke me him 
e my strongest ox before the plough." 

, so done. In droll procession now, 

and winged horse before the plough. 

ing steps the grifiin, strains what little might 

;ing's left in him, to take his fond old flight. 

; deliberately steps his neighbor, 
loebus' high-souled steed must bend to his slow 

labor, 
tv, by long resistance spent his force, 
rembling limbs he can no longer trust, 
owed with shame, the noble, godlike horse 

to the ground, and roUs him in the dust. 

!urs6d beast ! " Hans breaks out furious now, 
scolds and blusters, while he lays the blows on .; 
ire too poor, then, even for the plough ! 
rascal I so my ignorance to impose on I " 
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3nbcm er nod^ in feine« 3orne« SBut^ 
Die 9)eitf^e fc^mingt, fommt fllnf unb too^Igentttt) 
(Sin lufliger (^efed bie @tra§e ^ergfaogftu 
Die Sitter flingt in feiner (eic^ten ^anb^ 
Unb burd^ ben blonben ©d^mudf bet ^aavt 
©d^lingt 8i«Hc^ f!d^ ein golbned Sanb. 
SBo^in, greunb, mit bent munberlic^en $aare? 
Sfluft er ben ©au'r »on »eitem an. 
Der SSogel unb ber Dc^d an ein em @eili^ 
3d^ bitte bic^, mldj ein ©efpannl 
^infl bu auf eine Heine S^eile 
Detn 3)ffrb aur 9)robe mir tjertraun? 
®ib 8ld>t, bu foUjt bctn SBunber f*aum 

Der ^ippogr^pl^ trirb au^gefpannt, 
Unb lac^elnb fc^mingt flc^ i^m ber 3ungting auf ben 

^itden. 
Staum ftt^It bad S^ier bed STleiflerd flc^re $anb, 
©0 fnirfc^t ed in bed 3"9^^^ ©anb 
Unb fleigt, unb Sli^e fprit^n aud ben befeelten Sliden. 
9lic^t me^r bad tjor'ge SBefen, foniglic^, 
ein Oeifl, ein ®ott, er^cbt ed fic^, 
SntroUt mit einem "SJlal in ©turmed SBel^en 
©er ©c^njingen ^xad^t, fc^ie^t braufenb ^immelan, 
Unb e^ ber ©lidf i^m folgen fann, 
Sntfd^tpebt ed ju ben blauen ^o^em 



|)a6 §pief 5e6 c^e6en5. 

SBoUt i:^r in meinen ^aflen fc^n? 
©ed 2ebend ©picl, bie SBclt im ^Icinen, 
®lcic^ foU (le eurcm Slug' erfc^einenj 
9lur mitf t il^r nid^t gu na^e ftel^n, 
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And while in this way angrily he goes on, 
And swings the lash, behold 1 upon the way 
A pleasant youth steps up so smart and gay. 
A harp shakes ringing in his hand, 

And through his glossy, parted hair 
Winds glittering a golden band. 

" Where now, friend, with that wondrous pair ?'* 
From far off to the boor he spoke. 

" The bird and ox together in that style I 
I pray you, man, why, what a yoke 1 

But come, to try a little while. 
Will you intrust your horse to me ? 
Look well, a wonder you sliall see." 

The Hippogriff's unyoked, and with a smile, 

The youth springs lightsomely upon his back. 
Scarce feels the beast the Master's certain hand, 
But gnashes at his wings' confining band, 

And mounts, with lightning-look, the airy track. 
No more the being that he was, but rojrally, 
A Spirit now, a God, up mounteth he ; 

Unfurls at once, as for their far storm-flight. 
His splendid wings, and shoots to heaven with fierce, 

wild neigh ; 
And, ere the eye can follow him, away 

He melts into the clear blue height. 

John 8. JDwighL 



THE PUPPET-SHOW OF LIFE. 

Thou'kt welcome in my box to peep I 
Life's puppet-show, the world in little, 
Thou'lt see depicted to a tittle, — 

But pray at some small distance keep 1 
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»Tte by the torch of love aloue, 
By Cupid's taper, it is shown. 

See, not a moment void the stage is 1 
The child in arms at first they bring, — 

The boy then skips, — the youth now storms and rages,- 
The man contends, and ventures everything I 

Each one attempts success to find, 

Yet narrow is the race-course ever : 

The chariot rolls, the axles quiver, 
The hero presses on, the coward stays behind, 
The proud man falls with mirth-inspiring fall, 
The wise man overtakes them all I 

Thou seest fair woman at the barrier stand, 
IfVith beauteous hands, with smiling eyes. 
To glad the victor with his prize. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



TO A YOUNG FRIEND DEVOTING HIMSELF 
TO PHILOSOPHY. 

Severe the proof the Grecian youth was doomed to 
undergo. 

Before he might, what lurks beneath the Eleusinia, 
know — 

Art thou prepared and ripe, the shrine— that inner 
shrine — to win ? [within ? 

Where Pallas guards from vulgar eyes the mystic prize 

Know'st thou what bars thy way ? how dear the bar- 
gain thou dost make, 

When but to buy uncertain good, sure good thou dost 
forsake ? 

Feel'st thou sufficient strength to brave the deadliest 
human fray — 
47 
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Scnit n^ T^cr^sT mt ^3, Sinn unb (Sebanks 

entgwein? 
S^srt acnu;;. nr:: Isf 3>nf^I^ unfhrbUd^er ^pbra go 

ringtn, 
Bia ^rs n£32 iM Hx fdhft mSnnlid^ entgrgcn |ii 

ge^n? 
Sii: ^tt ti3UEa Siein^inl, bed ^ergend ^eiligcr Un« 

f*ttlb 
^ R:t;jr9n: %c Imju bcr bic^ aU ffia^r^eit 9er« 

fu*t? 
^tmtw !« ::l ^» ^^QfTi im figtnen Sufm nUftt 

^iv» ^T« :AiiS3t ;?(£Bb, c^c bcr ©(^lunb bi^ 

tterfd^Iingt ! 
r:.^^i^ . 'Hr« -v*'-^ i'liJc isr jlurjten in tiefeit yiad^t 

nur; 
^:.,<* it ^ .-itJai-^^vCxTrt rcatelt tic jtintbcit ta^in. 
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jii^ txt;ht iii ia 5d>attcnbirbcrn wcibcn, 
>s tt ivv. ;;i:?a ^ibcin bad SBefcn ubcrfleiten, 
•f:-. •-i.v.:*-cN'n :?x:np tic JE^ojfnung ^intcrge^n? 
^'t4.'-.fai x.it ^ ^:f :ii>abr&cit fc^n. • 
Cv^ .W-? r:: anncm 333a^n mcin ganjcr ^immcl 

f^winbcn, 
^u i-:-* :« rrtcn (Pcijl, ben bcr crl^abnc glng 
^i>% o^ii>srt.cK 5lcicb bcr 'SWoglic^fcitcn trug^ 
^ ^•H.^-t«>cn xnit jbrcngcn ^c^tln binbcn; 
*; ;- -V. li ^IbfT nbcrwinbcn, 

Xv t^^Aic ^i* »ar*tbarc bcr 9lot^ 
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When Heart from Reason — Sense from Thought, shaL 
rend themselves away ? 

Sufficient valor, war with Douht, the Hydra-shape, to 
wage ; 

And that worst foe within thyself with manly soul en- 
gage ? 

With eyes that keep their heavenly health — the inno- 
cence of youth 

To guard from every falsehood, fair beneath the mask 
of Truth ? 

Fly, if thou canst not trust thy heart to guide thee on 
the way — 

Oh, fly the charmed margin, ere the abyss engulf its 
prey. 

Bound many a step that seeks the Ught, the shades oi 
midnight close ; 

But in the glimmering twilight, see — how safely Child 
hood goes ! 

Sir Edward Bulwer LytUm. 



THE POETRY OF LIFE. 

rT>f\ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

" Who would himself with shadows entertain, 

Or gild his life with lights that shine in vain, 

Or nurse false hopes that do but cheat the true ? — 

Though with ray dream my heaven should be resigned- 

Though the free-pinioned soul that once could dwell 

In the large empire of the Possible, 

This work-day life with iron chains may bind. 

Yet thus the mastery oYt ourselves we tind. 

And solemn duty to our acts decreed. 

Meets us thus tutored iu tlie hour of need. 
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With a more sober and submissive mind 1 

How front Necessity — yet bid thy. youth 

Shun the mild rule of Ufe's calm sovereign, Truth ?'» 

So speak 'st thou, friend, how stronger far than I, 

As from^ Experience — that sure port serene — 

Thou look'st ; and straight, a coldness wraps the sky, 

The summer glory withers from the scene, 

Scared by the solemn spell ; behold them fly, 

The godlike unages that seemed so fair I 

Silent the playful Muse— the rosy Hours 

Halt in their dance ; and the May-breathing flowers 

Fall from the sister-Graces' waving hair. 

Sweet-mouthed Apollo breaks his golden lyre, 

Hermes, the wand with many a marvel rife ; — 

The vail, rose-woven by the young Desire 

With dreams, drops from the hueless cheeks of Life. 

The world seems what it is — A Grave I and Love 

Casts down the bandage wound his eyes above, 

And sees /—He sees but images of clay 

Where he dreamed gods ; and sighs— and glides away 

The youngness of the Beautiful grows old. 

And on thy lips the bride's sweet kiss seems cold ; 

And in the crowd of joys — upon thy throne 

Thou sitt'st in state, and hardenest into stone. 

Sir Inward Bulwer LytUm, 



TO GOETHE. 

On his PB0DUC190 VoLTAiBE'B Mohammed on the Staob. 

THOU who hast redeemed us from false fetters, 

Hast led us back on Nature's holy soil ; 
Who, mighty ev'n while young, hast crushed the abet- 
tors 

Of foreign taste, whose slimy serpents coil 

\ 
\ 
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Boand German genius, stifling native letters ; 

In temples reared by thiy niiijeslic toil, 
Why wouldst thou worship upon ruined altars 
Strange muses which the heart, to honor, falters ? 

To native art our stage is consecrated. 
Our people's hearts for German muses glow ; 

The reign of foreign gods is abrogated ; 
A German Pindus we can boldly show. 

A sanctuary we've conquered, though belated, 
Where German songs like mighty torrents flow ; 

By following Grecian art and British methods, 

We've built up monuments to better gods. 

Where despots rule, where nations homage tender 
To spurious greatness and its sickly bloat, 

Will art its noblest manhood soon surrender ; 
By Louis' favors pampered it may gloat, 

And borrow lustre from his courtly splendor ; 
In freedom's ether it should ever float. 

Of its own fulness should inspire its lyre, 

^nd, loving truth, burn with her holy fire. 

Then why wouldst thou renew the rigid ruling 
Of former ages and their measured play ? 

And why wouldst thou subject us to the schooling 
Which was our lot in childhood's foolish daj ? 

Wouldst thou not spurn it as pernicious fooling, 
With daring hand the wheel of time to stay ? 

On wings it rolls along the path of ages, 

And with the old the new a battle wages. 

The narrow stage has widened its dimensions, 

Upon its boards we see a moviug world ; 
We've ceased to love rhetorical pretensions. 
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Vtnx bcr 9lahir gctrcued Silb gefaUt; 
SBerbannet ifl t)cr Sittcn falfc^e ©trciti^f, 

jDic Sclbenfd^aft cr^ebt bic frcien lone, 

Unt) in bcr SCa^r^cit pnW man ba« ©(^one* 

jDo(!^ Uid^t gqimmert nur i{l S^efpid SBagen, 
Unb er if) gleic^ bent ac^eronf fci^en Statin ] 
9lur (B6^atttn unb 3bole fann er tragen, 
Unb brangt ba« ro^e Sebcn (left ^eran, 
@o bro'^t bad (ei(^te ga^r^eug umjuf^Iagen, 
Da« nur bie fliici^f gen ®ei|lcr fa|fen fann. 
Dcr ©c^ein foU nie bie SBirflid^feit txxtid^tn, 
Unb fiegt Vlatnx, fo ntup bie jtunfl entmeic^en* 

Dcnn auf bcm bretternen ®erufl ber ©cene 

SBirb cine 3bealn>elt aufget^an. 

9li(]^t« fei ^ier toa^x unb mirflitfe, aU bie 2:6rane; 

jDic 3flii^rung rul^t auf fcinem ©innenira^n. 

Slufric^tig i|) bie wa^re "^clpommt, 

©ie fiinbigt nic^td aid eine gabel an, 

Unb ivcip burc^ tiefc SSa^r^eit ju fnt3ii(fett5 

Die falf^e (lellt fid^ wa^r, urn gu beriirfen. 

e« bro^t bie ^unfl \)om ©d^aupla^ gu wrf^wlnbttt^ 
3^r wllbcd SHcicfe be^auptet 5>^anta(!e; 
DicSiiHe wiU pc tt>ie bie SB el t ent^unben, 
jDad 9liebrigftc unb ^b6^\it menget fte. 
9lur bci bcm granfen n>ar nocft Jtunfl ju ftnben, 
Srf^wang er glci^ i^r ^ol^cd Urbilb nie; 
®cbannt in unoeranberlici^cn ©d^ranfcn 
JE)aU er fie fefl, unb nimmcr barf fte iranfen. 

Sin l^eitiger Se3ir! ifl ibm bie ©cenc; 
5?erbannt an^ i^rem feftlid^en ®ebiet 

6d)iUcti \&mml\. ^tx\t. Y. 21 
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And nature's noble banner is unfurled ; 
Our spirit soars above all false conventions, 

By human impulse is our hero hurled 
From deed to deed ; or moved by tender passion, 
And truth and beauty have become our fashion. 

But Thetis' chariot is of light construction, 
Like Acheron's boat it gently glides along ; 

It would upset, its fate would be destruction. 
If freighted with life's rude and boisterous throng ; 

It carries floating shades, or bold productions 
Of fancy's airy mist and noble song. 

The fitful phantoms of the stage should ever 

A graceful art and vulgar nature sever. 

Upon the boards we show with charming diction 
The ideal world of beauty and of joy ; 

The heart is sweetly moved by warm affliction, 
Its gushing tear unmixed with base alloy. 

!Melpomene rules in the sphere of fiction. 
Yet will her truth the gentle heart decoy ; 

And teaching wisely, warm the soul with pleasure, 

Shun spurious art and her pretentious measure. 

Art threatens to forsake our public places. 
And fancy rushes wildly on her track ; 

Inflames the stage like common sporting races. 
With high and low, exulting, at her back. 

The Frenchman has preserved her purer traces, 
Though of the highest type there is a lack ; 

He holds her spellbound, within lines as rigid 

As the inspirations of his muse are frigid. 

To him the stage is holy, consecrated 
To classic language, not to vulgar sport ; 



A 
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Its sacred precincts are not desecrated 

By rude neglect or plebeian retort. 
In measured order every fact is stated,/ 

And taste and melody the words assort ; 
All parts into a solemn temple joined, 
Where rhythm and motion are with grace entwined« 

We cannot greet the Frenchman as our teacher, 
His art is not inspired with living fire ; 

His manners may befit a courtly preacher : 
We cherish truth, and scorn opinion's hire. 

We may respect his art and may beseech her 
To guide to purer forms us with her lyre ; 

She may restore the stage to noble efiulgence. 

And free it from the stains of rude indulgence. 

Charles J, Hempelj M,D, 



TO MISS SLEVOIGT. 

ON THE OCCASION OF HER MARRIAGE WITH DR. STURM. PEBSSMTBD 
BY ONE MOTHERLY AND FIVE SISTERLY FRIENDS. 

Faib bride, attended by our blessing, 

Glad Hymen's flowery path 'gin pressing I — 

We witnessed with enraptured eye 
The graces of thy soul unfolding, 
Thy youthful charms their beauty moulding 

To blossom for love's ecstasy. 
A happy fate now hovers round thee, 

And friendship yields without a smart 
To that sweet god whose might hath bound thee •,— 

He needs must have, he hath thy heart I 

To duties dear, to troubles tender. 
Thy youthful breast must now surrender, 
Thy garland's summons must obey. 
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Each toying infantine sensation, 
Each fleeting sport of youth^s creation, 

For evermore hath passed away ; 
And Hymen's sacred bond now chaineth 

Where soft and flutt'ring Love was shrined ; 
Yet for a heart, where beauty reigneth, 

Of flowers alone that bond is twined. 

The secret that can keep for ever 

In verdant links, that nought can sever, 

The bridal garland, would'st thou find ? 
'Tis purity the heart pervading, 
The blossoms of a grace unfading. 

And yet with modest shame combined, 
Which, like the sun's reflection glowing, 

Makes every heart throb blissfully ; — 
'Tis looks with mildness overflowing. 

And self-maintaining dignity I 

Edgar Alfred Bowring. 

GRECIAN GENIUS. 

TO METER IN ITALY. 

Though mute to the thousands who question him 
with deaf hearts, [friend. 

He holds familiar .converse with thee, his intelligent 
Charles J, Hempel^ M.D. 



VERSES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A 
FRIEND. 

HERR VON MECHELN OF BASLE. 

Nature in charms is exhaustless, in beauty ever re- 
viving ; 

And, like nature, fair art is inexhaustible too. 

Hail, thou honored old man I for both in thy heart 
thou preservest [lot I 

Living sensations, and thus ue'er ending youth is thy 

Eihjar Alfred B(rwrin<^. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN THE FOLIO-ALBUM 
OF A LEARNED FRIEND. 
Once wisdom dwelt in tomes of ponderous size, 

While friendship from a ixKjket-book would talk ; 
But now that knowledge in small compass lies, 

And floats in almanacs, as light as cork, 
Courageous man, thou dost not hesitate 
To open for thy friends this house so great I 
Hast thou no fear, I seriously would ask. 
That thou may^st thus their patience overtask? 
Edgar Alfred Bowring. 



THE PRESENT. 
Ckosier and Ring, right welcome — on flasks of Rhen- 
ish imprinted I 
Whoso thus waters his sheep, truly a shepherd I call. 
O thou thrice-blessed drink I by the Muse I earned 

thee. The Muse too 
Sent thee — the Church herself stamps with her signet 
thy worth. 

John Herman Merivale, Esq.j F.8.A. 



WILLIAM TELL.* 
When rugged forces break in hostile fractions, 

And blind resentment stirs the flames of war ; 
When 'mid the strife of fierce contending factions 

The voice of Justice scarce is heard from far; 
When rage unchained all crimes and shameless actions. 

When daring Will would reach the furthest star ; 
The anchor lost that formed the State's dependence ; 
No season this for joyful song's attendance. 



• Thea€ verst'S won? soiit by Schiller to the then Electoral Iligb 
rbanccUor, with a copy of his WUliam ItU. 
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But when a race content with Pastoral Messing, 
Its flocks depasturing on the accustomed plains, 

Hath spumed the yoke of tyrant power oppressing, 
Yet pays the tribute reverend use ordains ; 

In joy, in misery, still itself possessing ; 
— This — this is praise that asks immortal strains : 

The picture this I fain would bid thee see — 

Thou knows't it— all that's great belongs to thee I 
John Herman Merivale, Esq,y F,8,A. 



TO THE HEREDITARY PRINCE OF WEIMAR, 

OK HIS PROCEEDING TO PABI8. 

Sung in a circle of friends. 

Bring then the last full cup I — the wine-cup flowing 

To our loved Traveler bring — 
From this our peaceful vale to-morrow going. 

Which nursed his early spring I 

He tears himself from Fatherland asunder, 

From dearest friends away, 
To view that proud free town— the nations' wonder^ 

Gorged with the nations' prey. 

Now discord flees ; the thunder-storm has ending ; 

War lies in fetters held ; 
And in the Crater we may gaze, descending, 

Whence late the Lava welled. 

Oh may'st thou by a fiivoring Fate be driven 

O'er life's wild course, secure I 
Pure is the heart to thee by nature given — 

O bring it back as pure I 

Those realms thou shalt survey, so late disseated 
By Battle's furious steeds, 
48 
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!Do4 ISd^flnb grit^t ber gfriebe bit OcfDfec 
Unb flreut bit golbne @aat. 

2)en alten Sater 9t^ein tvirft bu Bcgrii^ 

3)er betned gro^en 9(^n« 
®fbfn!en »irb, fo lang fein Strom tvitb fliepai 

3nd Sett bed Ocean«* 

!Dort l^ulbige bed ^Ibett gropeit SRanen 

Unb opfere bent 9l^ein, 
jDem alten ®ran|en(^uter ber iSttmantn, 

Son feinem elgtten fBdn, 

!Dap bic^ ber oaterlSnb'fd^e ®ei|t begleltf^ 

^enn bic^ bad fc^wanle Srett 
i^inubertragt auf Jene linfe ©eite^ 

SBo beuifc^e Xreu ))erge^t* 



per ^nfriff bed neuen Sa^rQunberte. 

lUi ♦♦♦ 

ebler Sreuttbl ffio offnet (Ic^ bem griebm^ 
20o ber grei^eit flc^ ein Sufluc^tdort? 

Dad 3a^r^unbert ifl im (&turm gefci^teben, 
Unb bad neue offnet f{(6 mit 3Rorb* 

Unb bad Sanb ber Sanber ifl ^t^oitn, 
Unb bie alten Sormen jliir^en ein; 

9ltc^t bad SBeltmeer ^emmt bed j^rieged ZoUn, 
9^i(^t ber l^ilgott unb ber alte 9l^ein. 

3wo gewalf ge SRationen ringen 

Urn ber ^e(t adeinigen Sefl0; 
3l0er Sanber grei^eit 3U oerfc^Iingen, 

@c^wingen f!e ben Dreiaad unb ben Slif^ 
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Where smiling Peace once more the fields hath greeted. 
And strewed the golden seeds. 

Old Father Rhine thoa shalt salute, who never 

Will let the fame be dead 
Of thy great grandsire, whilst his wave forever 

Bolls on to the Ocean bed. 

There to the Hero's Manes homage render, 

And full libations pour 
Of his own wine to that old Flood, defender 

Of the Germanic shore— 

For that thy country's genius may attend thee, 

When to the further bank, 
Where German foith is wanting to befriend thee, 

Borne on thy bark's frail plank. 

John Herman MaHvale, Esq,^ F.S.A. 



THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE NEW 
CENTURY.* 



« « 



TO 

" Noble friend ! say where may Freedom banished, 
Where may stricken Peace a refuge find, 

Now the Century in storm hath vanished. 
And the next in carnage treads behind — 

" And the bond of nations rent asunder. 
And old forms swifl hasting to decline ; 

Nor does Ocean stay the battle's thunder. 
Nor the Nile-god, nor the ancient Rhine. 

** Two gigantic rival states, contending 

For the sole dominion of the world. 
O'er all laws, all birthrights else impending. 

Have the trident and the lightning hurled. 



* See note *. 
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®oIb mtt^ if^ntn jebe Sanbf^aft loSgeii, 
Unt), wie Srennud in ber ro^en 3^.^ 

Segt ter ^ranfe feiiten tl^xntn IDegm 
3n t)ie ^age ber ©ereci^tioteit 

@eine ^anbcldflotten fhfdt ber Sritte 

®ierig n>ie ^olppenarme and, 
Unb bad fRtid^ ber freien ampl^itrite 

SBid er ft^Uepen, »ie fein eignetf ^ait6« 

3u bed ©iibpold tiie erBIicften Sternen 
Dringt fetn rafllod unge^emmter Sauf; 

aUe 3ttfeln fpurt er, aUt fernen 
Aiiflen — nur bad ^arabied iii^t auf* 

Sd^, itmfonfl auf atlen Sanber^arten 
@pa6fl bu nac^ bem feligen ©ebiet, 

SCo ber grei^eit emig gruner ®artcn, 
2Bo ber 2»enf(^^clt fd^one Sugenb btu^t 

Cnblod liegt bic ®elt ttor beinen Sliden, 
Unb bic ©cftifffal^rt felbjl ermi§t fie Uum; 

Dod) auf il^rem unermeffneu Sftucfen 
3|l fiir ac^cn ©ludflid^e nid^t SHaum* 

3n bed J^erjend ^eilig jlitle Slaume 
97lu§t bu flie^en au^ bed Sebend Drang 1 

§reibeit ifl nur in bem fRtid^ ber Xraume, 
Unb bad @d^one blit^t nur im ®efang» 



S)ie Stufe fci^toeigt; mit iungfrauUc^en SBangex, 
Srrot^en im ))erf(^amten 2lngefl(^i, 
£ritt fie ))or bid^, i^r Urtl^eil au empfangen; 
®ie aifttt ed, boc^ furc^tet pe ed nid^L 
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*^Gk>ld must ransom every nation's charter; 

And, like Brennus in those elder days, 
Here his iron sword the Gaul for barter 

lu the wavering scale of justice lays ; 

^' There his fleets the Briton, rich and mighty, 

Polypus-like, stretches o'er the deep. 
And the kingdom of free Amphitrit6 

Closes as his own peculiar keep. 

'' To the south-pole's hidden constellations 
In his restless, boundless course he flies — 

To all isles — all coasts of furthest nations — 
All — but only those of Paradise. 

" Vainly o'er the world's wide surface ranging, 
Wouldst thou seek that blessed spot to know. 

Where bright freedom's verdure smiles unchanging, 
Where life's earliest flowers undying blow. 

^' Endless spreads the globe's vast floating mansion. 
Scarce may sail its bulk enormous trace ; 

Yet not all throughout its huge expansion 
Can ten happy beings And a place. 

** To the heart's still chamber — deep and lonely — 
Must thou flee from life's tumultuous throng. 

IFreedom in the land of dreams is only, 
And the Beauteous blooms alone in song." 

John Herman Merivale^ Esq.^ F.8.A. 



FAREWELL TO THE READER. 

A KAIDEN blush O'er every feature straying, 
The muse her gentle harp now lays down here. 

And stands before thee, for thy judgment praying,- 
She waits with reverence, but not with fear ; 
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!Dfd ®uten Seifad munfd^t fie gu txtatiQtn, 
Den SBa^r^dt ru^rt, ben glimmer nid^t befli^t; 
9lur tt)em ein ^erj, empfanglid^ fur bad ®d^Snc^ 
3m Sufen f(i&I5gt, ijl »ert:^, ba§ er (le fr5nc 

SRic^t ISnger »offen biefe Sieber leben, 
Slid bid i^r Stlan^ ein fu^Ienb $er) erfreut, 
9Rit fc^onern ^l^antafieen ed umQtbtn, 
Su ^ol^eren ©eful^Ien ed gewei^t; 
3ur fernen 9lad^»elt woden fie nid^t fc^mebeii, 
©ie tonten, fie toerl^atten in ber 3eit. 
Ded ^(ugenblided Suft l^at fie geboren, 
®ie flie^en fort im lei^ten Zan^ ber ^oren* 

Dcr Sena ertpad^t, auf ben erwarmten Sriften 
©c^ie§t fro^cd Seben Jugenblic^ ^erttor, 
Die ©taube iDiirjt bie Suft mit 9le!tarbiiften^ 
Den ^immel fiidt tin muntrer ©Sngerc^or, 
Unb 3ung unb ^(t erge^t flc^ in ben Suften, 
Unb freuet fic^ unb ^d^xotl^t mit ^ug' unb D^r* 
Der Sena entfliebt! Die 9(ume fd^iegt in ©amen, 
Unb teine bleibt ))on aUtn, »elc^e famen« 
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kst &rewell for his kind smile delaying, 

om splendor dazzles not, who holds truth dear. 

and of him alone whose soaring spirit 

lips the Beautiful, can crown her merit. 

simple lays are only heard resounding, 
ile feeling hearts are gladdened by their tone, 
brighter fantasies their path surrounding, 
nobler aims their footsteps guiding on. 
Dming ages ne^er will hear them sounding, 
jy live but for the present hour alone ; 
assing moment called them into being, 
as the hours dance on, they, too, are fleeing. 

pring returns, and nature then awaking, 
-sts into life across the smiling plain ; 
shrub its perfume through the air is shaking, 
[1 heaven is filled with one sweet choral strain ; 
5 young and old, their secret haunts forsaking, 
th raptured eye and ear rejoice again, 
pring then flies, — to seed return the flowers, 
[lought remains to mark the vanished hours. 

Edgar Alfred Bowring, 
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S E M E L E, 



IN 



TWO SCENES. 



(829) 



A 






(330) 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Juno. 

Semele, Princess of Thebes. 

Jupiter. 

MeBC'JRIUS. 

SCENE IS ENACTED IN THE PALACE OT KINO 
CADMUS, or THEBES. 



(330) 
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(flel0t (mi f!fttm Qagcn, von dner IDoIfc smgclaOL 

^intoeg ben geflugelten SBagen, 
9)fauen 3wno«; crwartet mein 
^uf Sitl^arond toolfigtem ®ipfeL 

(CDaScn sub QDoUe I»crf4»tiibc8.) 

^tt» fct S^d^up^r ^^^^ meined graueit Si'nte^l 

®ei grimmig mix gegru^t, feintfeUg Dac!^, 

^tx^a^M g)flafler! — J^ier atfo bit Btittt, 

©0 wiber mcincn 2:orud 3"piter 

3m ^ngefic^t bc3 feufd^en Za^td ^xtotlil 

J^ler, »o cin SBcib fld^, cine v^tcrblid^e, 

Srfrcd^t, cln ftaubgcbilbctcd ®cfd^6pf, 

Sen X)onnerer aud meinem ^rm gu f^mei^elit 

^n i^ren iipptn il^n gefangen ^a(t I 

3uno! 3uno! Sinfam 

®te^(l bu, (le^fl »erla(fcn 

^uf bed ^immcU 2:^ron ! 

9leid^Iid^ bampfen bie ^Itare, 

Unb bit beugt flc^ jebed ^nie. 

fSSa€ i(l o^nc2iebe(5^re? 

SBad bcr ^immcl o^ne fte? 

ffie^e, belnen ©tolj gw beuf^en, 
9Ru§te aSenud au« bem ©d^aume (leigen ! 
©otter bet^orte, 

9Renfd^en unb ©otter i^r gaubrifd^er Slidf I 
SBe^e, beinen ©ram ^n mtt^xtn, 
^n^t' ^ermione Qcbaren, 
Unb tternic^tet ijl bein ©(u(f I 



riRST SCEN'E. 

JUNO. 

{8t^p9 out qfkerphd&cnf enveloped in a elomd,) 

Away with the winged chariot, 

Await me, birds of Juno, 

Upon Cithseron'8 cloudy summit. , 

(C^ariol and douda dUappear,) 

Hail I habitation of my ancient wrath I 
I greet thee with fierce anger, hostile roof, 
Oh, hated pavement I Here it is. 
Where Jupiter, in the chaste light of day, 
Most foully sins against my nuptial bed I 
And where a woman bold, 
A creature made of dust. 
Entices Zeus away from my embraces, 
And holds him chained to her own lips I 
Juno, Juno, now thou art 
Forsaken and alone 
Upon Heaven's throne I 

Incense rises from my altars. 
Every knee adores me ; 

Is there honor where love falters ? 
There's no heaven without thee. 

Woe, my pride to bend, 
Venus had to ascend 
From ocean's foam. 
Her enchanting glance 
Insnared gods and men ; 
My grief to enhance 

A daughter was vouchsafed to Hermione, 
Who ruined my bliss and sullied my throne I 
(831) 
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Sin ia ni*t gfirfUn bet ®6ttcr? 
9}{(j^t @d6»efler bed Donntrrrd, 
9li(it bit ©attin bed ^errfd^enben 3ett«? 
Slec^gen nid^t bie 2((^fen bed ^^immeU 
9Reincm ®ebot? Umraufci^t ni^t mein ^anpt Ut 

olympif^e jtrovct 
^a^id^ful^Iemid^l 

ftronod' S3Iut in ben itnfltrbnd^en Sbem, 
ftoniglid^ fd^iDillt mein gSttlici^ed ^erj* 
nad^e! fRad^l 

©od fie mi(^ ungefhaft f^mS^en? 
Ungef^raft unter bie etoigen ®9tter 
SSerfen ben @treit, unb bie Srid rufett 
3n ben fro^Iid^en l^immUfd^ @aat? 
(Sitle! Sergeffcne! 

©tirb unb lerne am flpgifci^en @trom 
©ottli^ed unterfd^eiben t>on irbifd^em (Stauil 
Deine ^Rierenritflung ma^ bic^ erbritden, 
9licber bi* f^mettern 
Dcine®6tterfud^tl 

@teig' id^ t>om ^o^en Dlvmpud l^erab* 

©u^e, tterjlridenbe, 

©(i^meid^elnbe 9leben 

^ah' ic^ erfonnen; 

lob unb Scrberben 

Sauern barin* 

^oxi^, il^re Irittel 
©iena^t! 

9la^t bcm ©turj, bem geiDiffen CerberBen! 
Ser^uQe bid^, ®ott^eit, in jlerblic^ ®etoanbI 
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Am I not the queen of the gods? 

The Thunderer's sister, 

The spouse of the great ruler, Zeus? 

Do not the Heavens revolve 

By my command ? Does not the Olympian choir 

Whirl round my hrow ? 

Ha, my blood is up ! 

The blood of Chronos in the immortal veins. 

My queenly heart swells proudly in my bosom, — 

Revenge I revenge I 

Is no punishment to be meted out to her ? 

Should she vilely disgrace me, 

Sow discord among the eternal gods. 

Amid the joys of their celestial halls ? 

Vain, reckless woman I 

Die, and learn beyond the Styx 

The power of gods, the nothingness of mortal dust I 

Thy gi&ntrcosit shall weigh thee down, 

Thy soaring pride 

Shall crush thee 1 



Armed with vengeance 

I leave Olympus' lofly heights, 

Sweetly-enticing, 

Flattering discourse 

Have I contrived ; 

Death and destruction 

Are lurking in my speech. 



Hearken, her footsteps I 

She approaches I 

Certain^destruction awaits her I 

In mortal garb I must conceal my godlike form I 

(£kiQ 



i 
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!Dif ©onne wigt fi^ fdjonl 3ungfra«en, etit 
!t'urrf?miirjt ben ©aal mit fupcn Hmbrabuftct 
©trtut ^iDfen unt^ !!^ctrciffen ring^ utnljer, 
©cigcgt auc& ni4t ta^ gotbacrortrte folftcr — ^ 
gt fommt nud? nid&t — tie @onne ndgt f!4 

®cto6ft fdfn t)ie ©ottri, meme Xodbterl 

Stmtii, 
aa! eaii^' i^? Xxaum' m ®6ttet! ©eroe 

iSonr i^rt aUe Sttnme ©emel* 
Sergepu ^aben? 

£riiicie. 

?ag ait mtin ^era bt^ briidfn — tetne Slo^i^h 
£)u Ubjl? SBa^ fiifert tjon ^Iptbautw* M*^ 
J&iftier 3u mtr? Wt Uh^ bu? Du btf* bo^ 
Sloc^ immer tneitte iSiJuHfr? 

£]^ nannUft bu ttti^i^ fa. 

IEBirfl'0 Md&cn, Md t^on Seized Xftumtlttoitf 
3{^ ttunUn bin, 

©alb mirb mo&T ©ftor 
SJergfffenbflt au« ^rtbtS fficQen trlntm; 
^k ^Dd)ter jtatmu^' tnnft ^utn Set^t ni<|t 
3emrle. 
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SEMSLS {coiling behind tne acenu). 

The son is setting I hasten, maids, 

And with ambrosial fragrance fill the hall ! 

Strew roses and narcissi round about ; 

Be mindful of the gold-embroidered cushion I 

He comes not ; the sun is setting fast. 

JUNO {haslUy entering in the form of an old womtm). 

The gods be praised I my daughter I 

SEM£LE» 

Gods I Bero'e I Is this a dream ? 

JTJNO. 

Could Semele^s old nurse 
Forget her ? 

S£M£LE. 

Beroe ! By Zeus I 
Fly to my heart — thy daughter I 
Thou livest ? What brings thee hither 
From Epidaurus ? livest thou 
And art thou still my mother ? 

JTJNO. 

Thy mother ? 
I was so formerly. 

SEMTCTjB. 

Thou art so still, 
And shalt remain so, until Lethe's stream 
Intoxicates me. 

JUNO. 

Soon thy BeroS 
Will drink forge tfulness in Lethe's waves ; 
But Cadmus' daughter drinks not in this stream. 

S£M£LE. 

What, oh, kind nurse I In former times 
49 
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!lie beine 9lebe, nit ge^eimnifvoO; 

X)er ®et{l ber c^xantn ^aart fpriftt au^ Mr; 

3d^ totxt>t, fagjl bu, Set^ed Srant nid^t to^ 

^iiii0. 
@o fagf ic^, ja! 3Bad aber fpotte|l bit 
Ser grauen J^aare? — 5^H4 ^a(en fie 
9lo(6 feinen ®ott beflridet, mic bic Monbctti 

Sitmtle. 
Seraei^ ber Unbefonnenen! S3ie tooUV i^ 
Der grauen J^aare fpotten? SBerben n>o^( 
Die meinen eang btonb ))om 9tadfen fliefnt? 
SQad aber »ar'd, ba« gmifci^eR beincn 3&^neti 
Dtt murmeltep? — (Sin ®ottt 

©agf 14 ein ®ottt 
9lun ia, bie ©otter wo^nen uberofl ! 
@te anjufle^n fle^t fd^tvac^eti SRenfc^en fc^on* 
Die ®ottcr flnb, »o bu bijl — ©emelel 
fflSa^ fragfl bu mid^? 

Stmtlt. 
So0l)afteiJ ^erg! ®od^ fprlc^: 
SBad fii^rte bicft tton Spibaurud ^cr? 
Da<» bod^ »obl ni^t, baf gerit bie ®otter SDo^nen 
Urn ©emelc? 

Seim 3wpiter, nur ba«! 
©elc^ geuer fu^r in beinen SDangen auf, 
51U id^ ba0 3"piter au«|>ra(^? — Wdbt^ anberi 
51U ienc^, meiiie lodjter — ©c^recfli^ radt 
Die 9)e)l au (Spibaurud, tobtenb ®ift 
3|l ieber S;>au6:^, unb jeber 5ltbem »urget; 
Den ®obn verbrcnnt bie ^iutter, feine Sraat 
Der Srautigam, bic fcucrflainmenben 
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Thy speech was plain, not vailed in mystery ; 

The spirit of old age possesses thee ; 

I'm not to drink, say'st thou, of Lethe-s stream ? 

JUNO. 

1 said so, yes I Why scomest thou 
My hair V Because its snow-white locks 
Have not hewitehed a god like thy fair tresses ? 

8EMKLE . 

Forgive my indiscretion I Could I scorn 
Thy own gray hair ? Alas I will mine 
Forever and unchanged flow down my neck I 
What mutteredst thou between thy lips? A god ? 

JUNO. 

The gods live everywhere ; 'tis well 
For feeble mortals to implore them, — 
The gods are where thou art, my Semele I 
Why ask'st thou me ? 

Malicious heart I But speak : 
What led thy steps from Epidaurus hither ? 
Is it because the gods delight to dwell 
Near Semele ? 

JUNO. 

It is, by Jupiter I 
What fire seemed to inflame thy cheeks 
When I Slid Jupiter ?— nothing less. 
My daughter. A frightful epidemic 
Spreads fatal poison through our city's homes, 
And every breath is pregnant with destruction. 
The mother burns her sou, the flames 
Devour the bride and her betrothed : 




I^er 9)riefter, taiib ij^ i 
Drum fvintt' ^i ^atm 
"-JJltin jvct)bclaftet i>atc 
"iBort i^r erbitten fount 
5>on uniJ gu tvent^en - 
(3xlt ttiet; gebac^tcn fie, 
®i(t ©emeic fo tjiel — 
SerfleV nodj mcniger, 
Sebfi.tcn: ©cmelc ten 

drmeli 

jDie 9efl tt>ir^ morgen 
3eudIteMnii(i^! fag'dl 

^a I ifl e« toa^r, toad 
Som 3t)a bU ^um ^h 
3eudUebt bld>? 3ew« 
SBortn bed JE>immeId S[ 
SDenn in ©aturniad I 
Sapt, ®6tter, laf t bie { 
3um Drfiid fasten — 
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The lurk] pile transforms the hideous ni<4ht 
Into a horrid d ly, and ei';is.'h'<s m-icf 
Howls throa;j;h the air. What nameless woo ! 
The fiercely anj;ered Zeus strikes dowu our people. 
In vain we slaughter hecatombs to Zeus ; 
The priestly knee upon the altar bleeds. 
The God is deaf to all our supplications ; 
Therefore it is that ray woe-stricken race 
►Sends me to thee, the daughter of King Cadmus, 
With humble prayers, to intercede with Zeus, 
And to appease the exterminating wrath. 
They thought that Bero'e had power with Semele, 
And that her Semele has so much power with Zeus. 
I know no more, and understand still less 
This speech : that Semele has so much power with 
Zeus. 



SEMELE (vehemently and forgetting herself). 

The plague shall cease to-morrow ; let the people know 
Zeus loves me ; even now the plague shall cease I 

JUNO [starting up, amazed). 

What I Is this gossip true which spreads 
With thousand tongues from Ida until Hcemus ? 
Zeus loves thee ? greets thee in all the pomp 
In which Heaven's denizens admire him. 
And Juno clasps him to her loving heart ? 
Now, gods, I pray that this, my own gray hair, 
Descend to Orcus I I have lived to know, 
That Chronos' son, in all his godlike splendor, 
Came down to her whose infant-life 
My breast has nursed. 

SEMELE. 

Oh, Beroe ! he came 
A youth with fascinating beauty crowned, 




'^liif'^J^iaienliiftcn ijintc 
8ciii l^ic* tijemaitt, tie 

C£nt3uc!ent)cr, aU Drpt 

^al meintZo6^ttxl — 
Sr^cbt bcin ^crj aunt 1 
SQiemu^bad^oren fei 
SBcnn f^on ble flcrben 
Son l^iniien ritcft in be 
SBieaber? ©c^toei^fit 
Da« ^oftbarfle? «roni 
Die aRajcjlat auf rotlf^c 
Die bur^ lerriff'ne 2Bc 
SBifljl bu mix geijig fc^ 
SDtag auc^ 9)romet^eu« 
Serlie^en <^obcn — Xo 
Die Donner, bie au beii 
Sr nifber»arf, bie Don 
Die m ber £)errli(bften 



And with celestial purity and fraLrranco, 

As Hesperus cxhalt's, or Hows Ironi Eo.s- hosom. 

His limbs seenieil batlu-d in Kther's sjtarkling tlood ; 

Hyperion's gait and his majestic frown, 

When how and arrow from his shoulders quiver ; 

Or like the swelling wave with silvery crown. 

His shining robe was borne on Zephyr's wings ; 

His voice melodious like a crystal's murmur, . 

More ravishing than god-like Orpheus sings. 

JUNO. 

Ah, daughter I thy ecstatic lyre. 

Inspires thy heart with Heliconian fure I 

What melody his voice ! what heavenly bliss his glance I 

If thus thy memory-fed desire 

With Delphian pathos can thy soul entrance ! — 

And now, wouldst harshly thou conceal 

The glories which the God reveal ? 

The lightning-flashes and the thunder, 

That fiercely rend the clouds asunder ? 

Deucalion and Prometheus 

May grant a love as sweet. 

The thunderbolts belong to Zeus ; 

He laid them at thy feet. 

And made thee queenly more 

Than any queen that woman ever bore. 

SEMJSliC 

What sayest thou ? no thunderbolts he wielded ! 



Befits thee welL 



JUNO {smUing). 

Ah I this jest 



A 




9?eiii, 3 



T>n fc^tvijrft? 



Unglfidntd^el 



Seim 3f 

J»et 

2Ble »lr) 



Serlorenel Dad toax i 



StBr^euIid^e! 

6in nfli( 
au« attifa, bcr unter ( 
Dlr e^rc, ©c^am unb 



337 

None of Deucalion's sons 
Claim Jupiter's high heauty ; he came without his 
lightning. 

JUNO. 

Thou art jealous ! 

SJUoLlSl^E. 

No, BeroiS I by Zeus I 

JUNO. 

Thou swearest ? 
By Zeus I by my own Zeus ! 

JUNO {shrieking). 

Thou swearest ? 
Oh, wretch I 

SEMBLE ianxioutly). 

What ails thee, Bero'e ? 

JUNO. 

Thy speech has made thee wretched more 
Than any wretched woman on this earth I 
Deluded one, this was not Zeus I 

SEfflKiiB. 

Not Zeus ? 
Oh, horrible I 

JUNO. 

A cunning cheat 
From Attica, disguised as Zeus, 
And robbing thee of honor, shame, and virtue. 

{JSetMlefaiUdmm.) 

Yes, fall and never rise again I 

Let night surround thee ; let eternal silence 

Hide from thy ear this wicked, foul deception I 

Be cold and hard like this projecting rock I 

Oh, shame 1 The chaste day may forever now 

Flee back to Hecate's embraces. ^ 
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@o, ® otter! ®6tttr! fo mu§ Seroe 
9lad^ fedbael^tt fc^mer burc^Iebteit Xrennttitgdja^ien 
X)ie Zoster Aabmud' »ieberfe:^n! — - gro^Iocfenb 
3og id^ »on epit)aurtt0 ^er; — mlt ®(^am 
ilRu$ t^ 3uru(f nadf^ Spit^aurud fe^ren. — 
SergtDeiflungbrtn^Mdf^mit! 03ammerl OmdnSoII! 
Die ^t^ mag ru^ig bid ^ur ixotittn Ueberftbmemmung 
Sorttviitben, mag mtt aufgebaumteit Seic^en 
Den Deta ibergipfeln, mag 
®ana ©riec^enlanb in ein ®ebeinbaud toanbeln, 
S^ @emele ben ®rimm ber ®otter beugt. 
Setrogen ic^ unb bu unb ®rtec^enlanb unb aOe^l 

(ri^tet fi^ iittcrnb auf unb ^ctft einca Vrm na^ i(r an$)» 

D meine Seroe! 

^ntt0. 

Srmuntre bid^, mein $er|! 
Cietleid^t tfl*d 3eud! SSabrfc^etnac^ boc^ mo^I nic^tl 
SteQeicbt ifl'd bennoc^ 3^^^* 30t mitjfen toir'd er« 

fasten ! 
3^t mu^ er fld^ entbixQen, ober bu 
glie^fl ewig feine Spur, gtbfl ben ^bfcbeuHd^en 
Der ganjen Jobc^rad^e Zti^tUn^ prei«» — 
©d^au, tbcurc loc^ter, auf — f^au beiner Seroe 
3nd 3lngefttbt, bad fpmpatbetifd^ bir 
(Bid^ ojfnet — woflen wir i^|n nidf^t 
Serfuc^en, ©emele? 

^rmrlr. 
9?cin, bei ben ©ottern! 
3c^ ujiirb* i^n bann nicbt finben — 
^un0. 

aCiirbeP bu 
fBo^I minbcr elcnb fein,. wenn bu in bangen 3wfif^^« 
gortfc^mac^tcteft — unb weun er'e bennod) ware — 
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Thus, after years of painful separation, 
Must Beroe again meet Cadmus' daughter I 
With joyful heart I came from Epidaurus, 
Despairing I return to my cursed home. 
Oh, wretchedness I oh, grief not to be borne I 
This plague may last until a second flood 
Destroys us, and the piled-up corpses 
O'ertop O'eta and transform whole Greece 
Into a charnel-house. Semele will never 
Appease the gods and their terrific wrath. 
I am deceived, thou art, Greece is, we all are I 

r^ f^ iTf iy I A 141^ 

{Biwi tremblingly, stretching otU an arm toward her,) 

Oh, Beroe I 

JXFSO. 

Take courage, Semele I 
It may be Zeus I It may be some one else I 
If Zeus he be, then we shall know it now I 
Now he must show himself, or else 
Thou fleest his sight, and Thebes' relentless fury 
Shall visit with revenge this heartless monster. 
Look up, dear daughter, and in Beroe 's eyes 
Behold her sympathizing heart. 
Let us try him 1 

SEMELE. 

No, by the Gods I 
I should not find him then. 

JUNO. 

Wouldst thou 
Less wretched be, if doubt 
Devoured thy soul ? It may be he. 



Sn ^abcn? 

St 

i)al enti 

J 
Sl^ tarf er itit^t in t)i 

Snt^uflen mug er fid 

®a« bir tie reblic^ ti 

SBad Siebe mix i^t 311 

SoUbritiflen »irb — 

SlJ nodjf ^pperfott in 
Serfprad^ er gu erf(^ei 

Cerfpradjf er? IJeut f 

Unb »enn er eben Heb 
Die arme audeinanbc 
©0 trittfl bu — merf 
©erufert- aururf. iS*! 
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SBMELE Vtiding lier Uad in Juno's boiom). 

It is not he I 

JUNO. 

He may reveal himself 
To thee in his Olympian splendor I 
What then, oh Semeie I wouldst thou regret 
This trial of his life-preserving power ? 

SBMirLE {starting up). 

Yes, Bero'e, he shall reveal himself I 

JUNO (quickly). 

He must not sink into thy arms, unless 
Revealed in all his glory. Hear, my child, 
The counsel of thy nurse, love's whisper. 
Love will strengthen thee to do 
What I advise. When will he come ? 

He promised to appear ere into Thetis' hed 
Hyperion shall descend — 

JUNO {forgetting henelf^vehemenay). 

He did ? indeed ? 
To come again ? This day ? {Reoovenng /lerset/.) Ah, let 

him come I 
And if, intoxicated by his maddening love, 
He seeks to win thee with his outstretched arms, 
Recede as if the lightning's dart 
Had struck thee. How he will stare I 
Let him stare ! But thou, with cunning mind. 
Keep up the game, and with an icy look 
Repel him. With passion wilder still 
Will he assail thee. Woman's modesty 
Is like a dam against a rushing torrent. 



4^11 uimciftf — i>)e 

^)t mijcv iMcr alo i 

9hin birtfft bu ten ( 

lliifd)ii(t'\ie ^^Mttc ui 

^Tir fcine I'icb' unt> 

(£r fcl)iuort'i< brim ^ 

(£ntfcf)(upfen barf ex 

„&t^ foUft bu bicfcn 

,,3n aUcr ^raft, too 

„Umarmt, bu ju ber 

?a§ bic^'« nic^t fc^re 

Die ©rauen feiner Q 

Die urn i^n fradfeen, 

Den Aommenben uir 

SlufflcQen wirb, ben : 

Dad f!nb nur Icerc € 

Die ©otter t^un mit 

Der JE>errIi(^!eiten gej 

Se^arre bu nur (lart 

Unb 3utto felbft »irl 
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It waxes fiercer. Now begin to weep. 

He may have smitten the giants, may have seen 

With unmoved eye, how Briareus 

Rolled mountains toward the eternal throne — 

To beauty's tears Zeus vows allegiance. 

Thou smilest ? Ah, thy cunning far 

Surpasses all the wisdom of thy teacher. 

Then beg the god to grant a childish prayer, 

And seal his godhead and his love to thee. 

He'll swear by Styx ; the frightful oath 

Irrevocably binds him. Then say thou : 

*' Thou canst not have communion with this body, 

Unless thy glory, as enjoyed by Chronos' daughter, 

Reveals itself to Cadmus' progeny I " 

Be not afraid, oh Semele I if 

Lightning-fiashes and the pealing thunder. 

And all the horrid bugbears of his presence 

Are conjured up to hush thy bold desire : 

These are vain terrors, Semele — 

With chary hands the gods to mortal man 

Their splendors measure out. Be firm. 

And persevere in thy request, and Juno ev'n 

May envy thee with squinting eye. 



SEMELE. 

The horrid woman with her oxen eyes I 
How oft, while cradled in love's heavenly bower, 
Has he complained to me of her black bile, 
How she torments him — 



JUNO (/"// o/' urcUh, and aside, as ij embarrassed). 

Woman I Death for thy scorn I 



A 
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itmtlt. 

SBief meine Seroel — tBatf i^aft bit ba grmimM&l 

^ n ft (Mrfeiai). 

9li(i^t^ — meine @emele! Die fc^marie (SaOe qttStt 
8(u4 midjf — ein fcfearfer, jlrafenbtr SIW 
9Ru^ oft bei Sui^lenben fiir f^toar^e (BaOe gelta — 
Uttb Odt^fenaugen fittb fo tD&fle Sugea nid^t 

D pfui bo(i^, Seroel bie gatflisfleit, 
Die je in etnem Aopfe {k(!en tSnnenl 
Unb nod^ ba^u bie SQangen gelb unb gr&n, 
Ded dift^gen 9leibe^ fld^tbarlii^e @trafe — 
9Rt(^ iammert 3eud, ba§ i^n bie J(eifMn 
9»it ibrer efclbaften Siebe feine «Ra*t 
©erfcbont unb i^ren eiferfiicbt'gen ©riffen, 
Dad mug 3nond Sflab im ^immel fein. 
^tttt0 

(in ber fiuferfien SBtrwirrung unb ®ut( auf unb al Mfaib). 

9li(^td me^r bat)on ! 

Srmelr. 
2Bif, ©croc! fo bitter? 
^aV i$ »obt me^r gefagt, aU n?a{^r ifl, me^r, 
ai« nug ifl? — 

^nn0. 
^e^r l^afl bu gefagt, 
^I« wait ifl, mebr, aid fiug ifl, junged SBeib! 
^reip bic^ begliicft, »enn beine blauen ^u^tn 
Dic^ nid^t gu frit^ in Sbarond 9lacben lac^Inl 
©aturnia ^at au6^ ^Uax^ unb ^empel 
Unb »anbelt unter ©terblid^en — bie OBttlrt 
SRad^t nic^td fo fe^r, aU ^o^ntfcb 9lafenritmpfnL 

S e m e 1 e. 
@ie loanble l^ier unb fei bed {)o^ned 3^uginl 
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8BMELB. 

t ? BeroS I what was thy murmuring speech ? 

JirXO (embarrasaed). 

ing, my Semele I Black bile 
lents me too^a keen and piercing glance 
often seem black bile to cooing lovers — 
oxen eyes are not so frightful either. 

SEMELE. 

ie I More hideous eyes could not be made to stars 

in human skulls I 
green and yellow cheeks, the horrid hues 
)isonous envy I Ah, I pity Zeus, 
31 this most loathsome scold 
lents night after night with her embraces, 
watches with capricious jealousy, 
e punishment in Heaven than Ixion's wheel. 

JUNO. 

{Storming up and down in extreme rage and confiuUm,) 

B off! 

SEMELE. 

Why, Beroe, so bitter ? 
'. I said more than is discreet and true ? 

JUNO. 

more than is discreet ; 
more than true. Praise thy good luck 
{ blue eyes do prematurely not 
thee to Charon's bark I 
nia loves her altars and her temples, 
ivatches them with jealous care — 
uler crime she hates than scornful slight. 

SEMELE. 

er appear and witness my derision ! 
50 



X 




3um CrfuiJ fiiiten fell 

^' 

2LMrt einc 2Intrc n?cM 

^^ciiii jc cin ^li^ ^re 

( 

^a, ^tmtU, ftc mag \)i 

{)od^ im ^riump^e gun 
jgrnirl 

9lan toerb' in ®rie4 



J^a ! oB man auc6 t>on 
Son einem ^nbern ^61 
®6tter, ©otter werben 
©otter t)or bir nleberfn 
Sterblic^e in bemut^^)} 
2.^ or bed 3fliefent6Dterd 1 
Unb in aitternber fintfe 
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What do I care ? — My Jupiter protects 

My every hair ; what harm can Juno do me ? 

But why this idle talk, my Bero'e 1 

In all his glory Zeus appears to me 

This very day, despite Saturnia's ire, 

Ev'n though unto the realm of Stygian shades 

Her jealous heart should plunge her — 

JUNO {asidf). 

If ever 
Jove's lightning strikes its victim, then 
Some other form will wander on this path 
Before her I — 

( To Senile.) 

Yes, Semele, let envy swell her heart. 

When Cadmus' daughter, in the sight of Greece, 

Makes her triumphal ascent to Olympus I — 

S£M£L£ {with a careleu smile). 

Thinkest thou that Cadmus' daughter will 
Be known in Greece ? 

JUNO. 

From Sidon to Athene, 
Will aught more glorious strike the enchanted ear ? 
Earthward will the gods incline. 
Bend their knees before thee ; 
Men will worship at thy shrine, 
With flowering wreaths their brows entwine, 
When the thunderer's bride they see — 

SEMSLE (starting up, and embraefng her), 

Beroe I 

JUNO. 

Eternities and nascent worlds 
Will read on marble monuments, — 
Semele was worshiped here ! 
Semele, the queen of women, 



\ 



Seme 

9]ur cvfcl)ienc! 

Unba 
aCerben fic bi^ < 

Srmr 

Unb rr^oren ivtl 
©einen ®rimm 
SSfc^ftt felnen S 

Slrme 
Salb aerfdjfmllat 

9lein! Dad ^itleib in 
(81 
glie]^ nur! gtie:^ nur, n 
Da$ bi(^ 3^ud ni^t met 
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Who, by her enchanting kisses, 
Forced the king of pealing thunders 
From Olympus down to mortal dust. 
Upon Fama's ever fluttering wing 
Seas and mountains will thy glory ring— 

SEMELE {betide herteif), 

Pythia I Apollo !— How he tarries I 

JUNO. 

And with fragrant incense will 
Worshipers thy temple fill. 

SEMELS (inecstaty). 

I will hear their fears, 

Quench his lightning with my tears, 

And appease his wrath. 

I will make them hapi^. 

JTJNO (to futrseif). 

Poor thing I Never I 

(ThoughtfuOif.) 

My heart will melt — but then she called me hideous. 
I fling my pity down to Tartarus I 

(7b SemeU.) 

Flee, flee, my love ! 

Away from Zeus I he must not see thee I 

Disappointment will inflame him more. 

SEMELE. 

Ha, Beroe I Thou speakest heaven's command 1 
Earthward will the gods incline, 
Bend their knees before me ; 
Men will worship at my shrine, 




v^ciiic .UiiiK ,-!crmvilntu 
v^ciiic Uinarmuiiv^ tirl 

Xcj^, tcr tic Xoinun- lu 

20cnn nun \i)x tva6fcr; 
Untcr tc<5 geuertricfcnti 
9Mctcrfc^ini^t, wic ©or 
glorfigtcr (Bcbnee — tc 
©tatt ^er fanftcn, weic^ 
©eineeigncn Sc^recfcn 
2BiU ic6 l^cruber »om 6 
SRufcn beriiber, \>a^ in ' 
«nifberbcbt ! 5)fui be* ! 
Slidf^t fo unfanft, ©atu 

(€' 
jDrr Dorfgf <Saa 

fieni in OungIing<ge 
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With flowering wreaths their brows entwine, 
When the thunderer's bride they see I 

{Leaves hurrieeUff.) 
JUNO (looking after her triumpftatitly). 

Proud woman, and so easily deceived I 

His languid eye will burn thy frame I 

And his embrace will crush thee like a tempest. 

No human form can bear his tire I 

(, TraiusportcJ with rage and delighL) 

And if her perishable, mortal body, 

When hugged by his fierce, liery arms, 

Should melt like Hakes of snow 

Touched by the sun's bright rays ; 

And if the perjured and affrighted god 

Should hug his shadow, not his soft-armed bride — 

Exultingly my eye shall feast, 

And from Cithseron's height 

My voice shall shake his thunderbolt, 

And make him quake I Oh, fie I Satumius, fie I 

Embrace her not so rudely I 

(Leave* hurriedly.) 

(Symphony.) 



SECOND SCENE. 

THE FORMER HALL. SUDDEN BRIGHTNESS. 

Zeus in the form of a youth. Mekcurius at a distance. 

ZEUS. 

Oh, Malays son I 

MERCURIUS (kneeling, and inclining his head), 

Zeus I ^ 

ZEUS. 

On Scamander's shore 
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Dort toefnt am ®raBf fcfner ©(JSfiprtil 
Sin ©chafer — 5Ricmanb foil toeinrn, 
SlBcnn ©aturnud Uebet — 
Sluf bit lotte ind Seben gurud* 

^errnr (aufftctaib). 
!Drtne« ^aupted ein attmac^tiger tBittl 
gubrt mid) in einem ^ui ba^in, gurui 
3n rinem ^ui — 

Seraeuc^I XU id^ ob Srgo« flog, 
Aam toaUent) mir ein Opferbampf entgegen 
Xud meinen ^empeln — T>a9 ergo^te mtA, 
Da§ midfe ba« SScIf fo e^rt — grbcBc bcinen glug 
3u Scred, mciner (Sdjweflcr — fo fpricfet ^tu^i 
3cbntaufcnbfa^ foU ftc auf fiinfaig ^a^x' 
Den 3lrgicrn bic ^almcn »iebergeben — 

JSittcnt. 

Wlit gittcrnber gile 

S?oUjirccf' ic^ bfinen 3orn — mit {audbjcnbcr, 

SlUoatcr, beine JE)iiIb ; benn SBoHufl i|l'« 

Den 036ttern, S^cnfc^en ju bcgliiden ; gu t)frbfTBm 

Die ^cnf^en, i(l ben ©ottcrn ©^merj — ©cbeutl 

5i3o foil ic^ ibren Danf \)or beine Cbrcn bringen, 

^lieben im Staub ober broben im ©otterp^t 

9^ieben im ©otterf!^ ! — 3m |)alQJle 
^iDiciner ©emele I gleud^ ! 

(Wntiir gc^ al.) 

(5ie !ommt mir nid^t rntgegcn, 

sTOie fonfl, an i^re ttottuflfd)ttcaenbe Srufl 

Den ^onig bed CIpmpud ju empfangen? 

S33arum fommt meine ©emele mir nic^t 

Cntgegen ? — DebeiJ— tobted — graucnooUe* Sd^weigen 
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A shepherdess is slumbering in her grave ; 
Her shepherd is bedewing it with tears. 
No one shall weep, when Jupiter is happy 
And loves I Call back her into life I 



MERCURIUS (rising). 

Omnipotent I thy nod with lightning-speed 
Sends thither me and brings me back as quickly. 

ZEUS. 

No, tarry I on my flight past Argos, hither, 

A fragrant incense reached me from my temples ; 

I like to be thus honored by my people. 

Soar to my sister Ceres, with this message : 

From her abundant horn, for fifty years. 

Poor Ai^os shall be blessed with copious harvests. 

MBRCTJRnrs. 

With trembling haste 

I execute thy anger ; with joyous haste 

Thy merciful commands. 

The gods delight in showering happiness 

Upon mankind ; they grieve at human woe. 

Where shall the outpourings of their grateful hearts 

Be wafted to thine ear ? Below on earth, 

Or in the Olympian hall ? 

ZEUS. 

In Semele's divine abode ; be quick I 

(Mereurius departs,) 

She does not fly as she was wont to do, 

To meet me, press me to her heaving bosom. 

What desolate and death-like silence 




■Sra ! fotltc jroM tic Jvre^d 

[\n mcincr Vicbc •V'^ciliiUlni 

v3aturiiivt — (Sitbaron — 

(intfcl3cn, ^2UMiun,q I — 8 

Oktroft! 3d) bin tcin3cu 

@oll'0 Icriicn: vBcmdc! i 

2Bo ift t>ic !?uft, bic ficb er 

9lau^ anjuwe^n, bic 3cu«! 

I>r Dianfc fpotf id& — e 

Sang f*mac^tet' t*, mein 

2ln bcincm fflufen ju bcgrc 

25om n?tlt)cn ©turm bcr 2 

Unb 3w9f^ <Steu'r unb S 

Unb im ($)cnu§ ber Scligf 

D SBonncraufc^ ! ©dbft ( 

(SJIucffefge Jrunfcnl^eit ! - 

2Ga« 3ldtat unb ^Imbrofla 

I)er Iljron Clpmp^, beg Jf 

aCad Slflmad^t, (£n>ic|feif, I 

Cbne ?ie 

Der ©(^afcr, ber an fcined 

Der fifimmer an ber ©atttr 



846 

Peryades these gloomy halls, 

Where joyous sounds once pealed in merry chorus I 

No breath is stirring here ; upon Cithseron's height 

The exultant Juno stood. No longer 

Will Semele be seen to meet her Zeus. 

{Coniinuing, after a pause.) 

Ha I has with sacrilegious steps, the goddess 

Invaded love's asylum ? 

Cithaeron — Juno— her triumphant game. 

Ah, what presentiment I what horrors ! No I 

Have faith, my Semele I I am thy Zeus I 

No magic arts shall filch our heavenly bliss ! 

I am thy Zeus I thou mine ! What zephyr's breath 

Dares rudely touch thy cherished brow V 

What vile conspiracy ? Where art thou, Semele ? 

How I have longed to rest my weary head 

Upon thy breast, forgetful of the cares 

Of universal reign, divested of its symbols, 

Of sceptre, thunderbolts and royal bird. 

To revel in unutterable bliss I 

What sweet intoxication ev'n to gods I 

What is Uranos' blood, what is ambrosial nectar. 

And what Olympus' throne, and what its golden 

sceptre. 
Omnipotence, eternity ; — what are immortal gods 
Without the bliss of love ? 
A shepherd, seated by some murmuring brook. 
His head reclining on his loved one's breast. 
Unmindful of the carols of his flock. 
Would spurn ray thunderbolts. 
Behold ! she comes I Oh, pearl of all my creatures I 
Wife I — Adoration should forever crown 
The worker from whose soul such nameless beauty 
Gushed forth into a loving ibrm ! 
Adore me, for I plauued and made thee ; — 
Zeus made thee !— let him worship Zeus I 



'iVl^ein c\ar\]ti gropec ^aitcnfpic 

Xie SKcifcu nciincn, \vk t^vic al 

©Ci^cii eiuc 3 

S e m C I e C'Jn^tnt naber, 

<5 f u 0. 
^cin ©tola, mctn %bv\^n ein ^2 

(gliegt iljr cntgcpen. fie 

5Du flie^fl?— Du fc^weigft? 

^ r tl (na^ dner Paufc 

2:raumt 3«pitcr ! aSill 
3u ®runt)e flurjcn?*— ©o fp 
SBie, fcine ^Intwort ! — ®ierig 
gfla(i t)ir fic^ au« — fo po(^te \ 
X)er 3:od^ter ^Igenord entgrgen, 
©cfelug'd nie an Sct)ad Sruft, fc 

au ic^o — 

©d^weig, 3Serrat^c 

Jl f tt B (untoittifl 
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Ha I who, among my creatures, would condemn me ? 
How insignificant my worlds, my beaming stars, 
And my revolving systems !— the music of my spheres, 
As sages term it ; — oh, how dead is all 
This wondrous harmony before a living soul I 

SEMBLE {af^roachet tcUhoui looking up). 
ZEUS. 

My pride, my throne is dust I Oh, Semele I 

(Flitii to meet her; she tries to escape.) 

Thou fleest ?—art silent ?— Semele, thdU fleest ? 

SEMELE pushing him back). 

Away I 

ZEUS (afier apaitse^ amazed). 

Is this a dream ? Is nature 
Threatened with eternal chaos ? 
What, Semele, no answer ? What, my arms 
Seek thee in vain I— My heart thus never beat 
For Agenor's thrice-bless6d daughter. 
On Leda's breast ; my lips thus never burnt 
For Dana'e's concealed embraces. 

SEMELE. 

Enough, thou traitor I 

ZEUS {indignanUy, tenderly). 

Semele I 
Flee I 

ZEUS {.looking at her vcilh majesty), 

I am Zeus I 
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(Sr^lttre, ©almonew*, ntit (S^recfen toM 
Sr »iet)erfort)ern t)cn geftofelnen ®(!^mudf, 
Dctt bu gelajlert ^ajl — Du bifl ntc^t 3f«*l 

©cr ffieltbau fcrc^t im ®trbcl flc^ urn mi(i^ 
Unb nenitt mic^ fo — 

Sitmeit. 
i>al ©ottc^tajlcrungl 

fie VLB (fanflcr). 

©if, mcinc ©ottlic^e? ^on wannen bicfer Ion! 
2Ber ijl bcr 2Burm, bcr mir bein ^erg entwcnbct! 

£ e m e I e. 
9Rcin J&era war bem getuci^t, be^ 2(ff' bu bijl — 
Oft fommen iD^enfc^en unter ®5tterlan>e, 
ein 2Belb ju fangcn — Sort ! Du bijl nic^t 3ett«! 

Du gweifelfl? Jtanit an meiner ®ott^elt ©emde 
9lod^ 3»eifeln? 

Srmele (ttetmumg). 
SBarjl bu 3cuiJ ! ^ein ©obit 
De« TOorgcnnimmcrfcind foil biefcn OTunb beru^ren. 

3eu« ifl bicd J£)cra gctueibt D »arjl bu3«»^' 

<?ett0. 
Du »cincjl? 3eud ijl ba, unb (Bemcle foil toeincn? 

(9llebcrfatlcnb.) 

©pridb, forbrc! unb bic fncd^tifcfte !Ratur 
©oU jittcrnb ttorber l:oAtcr Jtabmud' Ilegen! 
®ebcut! unb ©trome mac^en gabUngd ^altl 
Unb ^cUfon unb ^auhfud unb Spnt^ud 
Unb 5lt^D«J, ^^tak unb ^l^obopc unb 5)inbu«, 
SSon mtinei 2Binfc<J 2ltlgcttalt 
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SBMEIiB. 

Thou Zeus? 
Ah, tremble, Salnioneus ; most terribly 
Will he reclaim his splendor 
Thus blasphemed — thou art not Zeus I 

ZEUS (icUh grandeur). 

This universe revolves around me, 
And calls me Zeus — 

S EM EIiE* 

Ah, blasphemy I 

ZEUS {more gubdued). 

Why, cherished goddess, whence this bitter speech ? 
What worm has robbed me of thy heart's affection ? 

SEMELE. 

My heart belongs to him whose mask thou wear'st. 

Bad men disguised as gods, have often tried 

A woman to insnare ; — Away, thou art not Zeus I 

ZEUS. 

Why doubtest thou my godhead, Semele ? 

SEM£L£ (jadiy). 

Would thou wert Zeus I I gave my heart to him ; 
No earth-bom son shall ever kiss my lips. 

ZEUS. 

Thou weepest, Semele ? Behold thy Zeus adoring I 

' (Kneels dcwn.) 

Speak, ask, and servile nature lies prostrate at thy feet ! 
Comrmind, and rivers cease to flow I 
And Helicon, and Caucasus and Cynthus, 
And Athos, Mycale and Pindus, 
Dischained by my almighty nod, 
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Lint tait^ni, ^"slucfni i^lfidi, in ten oerfin[lfrtrn ?uftfa. 
©etfutl iint> 9iorfc- unb Ofl^ un^ IBirW»iiib 
fbtia^nn ten attmad^t^rn td^t, 

^er S(i^ ^rat^tt mit Ur m^t, vttt $oI eii^ ^immd 

^r ©Dnntr ^ruHt au« taufeitbffi^em SlaAtiti 
^tr Octan fauft gejcn ben Obttt^a^ @titrttt, 
Dir flotft ber Drfati eitt ©tegtdlieb entgegen, 
©e^eut — 

Hi milt, 
34 bin cfn Sdb, dn pthtm SMI, 
SBie Tartn bor fdnem ^opf bcr li^ftt fiegn, 
DcT Jtitnfilet (nlcn bor fditer ®tatttf I 

3fit« bdet an »or fdner (Senttle! 

©teB, auf — ^V auf — SD m^ mir armtn Dtlb^ E 
3eu4 feat mdit ^rri* nut ©fitter fanit i<6 tifkn* 
Unb ©Dtter lai^en mdn, unb 3^u^ btrail^Ut nti^l 

3e«^^ to" ju bdne It giifien tl^t — 

dcntf U, 

®tfV aufl 
3*U0 tl^rond ubft ifi^rtn X^oitnfrldlnt 
Unb frottft dnttf aBiirmd in 3iino« Urmm. 

^a ! ©cmde unb Juno 1 — ffier 
einSBum? 
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Shall woo the valley and the meadow, 

And whirl, like snow-flakes, through the darkened 

air! 
Command ! And hurricanes from north and east 
Shall widely shake Poseidon's watery deep. 
The mighty sea shall in de&iuce leap 
O'er barriers, and the unfathomable abyss 
Shall send forth peals of thunder ; 
Lightnings hiss 

Through gloomy night, and rend the poles asunder I 
Old Ocean rises to Olympus' summit. 
Fierce hurricanes shall welcome thee in chorus I 
Command — 

I am a mortal woman, 
How can the worker worship his own work ? 

ZEUS. 

Pygmalion bows before his masterpiece, 
Zeus worships his own Semele I 

SEMELE (sobbing stiU more loudly). 

Arise I arise I oh woe is me, poor girl I 

Zeus has my heart, and he despises me, 

I can love none but gods, and gods laugh me to scorn I 

ZEUS. 

Zeus at thy feet I 

SEMELE. 

Arise I 
Zeus wields the thunderbolt ; he spurns 
A mortal worm in Juno's arms. 

ZEUS (vehemently)' 

Ah I Semelo and Juno I — Thou a worm ? 
51 
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Sitmtlt. 

O unaudfprec6(id) gludfic]^ mare 
Die %o6ittt Jtat)mu«* — »arjl bu 3«»* — D »el 

^enf (Mtaitf). 

(JSttdt He ^ant atU, dn Rcaeaboiien fttbt tm 6aal. Die VtufU kcglc 

bie ^rfibeinung.) 

^ennflbu mid^ nun? 
^emele. 
@tarl ifl bed SRenfc^en 9lrm, menn i^n bie ®i 

!E)ld& liebt ©aturniud — 9lur ®6tter fann 
3c^ liebcn — 

5^oc^ ! no^ jtDeifelfl bw, 
DB meine Strait nur ®6ttern abgeborget, 
yiid^t pottgcborcn fei? — Die ©otter, ©emele, 
Serlci^tt ben 9)^cnfd^en oft too^tt^atige Jlrafte, 
Do^ i^rc ©(fereden lei^en ©otter nie — 
lob unb tBerberben ifl ber ©ott^eit ©ieget, 
a:6btenb entbiiUt fic^ Supiter bir! 

(Sr xtdt tic ^anh att«. jtnaa, 9euer, 9tau4 nnb Crtbebea. VtufCt 
gUim bier unb in dufunft ben Bauber.) 

S e m e I e. 

3ie^ beine $anb jurficf ! — O ©nabe, ©nabe 
Dem armen SBolf ! — Dic^ ^at ©aturniud 
©ejeuget — 

fit VLB. 

^a\ ?eidbtfertigel 
Soil 3^w^ bent ©tarrftnn einc« SBeiSed tooM 
5)(aneten brc^n unb ©onncn flillflcl^n ^ei^en? 
3cud n?irb cd tbun! — Dft ^at ein ©otterfobn 
Den feuerfc^mangcrn '^and} ber gelfen aufgeri^t, 
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oE M KTj K» 

What bliss ineffable would swell my heart, 

If thou wert Zeus I Alas I thou art not Zeus 1 

ZEUS {rites). 

I ami 

{Sirelching otU his hand; a rainbow is seen in the hall; mutie acoompamiu 
this siffn). 

Does not this sign reveal me ? 

When helped by gods, the human arm is strong, 
Satumius loves thee ; I love none but gods. 

ZEUS. 

Still doubtest thou my god-bom power ? 

As though my power were borrowed from the gods ? 

They may invest their creature, man. 

With heavenly virtues, not with deathly terrors. 

Death and destruction are the seal of godhead. 

Behold Zeus in his might I 

{Sretching (ntt his hand; loud report, fire^ smoke and earthquake. Music 
accompanies this charm, and ail subsequent scenes (ff this character.) 

SEjiELE* 

Withdraw thy hand I 
Oh mercy, mercy for the people I 

Thou art Satumius' son I 

ZEUS. 

Ah I Can a silly woman 
Be conquered only by revolving planets ? 
Must 8uns be stopped in their eternal course ? 
A god-born man may split a mountain's womb, 
And Uames may iiisue forth at his command. 
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!Co$ fdtie Stiaft frla^mt in ZtUui S^rattbn; 
2)a« fann nur 3^^ ! 

(€r toft Me^nk ««. He Sraac «crft»bikct cl »M >Ii|&4 9Mt) 
9 f W e 1 e (tsTit tsr Oa >ktcr>. 

9Uma(!^hgrr! — D totnn 
Dtt lifbctt fotintrfl! 

(Ci virfe vtetcrsm Z«|.) 

^a 1 tie Io6trr Aabmnd* fragt 
Stxonion, oB Aronton titbcn fonnte ? 
(Sin ©ort — unb cr wirft feine ©ottbeit aB, 
S3irb gletfd^ unt) 9Iut unb flirbt nnb mirb gdidt 

Semrle. 

Dad t^ate3eu^? 

©pric^, 8cmclc, »a« meBr? 
StpoHo felbfl geflanb, ed fet dntiudtn, 
^tn^i^ unter ilKcnfd^en fein — 6in SBin! ijon bit — 

Stmeit (fSIt ibm ra bcm ^U). 

D 3wpitcr, bic ©ciber gpibaurud* f^^eltm 
(Sin t^oricfet ^abcben beine Scmele, 
!Dic, »on bem Donnerer gelicbct, nid^td 
S3on i^m crbittcn fann — 

^rn0 (*tfHa). 

Grrot^en foffen 
Die SBeibcr (SpibaurudM — ©itte ! bttte nur! 
Unb bei bcm ®tpr, be§ fc^ranfenlofe ^acbt 
Sflbjl ©otter ff(at?ifd^ beugt — wenn 3«u<J bir gaubert, 
<Bo foil bcr ®ott in cinem einj'i^en 9lu 
J^inunter mic^ in bie S^ernicbtung bonnernl 

£ e m e I e (froh auff&ringcnb). 

Daran erfenn' id) meinen 3wpiter! 
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Earth-bound is all such power ; 

Zeus rules the world I 

(He amtehet out his hand, the tun disappean. Sudden darkneu eomtt vm 
the icene.) 

8EBi£LE (fallt down btifore him). 

Omnipotent I Ah, canst thou love me ? 

(2%e niffhl di*Qppear$.) 
ZEUS. 

If Jupiter can love thee ? For thy love 
He will abjure his godhead, be transformed 
Into a form of mortal flesh and blood. 

8EMELE. 

Would Zeus do ihaJtf 

ZEUS. 

Speak, Semele I What more ? 
Apollo found it sweet to be a man 
Among his like. A single nod from thee — 
And I'm a man I 

SEMELE {hugging him). 

Oh Jupiter I by Epidaurus' women 

Thy Semele is called a silly girl, 

She loves thee, yet her love 

Can never move thy heart to grant a prayer. 

ZEUS (emphatically). 

These women shall be shamed. 

By Styx, whose boundless power ev'n gods enchains ! 

His wrath shall hurl me down into perdition. 

If I delay the granting thy request. 

S£M£LR (Starting up in a tmnsftort of joy). 

By this I recognize my Jupiter ! 

\ 



\ 
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Xht fd^toureft mir — bcr Stpr ^ftt ti gf^lrtl 
®o (a$ mi(^ benn nie anUxi Md^ itmaniiai, 
au tote — 

^r«0 (crf^rMfn fi^ttiMlX 

Unglucnid^I (alf ritil 

Sttmtlt. 
©ahirnia — 

Serpumme! 

jDi^l umarmt! 

Svi frati Dcr Saut entrannl — Der ©tpjr! — Dtt 

^ajl t)m Xob 
Srbeten, @emele! 

Stmele. 
^a\ fo Iiebt3«piter? 

Den ^intmct gab' Id^ brum, ^atf Ic^ bld^ mlnbtr nur 

Oeliebtl CTOiMaltewftntfeeenilcanftamnb.) !Cu bijl Verloteil — 

3up{ter! 

^ f n (grimmig vor f{(^ (inrcicitb). 

^al mnV id^ nun bein ©iegfro^Iocfen, 3uno? 
95fr»unfd^te (Sifcrfud^t! — D biefe 5lofe fhrbtl 
QvL fc^on — we^l — gu fojlbar fur ben Sc^eronl 

Sit melt. 
jDu geigejl nur mit beincr ^errlid^feitl 

^rii0. 

gluc^ fiber meine ^cxxlid^Uit, bie bi^ 
?>erblcnbetel glud^ fiber meine ©ro^e, 
Die bid) aerfd^mcttcrt! glud^, giu^l fiber mld^, 
jLa^ id) mnu (Slud au^ mor((^en Staub gebaut! 



^^^H ^^H^ I 
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The frightful Styx has heard thy oath I 
Grant me to hug — 

ZEUS {crying out in a paroxysm qf terror). 

Stop I wretched woman I 
Thy flaming godhead — 

{Zetu tries to keep her mouth do^d.) 

As Saturnia does I 

25EUS (pale, turning his /ace away from her). 

Too late I — Thy prayer is granted I— Death to thee 
Is this the love Zeus hears me V 

ZEOS. 

Styx, oh Styx ! 
Take heaven, and let this cherished one he saved 1 

f Gating at her urith horror.) 

Doomed I Doomed I 

SEMELE* 

Ah, Jupiter I 

ZEUS {to himself, VHth fierce wrath). 

I hear thy shouts, exulting Juno I 
Accursed jealousy I — This rose must wither I 
Too heautiful, alas I for Acheron I 

SEMELE. 

Why dost thou stint me in thy splendor ? 

ZEUS. 

A curse upon it, and its dazzling charms I 
Upon my greatness, siuco it criLshes thee 1 
A curse upon myself, since 1 have dared 
To build my bliss upon this mortal dust I 



\ 
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Sitmtlt. 

I)a« ffnb nitr leere ©c^rerfen, S^^^f wt^ Bangt 
Sot beinem £)ro^en nic^t! 

Set^5rte« Ainb! 
®e( — nimm bad Te^te itUtoe^ auf etvig 
Con beinen Srcunbinncn — nld^td — nlc^M t>«nnttg 
Di^ mc^r au rettcn — ©emcte! ic^ bin bein 3«tt*i 
Slttc^ ba« nid^t mc^r — ®e^ — 

Weibifd^erlberStpr!- 
S)tt toirfl mir nid^t entfd^Iupfen. 

(6{c genial.) 

j^ e n 0. 
5Rdn! trlwmp^lrcn foil flc nic^t. — grjittern 
©oil fie — unb fraft bcr tobtenbcn ®e»alt, 
Die Srb' unb ^immet mir lum ©darnel mad^t, 
SKifl an bcm fcferopen Selfen a:bracien« 
SWit biamantnen Rettcn i6^ bic 2(rge fc^mieben — 
Slttc^ biefcn ©c^wur — 

(Slercur rrfcbeint tn Sntfmtung.) 

:Bad xoxH bein rafd^er ^u^i 
/U e r ( u r. 
gewrfi^en, gefliigclten, wcinenben DanI 
Der ©(iicfliti^en — 

Serberbe fie toieberl 

/Uermr (erdaunt). 

3eudl 

^en0. 

©rutflid^ foD niemanb feinl 
©ie flirbt — 

(Der 95or^iang fd'llt) 



C^Wttt ^&mml\. m«U. \. ^ 
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Vain terrors I Spare thy threats I 
They do not frighten me I 

ZEUS. 

Ah, foolish child I 
Go I — ^Bid fiirewell forever 
To thy friends 1 — I cannot save thee I 
I am thy 2teus I— No, not ev'n this 
More — Go — 

RkMkTj E* 

Styx heard the vow I 
It binds thee I 

ZEUS. 

Should she triumph ? 
She shall tremble I— My destructive power, [ ject, 
To which all things, ev'n Earth and Heaven, are sub- 
Shall fasten her to Thracia's steepest rock 
With adamantine chains — 
This horrid oath I— 

{MercuHus appears in tha distance.) 

What means thy rapid dight ? 

MERCURIUS.* 

I bring the fiery, winged, and weeping thanks 
Of those whom thou hast blest — 

ZEUS. 

Again destroy them I 



Zeus I 
Bhe dies — 



MERCURIUS {amazed). 
ZEUS. 

None shall be happy I 

{The curtain J alls.) 

Charles J, Ifemjyelj M.D. 

* See note t. 
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NOTES AND APPENDIX. 



Note a, p. 22. 

Mebiyalx translaj^s << zum Reich des Nichts,'' ** into 
the realm of thought;-' the correct interpretation would 
he, into the realm of nothingness. Our intention in making 
this, and a few kindred notes, is, not to gain renown for 
ourselves, nor to detract one iota from the learned Meri- 
vale, and his worthy compeers; but to call the attention 
of those of our readers who have not a thorough knowl- 
edge of both languages, to the fact, that most of the quali- 
fied translators from the Qerman occasionally misconceive 
the true meaning of a word or phrase. In case of a slight 
obscurity or an ambiguity, among ten or twelve trans- 
lators, we find no two arriving at the same conclusion. 
We feel an obligation to say Vo the German scholar, that 
we know there are in this collection, in exceptional cases, 
misconceptions of words and short phrases, and interpre- 
tations of ambiguities, which receive neither our sanction 
nor approbation. In no instance, however, do they so 
affect the idea of a poem as to injure it as a whole ; nor 
are they of sufficient moment to warrant, in every case, 
an alteration or lengthy dissertation. The best, and per- 
haps the only way to overcome this difficulty, is for the 
student to acquire such a knowledge, a sympathetic knowl- 
edge, of the German language, as will enable him to com- 
prehend and appreciate its niceties; then he can make his 
own comparisons and dniw his own conclusions. The 
question will naturally be ajjked, why has a single trans- 
lation been retained, wherein any apparent misconcep- 
52 (357) 
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tiong or doubtful interpretationB of ambigaities oceart 
To which we reply, if a translation has the defects men- 
tioned above, each of the other translations of the sams 
poem has them, to the same or to a greater extent, and, 
when placed in the scale we have adopted as our standard, 
it has been found the most acceptable. Our province, as 
wo have elsewhere hinted, is to give the best translations 
of Schiller, as they exist. We may write, at some ftitore 
day, a dissertation on Schiller in English, quite ft work 
in itself. 

NoTX 6, p. 88. 
Those parts marked with an asterisk ftre taken fhnn 
Bowring, — Merivule, for reasons unexplained, having 
omitted them. We consider this version so peculiarly 
fine, that we have no hesitation in retaining it, notwith- 
standing the omissions. 

Note e, p. 46. 
This stanza is also taken from Bowring, having been 
omitted by Hempel. Hem pel's translation, though cer- 
tainly graceful, is far from faithful, — and it is perhaps 
better so. "The Dignity of Man" is one of Schiller's 
suppressed pieces, and although Bowring's version of the 
entire poem is both literal and poetical, and should, 
therefore, have the ju'eference on philological grounds j 
yet, other causes compel us, after careful consideration, 
to make an exception, in this case, to the general rule we 
have adopted for the government of our selections. 

Note <£, p. 49. 

Dulcken translates "Greiner," " Weeper;" Bowring, 
** Growler;'' Merivule, "Groaner" or ** Grumbler;*' 
Bulwer, *♦ Growler." The first, " Weeper," we consider 
philologically falt-e ; the hi8t, "Growler," though akin to 
Qiiiirn-ler, is not u synonym. Greinen, the infinitive of 
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the verb, is a provincialism of Southern Gr^rmany, a word 
having more than one signification. That Eberhard was 
not a weeper, although he ''shed a sparkling tear that 
silent form upon^^' nor that he was even unjustly called 
80 by bis followers and neighbors, all who are familiar 
with the History of Germany, or Uhland's poems, well 
know. We think quarreler is a better word than growler : 
a quarreler is aggressive, a growler or grumbler is not 
necessarily so ; a quarreler is apt to be a growler, but a 
growler is not so apt to be a quarreler. Since Eberhard 
'was surnamed **Der Greincr,*' on account of his propen- 
sity for seeking quarrels with his neighbors, we take the 
liberty of substituting Quarreler for Dulcken's " Weeper," 
in his otherwise correct, and fair version ; feeling that he 
labored under a misconception of the word, taking of two 
zneanings, the one, in this case, meaningless. 

NoTB «, p. 63. 
Of four translations, we think Bulwer's rendition is 
the only one wherein the line, " Du hist nicht mehr 
^wenn dieser Scbein verfaollt," is given correctly. For 
••Schein," the others give us "dream," "delusion," 
'Vrhich it may mean ; but it may also mean, and here c«r- 
tainly does mean, bond or obligation, relating to, and 
l>elDg part of, the figure in "2>tc Schuldverachreibung 
lautet an die Tod ten." Schiller's idea certainly was, 
bowever unpoetical the figure. Thou art no more, when 
<lue the obligation. This poem is not so well translated 
into English, as are many of the others in this collection : 
it does not appear to have been thoroughly understood by 
the translators ; there seems to be wanting a certain sym- 
pathetic feeling, without which no translation can be a 
positive success ; and the meaning of this poem, therefore, 
xxiay appear mystical to many, whereas it is perfectly clear 
in the German, though treating of the obscure. But, **La 
critique est ai>ee, ct I'urt est difficile." Bulwer, though 
generally making Use of a metre peculiarly his own, 
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general rule. I am of opinion that the general rule ought 
to be this : the artist, and especially the poet, should never 
select the Real, but only the Ideal, or something taken 
from the Real , capable of artistic treatment. For exam pie, 
ho should never touch morality or religion, but only such 
attributes of each as are requisite for his subject. He, 
therefore, does not sin against either: he can only sin 
against the aesthetic arrangement, or against taste. If, 
from the fragments of religion cr morality, I can consti- 
tute an entire, a beautiful whole, my artistical production 
is a good one ; and it is noither immoral nor irreligious, 
because I did not take either subject us it is, but only after 
a violent operation — that is to suy, after pulling it to 
pieces, and putting it together again. The deity w?iom 1 
place in the background in the ' Oods of OreecCy* is not the 
deity of the philosophers, nor is he the benevolent being that 
pervades the dreams of the great mass ; but he is a tnonsler^ 
a compound of many different and distorted ideas. The Oods 
of the Greeks y whom I place iti the foreground, are only tfie 
loveable qualities of the Oreek mythology, collected together 
in one picture.^* 

The poem appears twice in this collection ; first, in six- 
teen stanzas, as altered by Schiller for later editions, the 
trauislation being by Bowring ; and then in twenty-five, 
as originally written, part being by Bowring, and the nine 
additional stanzas and alterations by the editor. 

NoTK^, p. 81. 

This poem appears in but few editions of Schiller's 
works, and, as far as our knowledge is concerned, is in 
this collection, for the first time presented to the reading 
public in an English garb. The mea^jure is not altogether 
pure*, approaching nearest to the dactylic hexameter, with 
trimeter refrain. The poetic idea, comparatively speak- 
ing, is hardly satisfactory, and the arti.st has used in its 
treatment the gay colors of metaphor and hyperbole toe 
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thickly. We think it properly ranks with the early poemi 
of the first period. 

NoTB A, p. 116. 

Schiller, in the original, here makes use of the word 
Lioness (Loewin for Lawine)^ the avalanche. Schiller bu 
the following note . *' Loewin, in some parts of Switzer- 
land, is the corrupt expression for Lawine.'' This corrupt 
use of the word produces quite a pretty metaphor, and 
Schiller's verse: " Und willst du die schlafende Loewin 
nicht wecken " (And wouldst thou not waken the sleeping 
Lioness) is certainly much more beautiful and poetical 
than. And wouldst thou not waken the sleeping Lawine. 
Schiller here happily turns a corruption of language into 
a poetic idea, for, we suppose the reader will coincide with 
us (we who well know the happy people, and their homes 
among the mountains and the valleys) that the Swiss 
have no thought of poetry, when using " Loewin '* for 
*» Lawine ; " but are rather guilty of carelessness or igno- 
rance in not speaking their language as it is written. 

There is a question as to the propriety of Anglicizing 
"Lawine" for avalanche; no lexicographers, to our 
knowledge, sanction it. 

Note i, p. 118. 

Bulwer, in this masterly version, for reasons beyond 
our comprehension, but true to his own peculiar ideas of 
metrical effect, has, in the last two lines of the last stanza, 
suddenly changed the verse from pure trochaic to pure 
iambic. This justification, if any, is not to be drawn from 
the original. This is his version : 

Why should my herds before thee fall? 
Thkrk's room upon the earth for all. 

The reader will notice that we have altered the above, 
and we hope to bo pardoned for the slight liberty so taken ? 
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we felt called upon, either to make the alteration, or to 
take another translation. We adopted the former course, 
since Bulwer's version, with alteration, stands the test 
better than the others, and well deserves the position it 
occupies in this book. Bulwer wears upon his brow the 
laurel wreath, and it would be indeed a futile task, even 
if we desired it, to pluck one laurel from that evergreen 
chaplet, so fairly won in the enchanting fields of Romance ; 
but we are nevertheless of the opinion, that just because 
he is so great, his translations do not always give satisfac- 
tion, remaining unredeemed by his learned notes; for we 
often feel as if he would set himself (ibove Schiller. Other 
translators, almost without a name in the literary world, 
who follow their model with a holy reverence, forgetting 
self entirely, in their labor of love^ have, in many in- 
stances, far surpassed Bulwer, in producing successful 
translations of Schiller. 

Note j, p. 128. 

" You see," says Qoethe, in his conversations with 
Bckermann, '* what an artist was Schiller, and how he 
could manage even the objective when it was once before 
his eyes. I wish he had made a dozen such poems as that 
Indian Death-Song. It is one of his very best ; and yet 
some of his nearest friends found fault with this poem, 
thinking it was not sufficiently tinctured with Ideality." 

It was only after reading the above, and similar eulo- 
gistic expressions of contemporaneous celebrities, that we 
pondered longer over this production than we should 
otherwise have done. From the first reading, it was no 
especial favorite of ours, and we yet find ourselves ar- 
rayed with those, among whom is Humboldt, who see in 
it a want of sufficient Ideality, in order to give it any- 
thing like the pre-erainence among Schiller's poems, ac- 
credited to it by so many greut thinkers. We know of 
no other poet who is so great and thoroughly an Idealist 



as Schiller; he literally lived in a world of Ideas, and fof 
that very reason we naturally look for his greatest tri- 
umphs in such poems as ** The Ideals/' '* The Ideal and 
Life/' &c. <*The Indian Death-Song'* is a pleasing 
composition, nothing more ; oi poems somewhat similtr, 
we consider Schiller's little allegorical lyric, "The Maiden 
from Afar," whereof we present a remarkable translation 
by Florence, decidedly the most beautiful, affecting, and 
masterly Schiller has written ; yet, when speaking of 
Schiller's poems collectively, we would never say that it 
is one of his very best. Wo call particular attention to 
this poem, " The Indian Death-Song," because it attracted 
the universal attention of the great lights of Germany, 
and because some wish to give to it a prominence we do 
not think it deserves, since it is done at the expense of 
other and grander productions. To give a good transla- 
tion of a poem of this description, presents almost insur- 
mountable difficulties; for, where there is any want of 
Ideality in the German, there is very apt to be little left 
in the English. By far the best translation of this poem 
is by Florence; it is brilliantly successful, a model trans- 
lation. The chief reason we introduce it hero, and not in 
the body of the book, is, because there are three stanzas 
not translated ; besides, a comparison with Frothingham's 
which also has its merits, may not prove uninteresting. 

THE INDIAN DEATH-SONG. 

Sbe him on his mat reposing I 

Upright sits ho there ; 
That unaltered mien disclosing 

Which in life he bare. 

But, oh ! where the grasp unfailing? — 

. Breath once taught to roll 
Incense, from his pipe exhaling, 
To the Eternal Soul? 
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Where the eyes, whoso falcon glances 

Tracked the fleet rein-deer 
O'er the grass, that, wave-like, dances?-* 

O'er the dew-drops clear? 

These the limhs that recked not danger, 

Bounding through the snow, 
Like the man y-an tiered ranger, 

Like the mountain roe? 

Those the arms, by whose endeavor 

Strongest bows were bent? 
See— their life is fled forever I 

See — their nerves are spent I 

He is blessed — he goeth thither 

Where are no more snows — 
Where, in fields that may not wither, 

Maize uncultured grows ; 

Where with birds the groves resounding. 

Forests teem with prey ; 
Where in lakes the fishes bounding 

Blithely leap and play. 

There he feasts 'mid happy spirits. 

Leaves us all alone, 
Here, below, to chant his merits, 

And his acts make known. 

With the parting gifts provide him I 

Sing his death-lament I 
All things bo entombed beside him, 

That may yield content I 

60 Florence, 



KoTxA,p. 162. 
Having concluded to retain Impey's Tenion of liiit 
poem, although he has omitted to traneUte leTenl 
strophes, we have again borrowed from Bowring in those 
places marked with an asterisk. 

NoTX I, p. 194. 
The Eucharist is carried in procession ; Fridolln meets 
it, and the lines of the ballad allude to the Roman Catholic 
belief respecting its nature. 

G.B. 
NoTX m, p. 281. 

It is almost superfluous for us to remark, that oatside 

of Germany, Schiller is best known, by his "Song of the 
Bell," ono of the most wonderful and brilliant conceptions 
of genius to be met with in any age or country. No man 
c«n take up Schiller without becoming deeply interested, 
nur can be read his sublime creations without being the 
better for doing so; but when he turns to the " Song of 
the Bell," if ho has it not already engraven upon the 
tablets of his memory, he will find, at any stage in the 
history of his life, the encouragement, consolation, and 
sympathy often so necessary to the human heart, as it 
tlirub«, throbs through this world of sunshine and cloud. 
In this chef d'ocuvrCf Schiller paints life, from the cradle 
to the grave, with the hand of one inspired, like another 
Knphaol ; if it bo read by young or old, in a fitting mood, 
and with a clear understanding, it cannot fail to be a 
source of pleasure and profit, not alone to the •reader, 
but also to those clustering around his affections, for they 
too will feci its radiating influence. Can anything bs 
more touchingly beautiful than the following: 

('£inen Blick 
Nach dem Grabe 
Seiner Habe 
Sendet noch der Mensch zurueck — 
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Greift froohlich dann zum WaiK'erstabe. 
Was Peuors Wuth ihm auoh i^eraubt, 
£in suessor Trost ist ihm geblieben : 
Er zaehlt die Haenpter seiner Lichen^ 
Undaiehl ihmfehU kein theures Haupt/* 

This is an exquisite picture of the sweetest consolation 
granted to mortals, and the whole poem abounds in like 
sublime and consolinc^ sentiments. The translations, pub- 
lished and unpublished, are without number. Although 
we have no reason to complain of a want of material from 
which to select, yet there is still room for one more trans- 
lation, such another it would be possible to make, but the 
task is so difficult that we fear we shall never have the 
satisfaction of reading it. Not one of the many versions 
gives entire satisfaction, since none do justice to the origi- 
nal. The version selected for this collection is by our 
fellow-townsman, W. H. Furness ; it is undoubtedly one 
of the most popular in the United States, possessing the 
great merit of adhering, only to a certain extent, however, 
to the rhythm and rhyme of the original — the music to 
which the sentiments are set. ** A translation," says 
Cervantes, ** is like the wrong side of tapestry, where, 
though we can distinguish the figures, they are confused 
and obscured by ends and thread?." 

This never was truer than when applied to translations 
of Schiller's ** Bell." The best evidence that we do not 
wish to detract from Dr. Furness's effort, and we speak of 
it as justly holding one of the highest places, is, that we 
have selected it from so many ; nor do we wish to be un- 
derstood as insinuating that it will ever be done better, 
although we reassert that it is possible to do it better. 
The object Dr. Furness endeavors to secure of retaining 
the original measure, is certainly commendable; without 
it the translator leaves the road lending to the goal, per- 
fection ; but how difficult, save moro ncgativo success, is 
such an undertaking, only thoy can appreciate who have 
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essayed it. To have succeeded so well is his ** own re- 
ward." It is to be regretted that so very many words 
intended to pass for allowable rhymes are no rhymes at 
all, and, though Pope, Dryden, and Parnell may have 
done worse, no authority can make them what they are 
nuL. Though wo fully concur with Lord Mahon in the 
lol lowing opinion : ''1 would rathur bear a faulty rhyme 
than lose a noble thought," yet, when a poem abounds in 
faulty rhymes, especially where a translator makes it an 
object to reproduce the female rhymes, not merely to give 
words of two syllables, it certainly detracts. This brings 
back to memory William Mueller's charming poemlet, 
which is not out of place here : 

WAS 1ST DAS HERZ OHNE LIEBE. 

Wie ein Land ohno Herrn, 

Wie die Nacht ohne Stern, 

Wie der Becher ohno Wein, 

Wie der Vogel ohne Hain, 

Wie ohn' Aug ein Gesicht, 

Wie ohn^ Reim ein Oedichtj 

So ohne der Liebe Scherz und Schmerz 
Das Uerz. 
The most graceful and poetical translation of the '* Bell " 
is decidedly that by James Clarence Mangan, if we con- 
sider it more in the light of an original composition; it 
is truly grand, full of the most beautiful flights of a poet's 
imagination. We would advise every one to read it, but 
only after having acquired a knowledge of a translation 
that at least pretends to approach what should be the 
translator's Ideal, a poetical metaphrase; for, we can no 
more got a correct idea of Schiller's writings by means of 
Mangan 's translations, than of history, by Louisa Muehl- 
bach's hi.storical novels. John Mitchel, the American 
editor of Mangan 's works, correctly says : 

" Litoralness was in bis ( Mangun's) e^'es one of the least 
qualities of a truly faithful translator of poetry into 
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poetry ; and the license he allows hinif elf in this regard 
i« sometimes so great as to alter niaterinlly the author's 
meaning. Some of his translations are perfect works of 
art in themselves, whether translations or not, never per- 
haps exceeded for strength, sweetness, and beauty of finish ; 
once read in a fitting mood of mind, their melody haunts 
the ear.'* 

Mangan himself says, in the preface to the Dublin edi- 
tion of his works: ** Though not always true to the letter, 
I am true to the spirit. If the train of thought be gone, 
I think the spirit is gone too." 

* **Only a poet can translate poetry into poetry," is the 
sweeping assertion of many reviewers ; and yet, it is just 
because Mangan is a poet, that his translations from the 
German, as translations, will never satisfy the German 
scholar. Poetical translations are too apt to be judged as 
original compositions, especially by those who are unable 
to read the originals, thus inducing many translators to 
undertake the lighter, and more thankful task, of care- 
lessly sacrificing everything for euphony and rhythmical 
effect. A careful and conscientious translator of poetry 
has many things to consider, and only those having a 
knowledge of both languages can fully appreciate his en- 
deavors. 

It is self-evident that a poetical translation must be 
poetically rendered, but it is just as evident, that, unless 
the author's meaning he correctly given, it fails to be a 
translation at -all. Poetical translations wanting any of 
the essential parts, are 

** Wie Wein von einem Chemikus 
Durch die Retort' getrieben, 
Zum Teufel ist der Spiritus, 
Das Phlegma ist geblieben." 

Schiller. 

It is to be regretted that most of Mangun's translations 
from Schiller, are too free to be admitted in this collection • 
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the wrath tocorno ! ' Every man hold?, chained up within 
him, rt miidriian,' so it is written; and nothinij^ is nit»ro 
fearful than to watch in some men how perilously their 
maniac inmates tug at the chain, and to think — If a link 
should break now ? The life of such a being is the life of 
Homer's mariners rushing through a stormy sea at twelve 
knots, in the dead of night — inside, you have still a cabin- 
lamp burning, and air to breathe, and human companion- 
ship; without, the infinite black waste of the roaring, 
ravening sea, and between these, trembling and creaking, 
a half inch plank ; let the plank but start, and your lamp 
and life are extinguished in the foaming whirl. Poor 
Mangan's lamp, though often sadly dimmed by thick va- 
pors of sickness, and horror, and shame, yet burned still 
(somewhat blue), and lighted his pathway to the grave." 

Schiller shared the poet's too common fate; his whole 
life was a continual struggle, either with poverty or dis- 
ease, but it wa^a noble struggle, and a glorious victory. 

What an example to mankind : always sick, yet never 
complaining, always cheerful and industrious. Who can 
point to a line in his writings, revealing to us what he 
suffered in body I Fiiendship and empUyjpneni wore his, 
and his heart was contented, even huppy. Thus he sings : 

** Von all dem rauscjiendeu Geleite 

Wer harrte liebend bei mir aus ? 
Wer steht mir troestend noch zur Seite 

Und folgt mir bis zum flnstern Haus? 
Du, die du alle Wunden heilest, 

Ber Freundschaft leise, zarte Hand, 
Des Lebens Buerdon liebend theilest, 

Du, die ich fruehe sucht' und fand. 



'* Und du, die gern sich mit ihr gattet, 
Wie sie, der Seele Sturm beschwoert, 
Beschaeftigung, die nie ermuttet, 
Die langsum schafft, doch nie zerstoert, 
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Die zu deni Bau der Ewigkeiten 

Zwar Sandkorn nur fuer Sandkorn reicht, 
Doch von der grossen Schuld der Zeiten 
Minuten, Tage, J ah re streicht." 

Had Mangan, and our own Poe, only sought oblivion 
in severe study, where poor, sick Schiller found an earthly 
Paradise, how much better for them and theirs ; what a 
blessing the fruits of their labor might have been to pos- 
terity ; what a victory their example for humanity. 

*< It is singular/' observed Eckermann, ** that we gen- 
erally find persons of distinguished talents — especially 
poets — with very weak constitutions." *• Their extraordi* 
nary performances," replies Goethe, "show that they are 
of uncommon delicate organization, which causes them 
to hear so easily the celestial voices. Such an organiza- 
tion is soon injured or destroyed by conflict with the 
world and the elements ; and he who does not combine 
with great sensibility an equal share of tenacity must lose 
his health entirely. Schiller was always ill. When I 
first knew him, I thought ho had not a month to live; 
but he had something of the tenacity that I speak of; he 
sustained himself many years, and would have done so 
longer if he could have lited in a way more favorable to 
health." 

THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

VIVOS VOOO. MOBTUOS PLANGO. VULOUBA FRANGO. 
PREPARATION FOR FOUNDING THE BILL. 

Firmly walled within the soil 

Stands the firebaked mould of clay. 
Courage, comrades I Now for toil I 
For we cast the Bell to-day. 
Sweat must trickle now 
Down the burning brow. 
If the work may boast of beauty ; 
Still His Heaven must bless our duty. 
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A worfl or(»Hrrie-t I'xiiortation 

The ^<'rioiis tu-k Ix-tVu-H ih iKMjds: 
B»'guil('cl by clictTlul i-un vernation, 

How much inoro lightly toil proceeds I 
Tbon let us hero, with beat endeavor, 

Weigh well what these our laborg mean: 
Contempt awaits that artist ever 

Who plods through all, the mere machine* 
But Thought makes man to dust superior, 

And he alone is thoughtfulsouled 
Who ponders in his heart's interior 

Whatever shape his hand may mould. 

Gkither first the pine-tree wood, 

Only be it wholly dry, 
That the flame, with subtle flood, 
Through the furuace-chink may fly. 
Now the brass is in, 
Add the alloy of tin. 
That the ingredients may, while warm. 
Take the essential fluid form. 

OFFICES OF THE BELL. 

What here in caverns by the power 

Of fire our mustering fingers frame. 
Hereafter from the belfry tower 

Will vindicate its maker's aim ; 
'Twill speak to Man with voice unfailing 

In latest years of after-days. 
Win echo back the mourner's wailing, 

Or move the heart to prayer and praise t 
In many a varying cadence ringing, 

The willing Bell will publish far 
The fitful changes hourly springing 

Beneath Man's ever-shifting star. 

Surface-bubbles glittering palely 

8how the mixture floweth well: 
54 
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Mingle now the quick alcali; 
That will help to found the BxLL. 

Purified from scum 

Must the mass become,' 
That the tone, escaping free, 
Clear and deep and full may he. 

THB BIRTH-DAY BILL. 

For, with a peal of joyous clangor 

It hails the infant hoy, that in 
The soft embrace of sleep and languor 

Life's tiring travel doth begin. 
His brighter lot and darker doom 
Lie shrouded in the Future's womb. 
Watched over by his tender mother. 
His golden mornings chase each other; 
Swift summers fly like javelins by. 
The woman's yoke the stripling spurneth ; 

He rushes wildly forth to roam 
The wide world over, and returneth 

When years have wheeled — ^a stranger — home. 
Arrayed in Beauty's magic might, 

A vision from the Heaven that's o'er him, 
With conscious blush and eye of light. 

The bashful virgin stands before him. 
Then flies the youth his wonted sports, 

For in his heart a nameless feeling 
Is born ; the lonesome dell he courts. 

And down his cheek the tears are stealing. 
He hangs upon her silver tone. 

He tracks with joy her very shadow, 
And culls, to deck his lovely one. 

The brightest flowers that gem the meadow. 
Oh, golden time of Love's devotion, 

When tenderest hopes and thrills have birth. 
When hearts are drunk with blest emotion, 

And Heaven itself shines out on Earth 1 
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Were thy eweet season ever vernal I 
Were early Youth and Love eternal 

Ha I the pipes appear embrowned, 

So this little staff I lower: 
'Twill be time, I wis, to found, 
If the fluid glaze it o'er. 

Courage, comrades ! Move I 
Quick the mixture prove. 
If the soft but well unite 
With the rigid, all is right. 

THE WEDDINO-BELL. 

For, where the Strong protects the Tendery 
Where Might and Mildness join, they render 

A sweet result, content ensuring ; 
Let those then prove who make election, 
That heart meets heart in blent affection. 
Else Bliss is brief, and Grief enduring ' 
In the bride's rich ringlets brightly 

Shines the flowery coronal. 
As the Bell, now pealing lightly, 

Bids her to the festal hall. 
Fairest scene of Man's elysian 

World I thou closest life's short May 
With the zone and veil* the Vision 
Melts in mist and fades for aye I 
The rapture has fled, 

Still the love has not perished ; 
The blossom is dead. 

But the fruit must be cherished. 



* Mlt dem Ouertel, mit dem SchUUr, 
Keiszt der schoene VVahn entzwciL 
Schiller here alludes to that custom of antiquity according to which 
the bridegroom unloosed the zone and removed the veil of his be- 
trothed. Among the ancients, to vnbind the ce^tiu, and to espouse, were 
expressions meaning the »ame thing, llence the well>known lino of 

Catullus : 

" Quod possit zonam where virgineam." 
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The husband must out, 

He must mix in the rout, 

In the struggle and strife 

And the clangor of life. 

Must join in its jangle, 

Must wrestle and wrangle, 

Overreaching, outrunning, 

By force and by cunning. 

That Fortune propitious 

May smile on his wishes. 
Then riches flow in to his uttermost wishes , 
His warehouses glitter with all that is precious ; 

The storehouse, the mansion. 

Soon call for expansion. 

And busied within is 

The orderly matron. 

The little ones' mother. 

Who is everywhere seen 

As she rules like a queen, 

The instructress of maidens 

And curber of boys ; 

And seldom she lingers 

In plying her fingers, 

But doubles the gains 

By her prudence and pains, 
And winds round the spindle the threads at her leisure, 
And fills odoriferous cofi*ers with treasure. 
And storeth her shining receptacles full 
Of snowy-white linen and pale-colored wool. 
And blends with the Useful the Brilliant and Pleasing, 
And toils without ceasing. 
And the father counts his possessions now. 
As he paces his house's commanding terrace, 
And he looks around with a satisfied brow 
On his pillar-like trees in rows unending, 
And his barns and rooms that are filling amain, 
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d his granaries under their burden bending, 
Ind his wavy fields of golden grain, 
And speaks with exultation, 
** Fast as the Earth's foundation, 
Against all ill secure, 
Long shall my house endure T' 
But ah ! with Destiny and Power 
No human paction lasts an hour, 
And Ruin rides a restless courser. 

Gk>od I The chasm is guarded well ; 

Now, my men I commence to found; 
Yet, before ye run the Bell, 
Breathe a prayer to Heaven around I 
Wrench the stopple-cork I 
God protect our work I 
Smoking to the bow it flies. 
While the flames around it rise. 

THE FIRE-BELL. 

Fire works for good with noble force 
So long as Man controls its course ; 
And all he rears of strong or slight 
Is debtor to this heavenly might. 
But dreadful is this heavenly might 
When, bursting forth in dead of night. 
Unloosed and raging, wide and wild 
It ranges. Nature's chainless child I 
Woe I when overs weeping bar. 

With a fury nought can stand. 
Through the stifled streets afar 

Bolls the monstrous volume brand I 
For the elements ever war 

With the works of human hand. 
From the cloud 

Blessings gush ; 
From the cloud 
Torrents rush ; 
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From the cloud alike 

Come the bolts that strike. 

Larum peals from lofty steeple 

Rouse the people I 

Bed, like blood, 
Heaven is flashing! 

How it shames the daylight's flood I 
Hark I what crashing 

Down the streets I 

Smoke ascends in volumes I 

Skyward flares the flame in columns I 

Through the tent-like lines of streets 

Rapidly as wind it fleets I 

Now the white air, waxing hotter, 

Glows a furnace — pillars totter — 
Rafters crackle — casements ratUe^ 

Mothers fly — 

Children cry — 
Under ruins whimper cattle. 

All is horror, noise, afl^ight I 

Bright as noontide glares the night ! 
Swung from hand to hand with zeal along 
By the throng, 
Speeds the pail. In bow-like form 

Sprays the hissing watershower, 
But the madly-howling storm 

Aids the flames with wrathful power ; 
Round the shrivelled fruit they curl ; 

Grappling with the granary-stores, 

Now they blaze through roof and floors^ 
And with upward-dragging whirl, 
Even as though they strove to bear 
Earth herself aloft in air. 

Shoot into the vaulted Void, 
Giant-vast I 
Hope is past: 
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Man submits to God's decree. 
And, all stunned and silently, 
Sees his earthly All destroyed 1 

Burned a void 

Is the dwelling : 

Winter winds its wailing dirge are knelling; 

In the skeleton window-pits 

Horror sits. 

And exposed to Heaven's wide woof 

Lies the roof. 

One glance only 

On the lonely 

Sepulchre of all his wealth below 

Doth the man bestow ; 

Then turns to tread the world's broad path. 

It matters not what wreck the wrath 

Of fire hath brought on house and land, 
One treasured blessing still he hath, 

His Best Beloved beside him stand 1 

Happily at length, and rightly, 
Doth it fill the loamy frame : 
Think ye, will it come forth brightly? 
Will it yet fulfil our aim ? 
If we fail to found? 
If the mould rebound? 
Ah I perchance, when least we deem, 
Fortune may defeat our scheme. 

In hope our work we now confide 
To Earth's obscure but htil lowed bosom; 

Therein the ssower, too, duth hide 

The seed ho liopos fthull one day blossom, 

If bounteous Ileavcn shall so decide. 
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But holier, dearer Seed than this 
We bury oft, with tears, in Earth, 

And trust that from the Grave's abyia 
'Twill bloom forth yet in brighter birth. 

THB PASSIKQ BILL. 

Hollowly and slowly, 

By the Bell's disastrous tongue, 
Is the melancholy 

Knell of death and burial rung. 
Heavily those muffled accents mourn 
Some one journeying to the last dark bouma 

Ah I it is the spouse, the dear one I 
Ah I it is that faithful mother ! 
She it is that thus is borne. 
Sadly borne and rudely torn 
By the sable Prince of Spectres 
From her fondest of protectors-* 
From the children forced to flee 
Whom she bore him lovingly, 
Whom she gazed on day and night 
With a mother's deep delight. 
Ah I the house's bands, that held 

Each to each, uro doomed to sever: 
She that ther« as mother dwelled 

Eoams the Fhantoraland forever. 
Truest friend and best arranger I 

Thou art gono, and gone for aye ; 
And a loveless hireling stranger 

O'er thine orphaned ones will sway. 

Till the Bell shall cool and harden, 
Labor's heat a while may cease; 

Like the wild bird in the garden, 
Each may play or take his ease. 




381 

SooD as twinkles Hesper, 
Soon as chimes the Vesper, 

All the workman ^8 toils are o'er, 

But the master frets the more. 

Wandering through the lonely greeowoodi 

Blithely hies the merry rover 

Forward towards his humble hovel. 

Bleating sheep are homeward wending. 

And the herds of 

Sleek and broad-browed cattle come with 

Lowing warning 

Each to fill its stall till morning. 

Town ward rumbling 
Beels the wagon, 
Corn-o'erladen, 
On whose sheaves 
Shine the leaves 
Of the QtLTl/nd fair, 
While the youthful band of reapers 
To the dance repair. 
Street and market now grow stiller: 
Bound the social hearth assembling, 
Gkiyly crowd the house's inmates. 
As the towngaie closes creaking ; 
And the earth is 
Bobed in sable, 

But the night, which wakes affright 
In the souls of conscience-haunted men. 
Troubles not the tranquil denizen, 
For he knows the eye of Law unsleeping 
Watch is keeping. 

Blessed Order I heaven descended 

Maiden ! Early did she bund 
Like with like, in union blended, 

Social cities early planned; 
65 
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She tho fierce barbarian broaght 
From his forest- haunts of wildneft; 

Sho thti peasant *8 hovel sought, 
And redeemed his mind to mildneM, 

And tirBt wove that evordearest band. 

Fond atuchmcnt to our Fatherland; 

Thousand hands in ceaseless motion 

All in mutual aid nnite, 
Every art with warm derotion 

Eager to reveal its might. 
All uro blinded in affection ; 

Each rejoicing in his sphere, 
Safe in Liberty's protection, 

Laughs to scorn the scoffer's sneer. 
Toil is poliiiihed Man's vocation: 

Praises are the meed of Skill ; 
Kings may vaunt thek* orown and station. 

We will vaunt our Lao^ still. 

Mildest Quiet I 

Sweetest Concord I 

Gently, gently 

Hover over this our town I 

Ne'er may that dark day be witnessed 

When the dread exterminators 

Through our vales shall rush, destroying, 

When that azure 

Softly painted by the rays of 

Sunset fair 
Shall (oh, horror !) with the blaze of 

Burning towns and hamlets glare 1 

Now, companions, break the mould, 
For its end and use have ceased : 

On the structure 'twill unfold 
Soul and sight alike shall feast. 
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SwiDg the hammer I Swing I 

Till the covering spring. 
Shiyered first the mould must lie 
Ere the Bbll may mount on high. 

The Master's hand, what time he wills, 
May break the mould ; but woe to ye 
If, spreading far in fiery rills, 

The glowing ore iUelf shall free I 
With roar as when d<r6p thunder crashes 
It blindly blasts the house to ashes. 
And as firom Hell's abysmal deep 
The deathtide rolls with lava sweep. 
Where lawless force is aw less master 

Stands nought of noble, nought sublime; 

Where freedom comes achieved by Grime 
Her fruits are tumult and disaster. 

THE TOCSIN, OR ALABM-BKLL. 

Woe I when in cities smouldering long 

The pent-up train explodes at length I 
Woe I when a vast and senseless throng 

Shake off their chains by desperate strength 1 
TITen to the bell rope rushes Riot, 

And rings, and sounds the alarm afar, 
And, destined but for tones of quiet. 

The Tocsin peals To War! To War I 

«* Equality and Liberty I " 

They shout: the rabble seize on swords; 
And streets and halls* fill rapidly 

With cutthroat gangs and ruflElan hordes. 
Then women change to wild hyenas, 

And mingle cruelty with jest, 
And o'er their prostrate foe are seen, as 

With panther-teeth thoy tear his breast. 

• Die Strasscn fucllcn sich, die //a//en.— Schiller means public h«ll% 
I the Town Hall, the Ilails of Justice, etc. 
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All holy shrinet go tnunpled Qndar: 

The Wise and Good in honor flee; 
Life's shamefaced benda are ripped 

And cloakleas Biot wantons firee. 
The lion roused by shoot of siranger, 

The tiger's talons, these appal — 
But worse, and charged with deadlier 

Is reckless Man in Frenzy's thrall I 
Woe, woe to those who attempt iUnming 

Eternal blindness by the rays 
Of Truth I— they flame abroad, oonsamlng 

Surrounding nations in their blaiel 

QoD hath given my soal delight I 

Glancing like a star of gold, 
From its shell, all pure and bright, 
Comes the metal kernel rolled. 
Brim and rim, it gleams 
As when sunlight beams ; 
And the armorial shield and crest 
Tell that Art liath wrought its best. 

In, in I our task is done — ^ 

In, in, companions every one I 

By what name shall we now baptise the BxllT 

Concordia will become it well : 

For oft in concord shall its pealing loud 

Assemble many a gay and many a solemn crowd. 

THE DESTINATION Or THE BELL. • 

And this henceforward be its duty, 

For which 'twas framed at first in beauty : 

High o'er this world of lowly labor 

In heaven's blue concave let it rise. 
And heave aloft, the thunder's neighbor, 

In commerce with the starry skies. 
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TlK'r(» l(jt it clioriH with tlif story 

Of the rc-j.h'iidirit phinct-i'hcre, 
Which nightly hyinn.s its Maker's glory, 

And guides the garland-crown6d year. 
Be all its powers devoted only 

To things eternal and sublime, 
As hour by hour it tracks the lonely 

And for ward- winging flight of Time I 
To destiny an echo lending, 

But never doomed itself to feel, 
Forever be it found attending 

Each change of Life's revolving wheel; 
And as its tone, when tolling loudest. 

Dies on the listener's ear away. 
So let it teach that all that's proudest 

In human might must thus decay I 

Now attach the ropes — now move. 

Heave the Bbll from this its prison, 
Till it hath to Heaven above 
And the realm of Sound arisen. 
Heave it I heave it I — there — 
Now it swings in air. 
Joy to this our city may it presage I 
PXAOE attend its first harmonious message I 

James Clarence Mangan, 



VERSIONS OF " THE DESTINATION OF THE 
BELL." 
MerivaU : 

And oh, be this its glad vocation — 
The destined end of its creation 1 
High raised above this nether world. 
In Heaven's blue canopy to swing. 
And, whence the thunderbolts are hurled 
Its loud responsive voice to fling. 
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There shall its clear-toned notes resemUa 

The hymnings of the Starry Choir, 
Bound which the planets move and tremble 

In Praises of the Almighty Sire ; 
While, listening to the Angelic song. 
They lead the wreath-crowned Tear along. 
To themes eternal welfare bringing 

We consecrate its brazen chime. 
As, hour by hour, its hammer swinging 

Shall touch the waving wings of Time ; 
Shall lend its tongue for Fate to borrow — 
Itself unfeeling Joy or Sorrow ; 
Still with its hollow boom attending 
Life's changeful drama to its ending : 
And, as each clang, so solemn sounding 

Faint vibrates on the listener's ear, 
O let it teach — his pride confounding — 

That nothing is perpetual here. 

Dufighi: 

Be this its calling — this the mind 

Of the Master first designed — 

On high, above the gross earth sweeping 

Within the purer air of day, 
Amid the stars its vigils keeping. 

Familiar with the lightning's play, — 
There shall it seem a voice above. 

E'en iva the starry hosts appear 
To praise their great Creator's love, 

As they lead in the rosy year. 
Of solemn and eternal things 

Let it discourse from mouth of brass; 
And let the Hours with rapid wings 

Fail not to Btir it as they pass. — 
To dumb Fate it a tongue shall lend; 

Heartless itself, not made to feel, 
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Tet shall its swinging strokes attend 
Each turning of life's giddy wheel. 

And as its peal upon the ear 
Falls heavily and dies away, 

'Twill teach how nought abideth here, 
How all things earthly must decay. 

Buhoer : 
May she the destined glory win 

For which the Master sought to frame her—* 
Aloft — (all earth's existence under), 

In blue pavilioned heaven afar 
To dwell— the Neighbor of the Thunder, 

The Borderer of the Star ! 
Be hers above a voice to raise 

Like those bright hosts in yonder sphere, 
Who, while they move, their Maker praise, 

And lead around the wreathed year. 
To solemn and eternal things 

We dedicate her lips sublime, 
As hourly, calmly, on she swings. 

Touching, with every movement, Time I 
No pulse — no heart — no feeling hers, 

She lends the warning voice to Fate ; 
And still companions, while she stirs, 

The changes of the Human State 1 
So may she teach us, as her tone. 

But now so mighty, melts away — 
That earth no life which earth has known 

From the last silence can delay. 

Bowring: 
And this be the vocation fit 
For which the founder fashioned it I 
High, high above earth's life, earth's labor. 
E'en to the hcav'ns' blue vault to soar, 



To hoyer as the thander'i ndglibor, 

The very firmament explore; 
To be a voice as from aboTC, • 

Like jonder start so bright and elenri 
That praise their Maker as they moTOi 

And usher in the circling year. 
Taned be its metal month alone 

To things eternal and snblime, 
And, as the swift*winged hours speed QO, 

May it record the flight of timet 
Its tongue to Fate it well may lend ; 

Heartless itself, and feeling nought, 
May with its warning notes attend 

On human life, with change to fraoght. 
And, as the strains die on the ear 

That it peals forth with tuneful might, 
So let it teach that nought lasts here, 

That all things earthly take their flight 1 

BaskervilU: 
And this be henceforth her vocation. 
The end and aim of her creation ; 

Above this nether world shall she 
In Heaven's azure vault appear, 

The neighbor of the thunder bo. 
And border on the starry sphere ; 

A voice from Heaven shall she be. 
Like yonder host of stars so clear. 

Who laud their Maker as they flee. 
And lead the varied wreath-crowned year. 

To earnest and eternal things 
Devoted bo her metal tongue, 

And as she hourly, swiftly swings. 
Be none of Time's great deeds unsung I 

And let her be the tongue of fate. 
Though heart nor feoling she can claim, 

And rocking to and fro relate 
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Of lifo the ever changing game I 

And as the sound dies on the ear, 
That makes the welkin ring on high. 

So may she teuch this truth severe. 
All earthly grandeur soon must die. 

S.A.Elioi: 

Be this henceforth the destined end 
To which the finished work we send, 
High over every meaner thing, 

In the blue canopy of heaven, 
Near to the thunder let it swing, 

A neighbor to the stars be given. 
Let its clear voice above proclaim, 

With brightest troops of distant suns, 
The praise of our Creator's name, 

While round each circling season runs. 
To solemn thoughts of heart-felt power 

Let its deep note full oft invite. 
And tell, with every passing hour, 

Of hastening time's unceasing flight. 
Still let it mark the course of fate; 

Its cold, unsympatbizing voice 
Attend on every changing state 

Of human passions, griefs, and joys. 
And as the mighty sound it gives 

Dies gently on the listening ear, 
We feel how quickly all that lives 

Must change, and fade, and disappear. 

Note n, p. 260. 

See Piecolominij Act ii, Scene vi; and 7%e Death of 

WallensieiTij Act v, Scene iii. The following interesting 
note, roluling to this subject, we have taken from Mcri- 
vulo: ** The anecdote attached to this beautiful effusion, 
is, that a lady of Schiller's acquaintance once playfully 
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told him that she had seen tbeghoet of TheUa, and aikad 
wbat had bocome of her after parting from the stage in 
'^he third part of WallenBteinT— but that the spirit Taa- 
ished without answoring the question. Schiller promised 
that he would bring the answer to her, and soon after- 
wards produced this copy of verses, as a verse from the 
departed. The allusions which it contains will be best 
uuderstood from the following speech of Max in the 
tragedy of the Piccolomini, which I subjoin, in Cole- 
ridge's version, not only as a faithful transcript of the 
original, but as having very probably suggested to his 
brother poet, Wordsworth, some of those images in the 
Excursion which I have before supposed mi|^ht be de- 
rived from the <'Gk>ettern Griechenlands." 

" O, never rudely will I blame his faith 
In the might of stars and ungelsl 'Tis not merely 
The human being's Prido that peoples space 
With life and mystical predominance; 
Since likewise fur tlie stricken heart of Love 
This visible nature, and this common world, 
Is all too narrow: yea, a deeper import 
Lurks in the legend told my infant years 
Than lies upon that truth, we live to learn. 
For Fable is Love's world, his home, his birth-place; 
Delightedly dwells he 'mong fays and talismans, 
And spirits; and delightedly believes 
Divinities, being himself divine. 
The intelligible forms of ancient poets. 
The fair humanities of old religion, 
The power, the beauty, and the majesty, 
That had their haunts in dale, or piny mountain. 
Or forest by slow stream, or pebbly spring. 
Or chasms and wat'ry depths; all these have vanished; 
They live no longer in the faith of reason 1 
But still the heart doth need a language, still 
Doth the old instinct bring back the old names, 
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Ind to jon starry world they now are gone, 
Spirits or gods, that used to share this earth 
With man as with their friend ; and to the loyer 
Yonder they move, from yonder visible sky 
Shoot influence down ; and even at this day 
'Tis Jupiter, who brings whatever is great. 
And Venus, who brings everything that's fair." 



We also add, for various reasons, two other yersioiu of 
this poem. 

THEKLA— A SPIRIT'S VOICE. 

Wbxrx am I, askest thou, and where ascended 
My shadowy nature from its earthly strife? 

Was not my fate fulfilled, my being ended ? 
I loved, and, loving, drained the cup of Life. 

The nightingales in melody departed. 

Whose swelling notes poured rapture on the Spring ; 
But ask not where they fled, the tender-hearted I 

They only lived their note of love to sing. 

And have I found the lost one ? Yes I believe me, 

We are together, ever to remain, 
Where hopes are real,— faith will not deceive me,— 

A land where tears will never flow again. 

And in that land of union thou shalt meet us, 
If, like our lovo, thy love be firm and true; 

And then the father, freed from sin, shall greet w, 
Freed from the hand of bloody murder too. 

He feels he was by no false thought deceived. 
When to tho stars ho looked with trust and fear. 

The measure, which he gave, he has received- 
Faith in the Holy brings tho Holy near. 
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Then shall be realized each word of love — 
Faith be rewarded then in sun-lit day — 

O, yenture, then, on earth to dream and royal 
Deep meaning often lies in childish play. 

James F. darkt. 



THEKLA'S SONG: 

OB, THE VOICE OF ▲ 8FIBIT. 

AsK'ST thou my home ? — my pathway wouldst thou know. 
When from thine eye my floating shadow passed? 

Was not my work fulfilled and closed below ? 
Had I not lived and loved ? — my lot was cast. 

Wouldst thou ask where the nightingale is gone, 

That molting into song her soul away, 
Gkkvo the spring-breeze what witched thee in its tone? 

— But while she loved, she lived, in that deep lay I 

Think*st thou my heart its lost one hath not found? 

— Yes ! we are one, oh ! trust me, we have met, 
Whore nought again may part what love hath bound, 

Where falls no tear, and whispers no regret. 

There shalt thou find us, there with us be blest, 

If as our love thy love is pure and true! 
There dwells my father, sinless and at rest, 

Where the fierce murderer may no more punma. 

And well he feels, no error of the dust 

Drew to the stars of Heaven his mortal ken. 

There it is with us, e'en as is our trust. 
Ho that believes, is near the holy then. 
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There shall each feeling beautiful and high. 
Keep the sweet promise of its earthly«day ; 

— Oh ! fear thou not to dream with waking eye I 
There lies deep meaning oft in childish play. 

Mrs. Felicia Hemans. 



Note o, p. 261. 

NsBnia was the Goddess of Funerals, and funeral 8ong£ 
were called Nsenise. B. 



NoTBjo, p. 262. 

In Meri vale's notes, we find the following charming 
translation of Koerner's beautiful OradU-Song (Wiegen- 
lied), a poem somewhat similar to this : 

Softly slumber, on thy Mother resting I 
Yet thou knowest not Life's joy and woe. 

Painful thoughts are none, thy sleep molesting^ 
That fond breast is all thy world below. 

Sweet we dream the hours of life's first wakening, 
When her love that bore us still sustains : 

Memory tells not of them in her reckoning — 
Trembling consciousness alone remains. 

Thrice to Man such sweet embrace is given ; 

Thrice the boon is sent him from on high : 
Blissful rapt in Love's entrancing Heaven, 

To believe life's higher destiny. 

Love his earliest day beholds and blesses — 
Peaceful joys the new-born babe surround; 

All is bright that his fresh glance addresses, 
To his Mother's breast by Love still bound. 
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But when, clouds on clouds thick gathering o'er him, 
Soon tht young Man's path in darkness lies, 

Then a second time Love steals before him, 
And to his adored one's arms he flies. 

But in storm the flower's frail stem must shiver. 
And in storm Man's heart at length be riyen. 

Then, Death's Angel hastening to deliver, 
Love will bear him to the gates of Heaven. 

L, 

Note y, p. 265. 

We are also indebted to Merivale for the following: 
** Among the various works on the sources of pleasure 
which wo derive from the contemplation of the Sublime 
and Beautiful, to which the general term of JEsiheHe has 
been applied, there is none which has more successfully 
treated of the principle of Intricacy in Action, which he 
illustrates by the movements of the Country dance, than 
Hogarth, in his Analysis of Beauty ; and the happy quota- 
tions which he applies to that old and graceful, though 
now almost exploded, species of the Saltatory Art, may 
be with equal justice transferred to the Gtrmim Walis^ 
which, of course, was the form of dance before Schiller's 
eyes at the time of writing these verses — as in the * Win- 
ter's Tale:' 

* When you do dance, I wish you 

A wave of the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move still, still so, and own 
No other function ' — 

And in the ' Paradise Lost,' 

* Mystical dance I — 
— Mazes intricate. 

Eccentric, inter vol ved, yet regular. 

Then most, when most irregular they seem."' 
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NoTK r, p. 298. 

Carlyle, in speaking of Coleridge's success as a trans- 
iHtor, pays him the following handsome and well-deserved 
compliment : ** Mr. Coleridge's translation (of Wallen- 
stoin) is, as a whole, unknown to us; but judging from 
many large specimens, we should pronounce it, excepting 
8«>theby'8 Oberon, to be the best, indeed, the only suffcr- 
able translation from the German with which our liter- 
ature has yet been enriched." Bulwcr thus speaks of 
Coleridge's translations of The Epic Hexameter and The 
EUgiac Metre: 

*' I have ventured to borrow these two translations 
from Coleridge's poems, because what Coleridge did well, 
no living man could have the presumptuous hope to im- 
prove." Many English and American writers tell us, 
that the old classical metres are a success in the German ; 
we do not think so. Goethe, in a letter from Rome, dated 
January 10th, 1787, acknowledges that they are not a 
complete success. ** We meet," he writes, **in our own 
language, with but few syllables that are decidedly either 
long or short." Schlegel says : 

** Hexameter zu machen, 
Die wedcr hinken noch krachen, 
Das sind nicht Jedermann's Sachen." 

We do not understand why the classical metres cannot 
be as successfully treated in the English, as they are in 
the German. Coleridge's translations of Schiller's Hexa- 
meters and Pentameters, are, in our opinion, sufficient to 
show that the English language is as flexible to them, as 
to the Gurman — only needing fit exponents. Wo only 
speak of the possibility of making the old classical metres 
us agrei^iible and familiar to Ihe Engli^fli car, as the Ger- 
mans have made them to thoirs. Unfortunately, the 
names we can place in coInpa^i^*>n with Kloj»stock, Vo^^s, 
Goethe, Schiller, and Wolf, writers that have mot with 
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considerable success in the use of the Hexameter, are in- 
deed few, — but wherefore blame our language? We are 
taught that the beauty of the Hexameter, consists for tbe 
greater part in this, that, although the metre may be 
continually changing, the rhythm remains unaffected. 
The rules laid down by the Greeks for the government 
of the heroic Hexameter, have been so enlarged by the 
Moderns, owing to the idiomatic construction of the lan- 
guages, that we find few Hexameters in any of the modern 
languages at all agreeable. Since the Genius of the Eng- 
lish and the German languages will not allow writers to 
imitate the pure Hellenic Hexameter with perfect success, 
authorities endeavor to mould it to suit their language, 
and thus it loses its individuality ; besides, any variatioos 
from the pure dactylic measure, except such as were al- 
lowed by the Ancients, must disturb the regularity of the 
rhythmical pulsation. Dr. Anster says upon this subject: 

** The Greek cast it is impossible altogether to attain. 
The Romans never quite succeeded — neither, to my mind, 
have the Germans. I suspect it to be practicable in Eng- 
lish ; but even Coleridge failed." 

This brings back to memory the Xenien War, which al- 
ways has had a peculiar fascination. The most stubborn 
adversary, perhaps, that Goethe and Schiller (the editors 
of the Xenien) had in this contest, was Nicoiai of Berlin. 

Nicolai speaks of *Uho many wrong-headed philoso- 
phers who destroy our German literature by a mass of writ- 
ings pretending to depth, and only filled with transcend- 
ental chimeras of the brain." Schiller in a letter to his 
friend Koerner, says : ** The Horen is now attacked on all 
sideSi especially my letters; but by such trivial and con- 
temptible (eselhaften — of the ass species) adversaries, 
that there could be no pleasure in oficring a single word 
in reply; in the Annals^ in Dyk'a Library, and finally in 
NiooUi*8 tenth volume of his Travtls, published at Berlin. 
it and dullest customer shall not be passed over 
Qce. Wolf, of Halle, has made a fierce 



/ 




397 

attack, in the Liierary Oazeitej on Herder, on accoant of 
his Uomer. Herder will not reply to it ; and, in truth, 
it would be no easy task to commence a dispute with 
Wolf upon Homer." 
The strongest lines Schiller wrote were on Nicolai : 

An Empirical Oddity. 
** Poor devil I Groping after all the drivellers before ye ; — 
Your dulness was not all your own ; you had it d pjnori.^' 
But the best, or rather the worst, squib, or anti-Xenien 
as they were called, produced by the Xenicn War, is the 
following, by the same incorrigible, pedantic, but witty, 
Nicolai ; the Germans, we believe, call it the Ochsiade: 

** In Jena | und Wei | mar, da | macht man | Hexa | 

meter, 

Und die | Pen tame | ter || sind noch | viel schlech | ter." 

We have also seen the following : 
<<In Jena und Weimar macht man Hexameter wie der, 
Und die Pentameter sind noch erbaermlicher.'' 

It is impossible for us to give a satisfactory translation. 
The ludicrous part is the measure. 

Schiller writes to Goethe: **I send you another leaf 
of Hexameters, that have been made against you or me 
in Breslau. It is strange that so far all our assailants fail 
in the measure." With respect to the authority of these 
celebrated compositions: **They keep quarreling," says 
Goethe in the Conversations with Eckcrmnnn, ''as if it 
were of any importance to ascertain which of us really 
wrote them. We made many couplets together; some- 
times I gave the thought and Schiller the verse; sometime? 
the reverse was the case; sometimes he made one line, 
and I the other. Who but a Philistcr would care to settle 
the meuvi und teum!^^ 

We will here introduce an intcrosting extract from 
Goethe's writings, upon his friend Schiller : 
67 
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" There was something of dsmonology in my connection 
with Schiller. It might have taken place at an earlier or 
later period with less importance ; but that it should have 
occurred just at the time it did — when I had done with 
my Italian tour, and when Schiller had begun to grow 
weary of his philosophical speculations — led to great re- 
sults for both of us." — " The public have been quarreling 
fhe.se twenty years about which is the greater, Schiller or I. 
They ought to rejoice that they know two men worth quarrel- 
ing about.^* 

NoTK », p. 826. 

There is another translation of this poem, by one of 
the ablest and most successful of American translators, 
N. L. Frothingham. His seems to be a very popular ver- 
sion, having been selected by Longfellow for his •* Poets 
and Poetry of Europe," and also by Brooks for his »* Ger- 
man Lyrics." For our own part, although Frothingham 
is one of our favorite translators, we are not pleased, com- 
paratively speaking, with his rendition of this poem. He 
introduces too many accidentals, thereby producing dis- 
cord in the chime of the verse. We have given Merivale 
the preference, but, at the same time, here also give 
Froth ingham's version, for the benefit of those who may 
think our judgment at fault. * 



THE OPENING OF THE NEW CENTURY. 

1st January, 1800. 

Noble friends I where now for Peace, worn-hearted, 

Where for Freedom, is a refuge-place? 
For the old century has in storm departed, 
And the new with ciirnage starts its race. 

And the bond of nations flies asunder, 
And the ancient forms rush to decline; 

Not the ocean bcms the warring thunder, 
Not the Nile-god and the ancient Khine. 
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Two imperious nations are contending 

For one empire's universal field ; 
Liberty from every people rending, 

Thunderbolt and trident do they wield. 

Gold must be weighed them from each country's labor ; 

And, like Brennus in barbarian days, 
See! the daring Frank his iron sabre 

In the balances of justice lays. 

The grasping Briton his trade-fleets, like mighty 

Arms of the sea-polypus, doth spread ; 
And the realm of unbound Amphitrite 

He would girdle like his own homestead. 

To the South-pole's unseen constellations 
Pierce his keels, unhindered, resting not; 

All the isles, all coasts of farthest nations, 
Spies he, — all but Eden's sacred spot. 

Ah I in vain on charts of all Earth's order 
Mayst thou seek that bright and blessed shore, 

Where the green of Freedom's garden border, 
Where man's prime, is fresh for evermore. 

Endless lies the world that thine eye traces, — 
Even Commerce scarcely belts it round ; 

Yet upon its all-unmeasured spaces 
For ten happy ones no room is found. 

On the heart's holy and quiet pinion 

Must thou fly from out this rough life's throng ; 
Freedom lives but within Dream's dominion. 

And the Beautiful blooms but in song. 

N. L, Frothingham, 
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Note t, p. 858. 

We have thought it necessary to alter the final lineeof 
SemeUy as translated by Hempel, he having placed an en- 
tirely false construction upon them. 

This is HempePs version : 

MBRCURIUS. 

*^ Thy Semele sends thee her burning thanks 
And tears of joy — 

ZEUS. 

Destroy her I 

MERCURIUS {amoMA.) 
Zeus I 

ZEUS. 

None shall be happy I 
She dies I" 

[3^c«rte<ift/a2Zt.] 
What Schiller really meant was this: Zeus gives thii 
command to Mercury (page 845). 
" On Scamander's shore 
A shepherdess is slumbering in her grave; 
Her shepherd is bedewing it with tears. 
A'o one shall weep when Jupiter is happy 
And loves I Call back her into life I " 

Mercury having obeyed his master's mandate, returns, 
immediately after the success of Juno's conspiracy against 
Semele, with the *' burning thanks " of those he has made 
h{«j)j»y. Zeus, being now unhappy, tells him to destroy 
them again, since she (Semele) dies. The idea Schiller 
would convey i.s : as Zeus is happy or unhappy, so shall 
mortulh hit. llempel represents Mercury as coming from 
Semrle, without any relation to his mission to the shepherd 
on ScamAnder's shore, with her burning thanks — where* 
up(>n Zeus commands him to destroy her. 
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In conclusion we will append, for various reasoDB, Bey 
era: additional translations of merit. 

LONGING. 
Ah I from forth this darksome valley, 

By the damp chill fogs oppressed, 
Could I find a path to sally, 

Then I should indeed be blessed I 

Pleasant hills are yonder lying, 

Ever verdant, ever young. 
Were I plumed with wings for flying, 

Soon I'd be those hills among. 

Airs harmonious round me ringing ; 

Sweetest notes of heavenly calm ; 
While the wanton gales are flinging 

O'er my senses odorous balm. 

Golden fruitage see I, glowing, 
Through the dusky foliage, bright; 

And the flowers that there are blowing 
Dread no parching winter's blight. 

Ah I how beauteous Hwero, arriving 
There where shines eternal day; 

And the breezes, how reviving 
That upon those summits play. 

But the roaring floods have bound mOi 

Fiercely raging as they roll, 
And the billows heave around me. 

Spreading terror o'er my soul. 

To and fro a bark seems playing, 
But no steersman there to guide: 

Forward then without delaying I 
Livin«; bounds she o'er the tide. 
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Strain by faith with bold endeavor I 
No support from Heaven demand I 

Bat through wonders canst thou ever 
Beach that glorious wonderland. 

Florme$ 



THE PILGBIM. 

TxT was life's gay spring advancing, 
When I wandered forth to roam : 

Youthful song and joyous dancing 
Left I in my Father's Home. 

Goods and heritage forsaking, 

All I gave with spirit free ; 
And the Pilgrim's light staff taking, 

Onward went in childlike glee. 

Mighty was the hope that led me ; 

Faith, though dim, yet bade me cheer; 
Tow'rd the rising Sun it sped me, 

Crying — ' * On ! the path is clear — 

<< Till at length a golden portal 
Thou shalt reach — there enter in I 

There shalt Earthly be Immortal, 
Ever freed from death and sin." 

Morn nor evening — never, never — 
Stood I lingering on my way : 

Hidden still, and far as ever. 
That I sought and wished for lay. 

Here the rocky mountain ridges. 
There wild waters hemmed me in ; 

Oft I made me narrow bridges 
O'er the foaming torrent's din : 
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Till H river <'a<t\v:ircl Lclidini; 

CluMTod at h'Mgth my Ionising view- 
Gladly tg its courso confiding, 

On its waves my limbs I threw. 

To a shoreless sea it bore me 
With its billows' eddying roll : 

Vast and drear it spread before me ; 
— I no nearer to the goal. 

Tathat goal no pathway leadeth. 

Heaven itself, that seemed so near, 
At each step from earth recedeth ; 

And the thsre is never hers I 



F.& 



THE YOUTH BY THE BROOK. 

Bt the brook the boy was seated ; 

Flowers he wove in garland bright: 
And ho saw them whirled before him 

In the dancing waters' flight. 
" Even thus my days are speeding, 

Like the stream, in senseless baste; 
And my bloom of youth is wasting, 

EWn as those bright colors waste I 

" Ask not wherefore thus I languish 

In the flowery prime of life. 
All with joy and hope is teeming 

When the flush of spring is rife. 
But the thousand gladsome voices 

That awakening Nature pours, 
Sound within my saddened bosom 

But to open sorrow's stores. 



A 
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«* What can all the joys avail me, 

Proffered hy the lovely May ? 
One there is, my heart still pants for ; 

She is near — yet far away. 
To that form, by fancy cherished, 

Longing, wide my arms I spread. 
Ah I in vain I strive to grasp it — 

And my heart to joy is dead. 

''Come, O come, thou lovely fair-one I 
Come, and leave yon lordly seat! 

Flowers — the birth of Spring's bright season- 
Free I scatter at thy feet. 

Hark I the grove with song is ringing, 
And the streamlet ripples clear — 

In the smallest hut is shelter 
For a happy, loving pair.'* 



THE DIVER. 

" Oh, where is the knight or the squire so bold. 
As to dive to the howling Charybdis below? — 

I cast in the whirlpool a goblet of gold, 
And o'er it already the dark waters flow ; 

Whoever to me may the goblet bring, 

Sliall have for his guerdon that gift of his King.*' 

He spoke, and the cup from the terrible steep, 
That, rugged and hoary, hung over the verge 

Of the endlass and measureless world of the deep, 
Swirled into the maelstrom that maddened the snrge 

"And where is the diver so stout to go — 

I ask ye again — to the deep below?" 
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And the knights and the squires that gathered aroundi 
Stood silent — and fixed on the ocean their eyes; 

They looked on the dismal and savage Profound, 

And the peril chilled back every thought of the prize. 

And thrice spoke the Monarch^'* The cup to win, 

Is there never a wight who will venture in ?" 

And all as before heard in silence the King — 
Till a youth with an aspect unfcaring but gentle, 

'Mid the tremulous squires— slept out from the ring, 
Unbuckling his girdle, and doffing his mantle; 

And the murmuring crowd, as they parted asunder, 

On the stately boy cast their looks of wonder. 

As he strode to the marge of the summit, and gave 
One glance on the gulf of that merciless main, 

Lol the wave that forever devours the wave, 
Casts roaringly up the Charybdis again ; 

And as with the swell of the far thunder-boom. 

Rushes foamingly forth from the heart of the gloom. 

And it bubbles and seethes, and it hisses and roars. 
As when fire is with water commixed and contending. 

And the spray of its wrath to the welkin up-soars, 
And flood upon flood hurries on, never ending; 

And it never will rest, nor from travail be free. 

Like a sea that is laboring the birth of a sea. 

Yet, at length, comes a lull o'er the mighty commotion. 
And dark through the whiteness, and still through the 
swell, 
The whirlpool cloavos downward and downward in ocean 

A yawning aby>rt, like the pathway to hell ; 
The stiller and darker the farther it goes, 
Sucked into that smoothness the breakers repose. 
58 



406 

The youth gavo his trust to his Maker I Before 
That path through the riven abyss closed again, 

Hark I a shriek from the gazers that circle the shore,— 
And| behold I he is whirled in the grasp of the duud 1 

And o'er him the breakers mysteriously rolled, 

And the giant-mouth closed on the swimmer so bold. 

All was still on the height, save the murmur that went 
From the grave of the deep, sounding hollow and fell, 

Or save when the tremulous sighing lament 
Thrilled from lip unto lip, " Gallant youth, fare-thee- 
welir' 

More hollow and more wails the deep on the ear — 

More dread and more dread grows suspense in its fear. 

If thou shouldst in those waters thy diadem fling. 
And cry, ''Who may find it shall win it and wear;" 

G()d wot, though the prize were the crown of a king — 
A crown ut such hazard were valued too dear. 

For never shall lips of the living reveal 

What the deeps that howl yonder in terror conceal. 

Oh, many a bark, to that breast grappled fast. 

Has gone down to the fearlul and fathomless grave; 

Again, crashed together the keel and the mast, 
To be seen tost aloft in the glee of the wave I 

Like the growth of a storm ever louder and clearer, 

Grows the roar of the gulf rising nearer and nearer. 

And it bubbles and seethes, and it hisses and roars. 
As when firo is wiih water commixed and contending; 

And the spray of its wrath to the welkin up-soars. 
And flood upon flood hurries on, never ending. 

And as with the swell of the far thunder-boom, 

Rushes roaringly forth from the heart of the gloom. 
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And, lo I from the heart of that far-floating gloom, 
Like the wing of the cygnet — what gleams on the seaf 

Lo I an arm and a neck glancing up from the tomb I — 
Steering stalwart and shoreward : O joy, it is he I 

The left hand is lifted in triumph ; behold, 

It waves as a trophy the goblet of gold I 

And he breathed deep, and he breathed long, 
And he greeted the heavenly delight of the day. 

They gaze on each other — they shout as they throng— 
" He lives — lo, the ocean has rendered its prey I 

And safe from the whirlpool and free from the grave, 

Gomes back to the daylight the soul of the brave 1" 

And he comes, with the crowd in their clamor and glee ; 

And the goblet his daring has won from the water. 
He lifts to the King as he sinks on his knee ; — 

And the King from her maidens has beckoned his 
daughter. 
She pours to the boy the bright wine which they bring, 
And thus spoke the Diver — *<Long life to the King I 

** Happy they whom the rose-hues of daylight rejoice, 
The air and the sky that to mortals are given I 

May the horror below nevermore find a voice — 
Nor Man stretch too far the wide mercy of Heaven I 

Nevermore — nevermore may he lift from the sight 

The veil which is woven with Terror and Night I 

Quick bright'ning like lightening the ocean rushed o'er 
me, 

Wild floating, borne down fathom-deep from the day ; 
Till a torrent rushed out on the torrents that bore me, 

And doubled iho tempest that whirled me away. 
Vain, vain was my struggle — the circle had won me. 
Round and round in its dance the mad element spun me. 
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" From the deep then I called upon God— «nd He iMud 
me, 

In the dread of my need, He voachsafed to mine eya 
A rock jutting out from the grave that interred me; 

I sprung there, I clung there— and Death paMed me bj. 
And, lo ! where the goblet gleamed through the abym, 
By a coral reef saved from the feir Fathomlen : 

<* Below, at the foot of that precipice drear, 
Spread the gloomy and purple and pathless Obioarel 

A silence of Horror that slept on the ear, 
That the eye more appalled might the Horror endmel 

Salamundcr, snake, dragon — vast reptiles that dwell 
In the deep — coiled about the grim jaws of their hell. 

" Dark crawled, glided dark the unspeakable swarms, 
Clumped together in masses, misshapen and vast ; 

Here clung and hero bristled the fashionless forms; 
Here the dark-moving bulk of the Hammer-fish passed ; 

And, with teeth grinning white and a menacing motion, 

Went the terrible Shark — the Hysena of Ocean. 

" There I hung, and the awe gathered icily o'er me, 
So far from the earth, where man's help there was none I 

The One Human Thing, with the Goblins before me — 
Alone — in a loneness so ghastly — Alone I 

Deep under the reach of the sweet living breath, 

And begirt with the broods of the desert of Death. 

(«Methought, as I gazed through the darkness, that now 
It saw — a dread hundred-limbed creature — its prey 1 

And darted, devouring ; I sprang from the bough 
Of the cornl, and swept on the horrible way; 

And the whirl of the mighty wave seized me once more,^* 

It seized me to save me, and dash to the shore." 
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On the youth gazed the Monarch, and marveled: quoth 
he, 

"Bold Diver, the gohlet I promised is thine; 
And this ring will I give, a fresh guerdon to thee — 

Never jewels more precious shone up from the mine — 
If thou'lt bring me fresh tidings, and venture again, 
To say what lies hid in the innermost main V* 

Then outspake the daughter in tender emotion — 
" Ah I father, my father, what more can there rest? 

Enough of this sport with the pitiless ocean — 
He has served thee as none would, thyself hast confest. 

If nothing can slake thy wild thirst of desire. 

Let thy knights put to shame the exploit of the squire I " 

The King seized the goblet, he swung it on high. 
And whirling, it fell in the roar of the tide ; 

<* But bring back that goblet again to my eye, 
And I'll hold thee the dearest that rides by my side ; 

And thine arms shall embrace as thy bride, I decree, 

The maiden whose pity now pleadeth for thee." 

And heaven, as he listened, spoke out from the space. 
And the hope that makes heroes shot flame from his 
eyes; 

He gazed on the blush in that beautiful face — 
It pales — at the feet of her father she lies I 

How priceless the guerdon I — a moment, a breath, 

And headlong he plunges to life and to death I 

They hear the loud surges sweep back in their swell. 
Their coming the thunder-sound heralds along I 

Fond eyes yet are tracking the spot where ho fell, 
They come, the wild waters, in tumult and throng, 

Roaring up to the cliff — roaring buck as before, 

But no wave ever brings the lost youth to the shore! 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lyiton, 
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RITTBR TOGGENBUBO. 

" Knight, a sister^s love I render 

Faithfully to thee ; 
Ask from mo no thought more tender ; 

It can never be ; 
Oalmly must we meet each other, 

Calmly must wo part ; 
Love me as a friend and brother ; 

Seek no more my heart." 

Mute with grief the knight beholds her, 

While his heart-strings bleed ; 
To his breast a moment folds her, 

Springs upon his steed ; 
Then from mountain tops and valleys, 

Armed with cross and brand. 
Trusty Switzers round him rallies 

For the Holy Land. 

Deeds were done of noble daring 

By the hero's might; 
loggenburger bravely bearing, 

Foremost in the fight. 
Turk and Moslem, all were frightened. 

At his dreaded name ; 
Still his sorrow is not lightened ; 

Loves he still the same. 

Twelve long months of heavy sadness 

He had borne his pain ; 
Knew ho never thought of gladness, 

Peace he could not gain. 
Left the army broken-hearted, 

Saw the loosened sails, 
Longing, loving, home departed, 

Borne by southern gales. 
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Dmrksome was the night, and dreary, 

O'or tho pilgrim lone ; 
At her castle knocks he weary, 

Hears the solemn tone : 
•• Thou wilt see thtj loved one never. 

She her vows has given. 
And in convent shade forever 

Wedded is to Heaven." 

From the castle tower, where lately 

Dwelt in all their pride 
Toggenhurger nobles stately, 

Turns he now aside ; 
Casts away his arms so splendid, 

8ets his charger free ; 
Clothed in sackcloth, unattended. 

Wends he mournfully. 

In a neighboring grove, a bower 

With the branches made. 
Where tho white-walled cloisters tower 

O'er the linden shade, 
Quiet hope his sorrow lightening. 

Would he sit and wait, 
From the morning's rosy brightening 

Till the twilight late. 

Ever on the cloister gazing, 

Her to sec he hoped. 
Looks of longing upward raising 

Till the casement oped ; 
Till appeared the maiden holy. 

Till she gently pmilcd, 
Toward the valley bending lowly, 

Meek and nngel-mild. 
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